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DRAMATIS  PERSONjE. 

MEN. 

DUKE  o/Syenna,  Suiter  io  Belvidere. 
Silvio,  A  Gentleman  of  ^lality^  Servant  to  Belvidere. 
CJaudio,  Silvio'j  Friend^  Brother  to  Ifabclla  ;  hut  difguis'd 

to  her  under  the  Name  of  Rugio. 
Bartello,  Captain  of  the  Citadel^  Uncle  to  Silvio. 
Lopez,  A  fordid  Ufurcr^  the  jealous  Husband  of  Uahdh, 
Lords  cf  Florence. 
Lords  of  Syenna. 
Comicellors. 
Courtiers. 

Penurio,  A  hungry  Servant  to  Lopez, 
Soto,  A  merry  Servant  to  Claudio. 
A  Farmer^  Father  to  Soto. 
Captain. 

Soldiers  of  the  Guard. 
A  Clark. 

Bomby,  An  Ryiemy  to  Wakes  and  May-poles, 
Morrice-dajicers. 
Mafquers. 

WOMEN. 

Dulchefi  of  Florence. 

Belvidere,  A  virtuous  Princefs,  Daughter  to  the  Dutchefs^ 

in  Love  with  Silvio. 
Rodope,  Wife  to  Bartello. 
Ifabella,  Wife  to  Lopez,  and  S'lfifr  io  Claudio; 
Jaqucnette,  Servant  to  ifabella. 
'T'i^'o  Gentlewomen. 

,S.C  E  N  E     FLORENCE. 

WOMEN 


WOMEN  PLEAS'P. 


ACT     I.      SCENE     I. 


Efikr  Bartello  aTid  Silvio. 

Silvio. 

I  S  true, 

She  is  a  right  good  Princefs,  and  a  juft  one, 
And   Florence,    when  (he   fets*    has  loft  a 
Planet. 
Bar.  My  Miftrefs  ?  I  tell  thee,  gentle  Ne- 
phew, 
There  is  not  fuch  anothci  Friend  to  goodnefs. 
To  down-right  ciealing,  Faith,  and  a  true  Heart 
"Within  the  Chnftian  Confines:  Before  fhe  bleft  us, 
Juftice  was  a  Cheefe-monger,  a  meer  Cheefe-monger, 
Weigh'd  nothing  to  the  World  but  Mites  and  Maggots, 
And  a  main  ftink  j  Law,  like  a  Horfe-courfer, 
Her  Rules  jindPrecepts  hung  with  Gaudes  and  Ribbonds> 
And  parn[  cr'd  up  to  cozen  him  that  bought  her, 
"When  (he  her  klf  was  hackney-lame  and  founder'd. 

Sil.  But  the  fwcct  Lady  Belvidere,  the  bright  one 

Bar.  Ay,  there's  a  Face  indeed  ;  Oh  my  dear  Nephew, 
Could  a  young  Fellow  of  thy  fiery  Mettle 
Freeze,  and  that  Lady  in  his  Arms  ? 
SiL  1  think  not. 
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Bar.  Thou  hafl:  a  parlous  Judgment  •,  but  let  that  pafs  ;— 
She  is  as  truly  virtuous,  fair,  and  noble. 
As  her  great  Mother's  good  ;  and  that's  not  ordinary. 

Sil.  But  why  (fo  many  Princes,  and  fo  great  ones 
Being  Suitors)  fhould  th'  Dutchefs  deny  to  match  her  ? 

Bar.  She  is  a  Jewel,  Man,  hangs  in  her  Bofom, 
Her  only  Child  ;   with  her  Eyes  fhe  fees  all  things, 
Difcouries  with  her  Tongue  •,  and  pluck  her  from  her 
(So  doatingly  the  old  one  loves  her  young  one) 
You  pluck  her  Heart  out  too  ;  B<;fides,  of  late  Days, 
The  Duke  o^  Milan y  who  could  never  win  her 
By  Love,  nor  Treaty,  laid  a  clofe  Train  for  her 
In  her  own  private  Walks,  fome  forty  Horfe-men, 
So  to  furprize  her,  which  we  found,  and  dealt  with  ; 
And  fent  *em  running  home  to  th*  Duke  their  Matter, 
Like  Dogs  with  Bottles  at  their  Tails. 

Sil.  Since  that,  I  heard.  Sir, 
Sh'as  fent  her  to  your  Cittadel  to  fccure  her, 
(i)  My  Goufin  Rcdopc^  your  Wife,  attending  her. 

Bar.  You  hear  a  I'ruth  ;  and  all  convenient  Pieafiires 
Are  there  proportion'd  for  her. 

Sil.  I  would  fain,  Sir, 
Like  one,  that  owes  a  duteous  fervice  to  her, 
Sometimes,  fo  pleafe  you 

Bar.  Gtntle  Coufin,  pardon  me  ; 
T  muft  not,   nor  you  muft  not  dare  to  offer  ; 
The  l.ift  Edict  lies  on  his  Life,  purfues  it  j 
Your  Friend,  Sir,  to  command  abroad,  to  love  you. 
To  lend  ye  any  thiiig  I  have,  to  wait  on  ye  -, 
r.ut  in  the  Cittadel  where  1  (land  charg'd. 
Not  a  bit  upon  a  march  :  No  fervice.  Sir, 
No,   good  Sir,  by  no  means  ;  I  kifs  your  Hands,  Sir. 

Su.  T*  your  keeping  only  ?  None  elfe  to  look  on  her  ? 
None  but  BarUllo  worthy  her  Attendance  ? 
No  Faith  but  his  to  ferve  her  ?    Oh  BelviderCy 
Thou  Saint  to  whom  my  Youth  is  facrific*d ; 

(       (i)  ^5*  Couf.n  Rodopc,  j»oar  Wife,  &c.]  We  have  a  mighty  Jumble 
tliiough  the  Play  oi Coufin  txA  jiunt,  as  the  Reader  will  eafily  perceive. 

Thou 


IVomen  Pleas  d,  5 

Thou  Point  to  which  my  Life  turns,  and  my  Fortune  ; 
Art  thou  lock*d  from  me  now  ?  (2)  From  all  my  Com- 
forts 
Art  thou  fnatch'd  violently  ?  Thou  hear'ft  me  not; 
Nor  canft  thou  fee,  fair  Soul,  thy  Servant's  Mournings  j 
(3)  Yet  let  thy  gentle  Heart  feel  what  his  Ablence, 
The  great  divorce  of  Minds  fo  truly  loving, 
So  long,  and  nurs'd  in  one  Affeftion, 
Even  from  our  Infant  Eyes  fuck'd  in,  and  nourifh'd : 
Oh !  let  It  feel  but  that,  and  there  ftand  conftant. 
And  I  am  blcft.     My  dear  Aunt  Rcdope^ 
That  is  her  Governefs,  did  love  me  dearly, 
There's  one  hope  yet  to  fee  her;  when  he*s  abfent 
It  may  be  ventured,  and  fhe  may  work  it  clofely  \ 
I  know  (4)  the  Lady's  will  goes  equal  with  me. 
And  fo  the  danger  o'th*  Editt's  avoided  ; 
Let  me  think  more,  for  I  muft  try  all  hazards. 

Enter  Claud io  and  Soto. 

Scto.  Will  you  go  yonder,  Sir  ? 

Cla.  Yes  marry  will  I,  Sir. 

Soto.  And  by  this  Ladder  ? 

Cla,  By  that  Ladder,  Coxcombe. 

Soto,    Have  y'  any  more  Necks  at  home  when  this  is 
broken. 
For  this  will  crack  with  the  bed  Friend  he  has.  Sir  ? 
Or  can  you  pitch  of  all  four,  like  an  Ape  now  ^ 
Let  me  fee  you  tumble. 

Cla.  You  are  very  pleafant.  Sir. 

(2)  From  all  my  Comforts 

Art  thou  fnatcb'd  ^jtolently  ? ]    Silvio  is  not  lamenting 

the  Lady's  Condition  but  his  own,  and  therefore  I  fhould  think 
'twould  be  better  to  read, 

From  me  all  my  Camforts 

Are  the/  /natch' d  violently  ? • 

(3)  Tet  let  thy  gentle  Heart  feel  \i:hat  his  Abfence,'\  A  Letter  too 
much  in  his  makes  ftrange  itufFin  this  PftiTage  :  Our  Authors  pof» 
iibl/  wrote, 

'feel  <ivhat  is  Abfence^ 

(4)  Thus  the  firft  Foho.    The  Oftavo, 

■■  the  Ladies  nvill go  equal  with  mtl 

A  3  Soto, 
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Soto,  No,  truly  Sir,  I  fhould  be  loath  to  fee  ye 
Come  fluttering  down  like  a  young  Rook,  cry  fquab. 
And  take  y'  up  with  your  Brains  beaten  int'  your  Buttocks, 

Cla.  Hold  your  peace,  Afs:  Who's  this  llands  muiing 
here  ? 
Sil'vio  ? 

Sil.  Who  calls  me  ? 

Cla.  One  mofl:  glad  to  fee  you,  Sir. 

Sil.  Mydf^xtHClaudio?  What  make  you  thus  private. 
And  with  a  preparation  of  this  Nature  ? 

Soto.  W^tVe  leave  to  play,   and  are  going  to  climb 
Birds  Nefts. 

Sil.  Prithee  what  is  it.  Friend  ?  Why  ftart  ye  from  mc  ? 
Is  your  old  Miftrcfs  grown  fo  coy  and  cruel. 
She  muft  be  fcal*d  ?  It  fecms  you're  loath  to  tell  me. 
Since  twenty  Years  continuance  of  our  Friendfhip 
May  not  be  worth  the  weight  of  fuch  a  Secret, 
'Twill  be  but  rude  to  ask  again  ;  fo  fave  ye. 

Cla.  Nay  flay,  dear  Silvio  ;  if  you  love  me,  take  itJ- 
For  *till  you  know  it,  never  Woman  laboured 
As  I  do  now. 

Sil.  1*11  do  my  beft  to  eafc  it. 

Cla.  You've  heard,  the  Lady  Bdvidere  « 

SiL  What  heard,  Sir.? 

Cla.  Heard,  to  the  Cittadel,  upon  fome  fears 
She  is  confin*d. 

Sil.  Why  dreams  he  on  this  Beauty  ?  \_yifjcls. 

*Tis  true,  I've  heard  it. 

Cla.  And  that  no  accefs, 
No  blcfTmg  from  thofe  Eyes,  but  with  much  hazard, 
Ev'n  hazard  of  a  Life 

Sil,  He  dares  not  love  her  j 
Tve  heard  that  too,  but  whither  points  your  purpofe  } 

Cla.  Oh  Silvio,  let  me  fpeak  that  none  may  hear  me, 
None  but  thy  truth  -,  I've  lov*d  this  Lady  long, 
I..ong  giv*n  away  my  Life  to  her  Devotion, 
Long  dwelt  upon  that  Beauty  to  my  Ruin. 

Sil.  Do's  flie  know  this? 

Cla.  No,  there  begins  my  Mifery ; 
Inon-likc,  I've  only  yet  cJalp'd  Clouds. 

And 
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And  fed  upon  poor  empty  Dreams  that  ftarve  me. 

Sil.  And  what  d'  you  mean  to  do  now? 

Cla.  Though  I  die  for't, 
Though  all  the  Tortures  in  the  World  hung  on  me, 
Arm'd  with  imperious  Love,   I  (land  prepar'd  now. 
With  this  to  reach  her  Chamber ;  there  to  fee  her. 
And  tell  her  boldly  with  what  Truth  I  love  her. 

Sil.  'Twill  not  be  eas'ly  done,  Sir. 

Cla.  Oh  my  SihiOy 
The  hardeft  things  are  fweeteft  in  PofTeflion. 

Sil.  Nor  will  fhew  much  Difcretion. 

Cla.  Love  is  blind,  Man  ; 
And  he,  that  looks  for  Reafon  there,  far  blinder, 

Sil.  Have  you  confider'd  ripely  ? 

Cla.  All  that  may  fall, 
And  arm'd,  againfl:  that  all. 

Sil.  Her  Honour  too  ? 
What  fhe  may  fufFer  in  this  rafh  Adventure? 
The  beauty  of  her  Name  ? 

Cla.  I'll  do  it  clolely, 
And  only  at  her  Window,  with  that  caution • 

SiL  Are  there  no  Guards  ? 

Cla.  Corruption  chokes  their  Service. 

•S/7.  Or  do  you  hold  her  bred  fo  light  a  Woman, 
To  hold  commerce  with  ftrange  Tongues? 

Cta.  Why  this  Service, 
This  only  hazard  of  my  Life  muft  tell  her. 
Though  fhe  were  Fejla's  felf,  I  muft  deferve  her. 

Sil.  I  would  not  have  ye  go,  pray  let  it  fink  here, 
And  think  a  nobler  way  to  raife  your  Service, 
A  fafer  and  a  wifer. 

Cla.  'Tis  too  late.  Sir. 

Sil.  Then  1  muft  fay,  you  fhall  not  go.' 

Cla.  I  fliall  not? 

Sil.  You  fhall  not  go ;  that  part  bred  with  ye,Friendfhip, 
Bids  me  fay  boldly  fo,  and  you  obferve  me. 

Cla.  You  ftretch  that  Tye  too  far. 

Sil.  I'll  ftretch  it  farther  : 
The  Honour  that  I  bear  that  fpotlefs  Virtue 
You  fouly  feek  to  taint,  unnobly  coVet, 

A  4.  Bids 
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Bids  me  command  ye  (lay  \  if  not,  thus  force  ycJ 

Soto.  This  will  be  wcrfc  tlian  climbing. 

Cla,  Why  d*  ye  draw,  Sir  ? 

Sil  To  kill  thee,  if  thy  bafe  Will  be  thy  Matter, 

Cla.  I  ever  was  your  Friend. 

S'll.  Whilfl:  thou  wert  honed, 
And  not  a  Night-thief  of  another's  Honour  •, 
I  never  called  a  Fool  my  Friend,  a  mad  Man, 
That  durft:  expofe  his  Fame  to  all  Opinions, 
His  Life  t*  unhonefl:  Dangers :  I  ne'er  lov'd  him, 
Durft  know  his  Name,  that  fought  a  Virgin's  Ruin  ; 
Nor  ever  took  I  pleafure  in  acquaintance 
With  Men,  that  give  as  loofe  Reins  to  their  Fancier 
As  the  wild  Ocean  to  his  raging  Fluxes  : 
A  noble  Soul  I  twin  with,  and  my  Love 
Follows  his  Life,  dares  mafter  his  AfFeftions. 
Will  ye  give  off,  or  fight  ? 

Cla.  I  will  not  fight  with  ye  : 
The  facred  Name  of  Friend  ties  up  that  Anger  \ 
Rather  I'll  ftudy ■ 

Sil.  Do,  to  be  a  Friend  ftill. 

Cla.  If  this  way,  I  fhall  never  hold. 

Sil.  I'll  watch  ye  : 
And  if  I  catch  ye  falfe,  by  Heav'n  ye  die  for't. 
All  Love  forgot. 

Cla.  When  I  fear  that,  Pm  fit  for't.  {Exeunt, 

S      C       p       N      E       IL 

Lopez  at  a  Table  with  Jewels  and  Mony  upon  it,  an 
Egg  roajling  hy  a  Candle. 

Lop.    Whilfl  prodigal  young  gaudy  Fools  are  ban- 
queting. 
And  launching  out  their  States  to  catch  the  giddy, 
Thus  do  I  fludy  to  preferve  my  Fortune, 
And  hatch  with  care  at  home  the  Wealth  that  Saints  me. 
Here's  Rubies  of  Bengala.,  rich,  rich,  glorious  j 
Thefe  Diamonds  of  Ormus  bought  for  little. 
Here  vented  at  the  price  of  Princes  Ranfomcs ; 

How. 
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How  bright  they  (hine  like  Conftellations, 

The  South-Sea's  Treafure  here,  PearJ,  fair  and  orient. 

Able  to  equal  Cleopatra"^  Banquet  : 

Here  Chains  of  lefler  Stones  for  Ladies  Lufters, 

Ingots  of  Gold,  Rings,  Brooches,  bars  of  Silver, 

Thefe  are  my  Studies  to  fet  off  in  fale  well, 

And  not  in  Senfual  furfeits  to  confume  *em. 

How  roads  mine  Egg  ?  he  heats  apace,  I'll  turn  him  : 

Penurio^  where  you  Knave  d'  yon  wait?  Penurio, 

You  lazy  Knave. 

Pen,  Did  you  call.  Sir? 

Lop.  Whtrc's  your  Miflrefs  ? 
What  Vanity  holds  her  from  her  Attendance  ? 

Pen.  The  very  fight  of  this  Egg  has  made  him  cockilh^, 
What  would  a  dozen  buttcr'd  do  ?  She  is  within.  Sir. 

Lop.  Within,  Sir,  at  what  thrift  ye  Knave  ?    What 
getting  ? 

Pen.  Getting  a  good  Stomach,  Sir,  and  ihe  knew  where 
to  get  Meat  to't. 
She's  praying  heartily  upon  her  Knees,  Sir, 
That  Heav'n  would  fend  her  a  good  bearing  Dinner, 

Lop.   Nothing  but  Gluttony  and  Surfeit  thought  on, 
Health  fl'jng  bt:hind;  had  Hit!  not  Ycfternight,  Sirrah, 
Two  Sprats  to  Supper,  and  the  Oil  allowable? 
Was  flie  not  fick  with  eating?  Hadft  not  thou, 
(Thou  mofl;  ungrateful  Knave,  that  nothing  fatisfies) 
The  Water  that  I  boil'd  my  other  Egg  in 
To  make  thee  hearty  Broth  ? 

Pen.  'Tis  true,  I  had.  Sir  ; 
But  I  might  as  foon  make  the  Philofopher's  Stone  on't. 
You  gave  it  me  in  Water,  and  but  for  IVIanners  fake, 
I  coijld  give  it  you  again,  in  Wind,  it  was  fo  hearty 
I  fliall  turn  PiiTing-conduit  fhortly  j    my  Miftrefs  comes. 
Sir. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Lop,.  Welcome,  my  Dove. 

Jfab.  Pray  ye  keep  your  welcome  to  ye, 
Unlefs  it  carries  more  than  Words  to  pleafe  me. 
fs  this  the  Joy  to  be  a  Wife  ?  to  bring  with  me, 

Befides 
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Befidcs  the  No'olcnefs  of  Blood  I  fpring  from, 
A  full  and  able  Portion  to  maintain  me  ? 
Is  this  the  Happinefs  of  Youth  and  ISeauiy, 
The  great  content  of  being  made  a  Miftrefs, 
To  live  a  Slave  fubjetl  to  wants  and  liungers, 
To  jcaloufics  for  every  Eye  that  wanders. 
Unmanly  jcaloufie  ? 

Lop.  Good  Ifahella-  ■ 

IJab.  Too  good  for  you  ;  d'  you  think  to  famiih  mc, 
Or  keep  me  like  an  Alms-woman  in  fuch  rayment. 
Such  poor  unhandlbme  Weeds  ?  am  I  old,  or  ugly  ? 
I  never  was  bred  thus ;  and  if  your  Mifery 
Will  fuffcr  wilful  Blindnefs  to  abufe  me, 
My  Patience  fliall  be  no  Bawd  to  mine  own  Ruin. 

Pen.  Tickle  him,  Miftrefs;  to  him. 

Ifab.  Had  ye  love  in  ye, 
Or  any  part  of  Man 

Pen.  Follow  that,  Miftrefs. 

Ifab.  Or  had  Humanity  but  ever  known  ye, 
You'd  fhame  to  ufe  a  Woman  of  my  way  thus, 
So  poor,  and  bafely  ;  you're  ftrangely  jealous  of  me ; 
If  I  ihould  give  ye  caufe- 

Lop.  How,  Ifahella  ? 

J  fab.  As  do  not  venture  this  way  to  provoke  me. 

Pen.  Excellent  well,  Miftrefs. 

ij)p.  How's  this,  Ifahella  ? 

Ifab.  'Twill  ftir  a  Saint,  and  I  am  but  a  Woman, 
And  by  that  tenure  may 

Lop.  By  no  means.  Chicken  ; 
You  know,  I  love  ye  ;  fie,  take  no  example 
By  thofe  young  gadding  Dames,  (you're  noted  virtuous) 
That  ftick  their  Husband's  Wealth  in  trifles  on  *em. 
And  pomt  'em  but  the  way  to  their  own  Miferics ; 
I  am  not  jealous,  kifs  me,  Faith, —  I  am  not : 
And  for  your  Diet,  'tis  to  keep  you  healthful, 
(Surfeits  deftroy  more  than  the  Swordj  that  I'm  careful 
Your  Meat  fhould  be  both  near,  and  cleanly  handled  i 
See,  Sweet,  I'm  Cook  my  felf,  and  mine  own  Cater. 

Pen.  A; of  that  Cook  cannot  lick  his  Fingers. 

Lop. 
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Lop.  V\\  add  another  Difh,  you  fhall  have  Milk  to*t, 
•Tis  nourifhing  and  good. 

Pen.  With  Butter  in't,  Sir  ? 

Lop.  This  Knave  would  breed  a  Famine  in  a  Kingdom  : 
And  Cloaths  that  fhall  content  ye  ;  you  muft  be  wile  then. 
And  live  fequeltred  to  your  felf  and  me, 
Not  wandring  after  every  Toy  comes  crofs  ye, 
(5)  Nor  ftruck  with  every  Spleen  :     What's  the  Knave 
doing  ?  Penurio  ! 

Pen.  Hunting,  Sir,  for  a  fecond  courfe  of  Flies  here. 
They're  rare  new  Sallads. 

Lop.  For  certain,  Ifabella^ 
This  rav*ning  Fellow  has  a  Wolf  in's  Belly  : 
Untemp'rate  Knave,  will  nothing  quench  thy  Appetite .? 
I  faw  him  eat  two  Apples,  which  is  monftrous. 

Pen.  If  you  had  giv'n  me  thofe,   't  had  been  more 
monftrous. 

Lop.  *Tis  a  main  Miracle  to  feed  this  Villain. 
Come,  Ijabella,  let  us  in  to  Supper, 
And  think  the  Roman  Dainties  at  our  Table; 
•Tis  all  but  Thought.  {^Exeunt, 

Pen.  Would  all  my  Thoughts  would  do  it : 
The  Devil  fliould  think  of  purchafing  that  Egg-fhell, 
To  victual  out  a  Witch  (6)  for  the  Bunnoothes  : 
'Tis  Treafon  to  any  good  Stomach  living  now 
To  hear  a  tedious  Grace  faid,  and  no  Meat  to*t  j 
J  have  a  Radifh  yet,  but  that's  but  tranfitory.         [_Exit. 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  Soto. 

Scto.  Can  any  living  Man,  unlefs  a  Rafcal 
That  neither  knows  himfelf,  nor  a  fafhion*d  Gentleman, 

(5)  NorJJruck  ivith  every  Spleen  :  —  ]  I  can  affix  no  Idea  to  this 
that  is  appofite  to  the  Context.  I  therefore  read  Sheen,  which  they 
who  are  converfant  ia  old  EngHJh  fii\xihor%  need  not  be  told  is  the Tame 
as  bright  or  biightnefs,  being  us'd  indifferently  as  an  Adje<ftive  or  Sub- 
fiantive.  Mr.   Seaward. 

[6]  for  the  Burmoothes:]  i.e.  Bermudas.  VideMr.Theo' 

Imld  on  Shakefpcar''%  lempejl. 

Take 
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Take  me  for  a  worfe  Man  than  my  Mader  now  ? 
Tm  naturally  proud  in  thele  Cloaths :  But  if  Pride  now 
Should  catch  a  fall  in  what  I  am  atempting, 
'Tis  but  a  Proverb  found,  and  a  Neck  broken. 
That's  the  word  can  come  on*c ;   a  Gentleman's  gone  then, 
A  Gentleman  o'th'  firft  Houfe,  there's  the  end  on't : 
My  Mailer  lies  mod  pitifully  complaining. 
Wringing  and  kicking  up  to  th'  Ears  in  Love  yonder. 
And  fuch  a  lamentable  Noife  he  keeps,  it  kills  me  : 
l*ve  got  his  Cloaths,  and  if  I  can  get  to  her 
By  hook  or  crook  here,  fuch  a  Song  Til  fing  her 
I  think  I  fhall  be  hang'd,  but  that's  no  matter. 
What's  a  hanging  among  Friends :  I  am  valiant  now  as 

an  Elephant, 
I  have  confider'd  what  to  fay  too  -,  let  me  fee  now,       [dow 
This  is  the  place,  'tis  plaguy  high  -,  flay,  at  that  lower  Win- 
Let  me  aim  finely  now,  like  a  good  Gunner, 
It  may  prove  but  a  whipping. 

Enter  Silvjo, 

S'll.  I  faw  fome  Body 
Pafs  by  me  now,  and  though't  were  dark,  methought  yet 
I  knew  the  Cloaths :  Ha,  let  me  not  be  cozen'd. 
The  Ladder  too,  ready  to  fling  it  ?  Monftrous  .' 
*  I'is  he,  'tis  Claudio  •,   mofl  voluptuous  Villain, 
Scandal  to  Woman's  Credit :  Love,  I  forget  thee — 

Soto.  What  will  he  do  i'th' Name  of  Heav'n,  what's 
that  there? 

Sil.  And  all  the  Friendfhip  that  I  bore  thee,  bury  here— 

Soto,  What  has  he  in's  Hand  ?  I  hope  but  a  Cudgel. 

Sil.    Thy  faults    forgive,   O   Heav'n :    Farewel  thou 
Traitor.  [Fires  a  Pijtoh 

Soto.  I'm  flain,    I'm  flain. 

Sil.  He's  down  and  dead,  dead  certain, 
(I  was  too  rafh,  too  full  of  Spleen)  Hark  dead  : 
This  is  no  place  now  to  repent  in,  only 
Here  wou'd  I  give  this  Hand  that  fliot  the  Piftol 
I  had  mifs'd  thee,  and  thou  wert  once  more  Ciattdio.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Claud  io. 

C/c7.Why  fliould  I  love  thus  fool ifii I y  ?  Thus  dcrp*rately  ? 
And  give  away  my  Heart  where  no  hope's  left  mc  ? 
Why  fliould  not  the  true  counfel  of  a  Friend,  reftrain  me? 
The  Devil*s  Mouth  I  run  into,  affright  me  ? 
The  Honour  of  the  Lady,  charm  my  wildncfs? 
I  have  no  Power,  no  Being  of  my  felf. 
No  Reafon  flrong  enough  now  left  within  me 
To  bind  my  Will  i  O  Love,  thou  God,  or  Devil, 
Or  what  thou  art,  that  plays  the  Tyrant  in  me-' 

Soto.  Oh. 

Cla.  What's  that  Cry  ? 

Soto,  A  Surgeon,  a  Surgeon, 
Twenty  good  Surgeons. 

Cla.  'Tis  not  far  from  me. 
Some  Murther,  o*  my  Life. 

Scto.  Will  you  \tx.  me  die  here  i* 
No  drink  come,  nor  no  Surgeon? 

Cla.  *Tis  my  Man,  fure, 
His  Voice,  and  here  he  lies ;  how  is  it  with  thee? 

Soto.  I'm  (lain,  Sir,  I  am  flain. 

Cla.  Slain  ?   Who  has  flain  thee  ? 

Soto.  Kill'd,  kill'd,  out-right  kili'd. 

Cla.  Where's  thy  hurt  ? 

Soto.  I  know  not ; 
But,  I  am  fure,  I'm  kill'd. 

Cla.  Can  ft  thou  fit  up. 
That  I  may  find  the  hurt  out  ? 

Soto.  I  can  fit  up. 
But  ne'er  the  icfs,  I'm  flain. 

Cla.  *Tis  not  o*  this  fide  ? 

Soto.  No,  Sir,  I  think  it  be  not. 

Cla.  Nor  o'  this  fide  ; 
W^as  it  done  with  a  Sword  ? 

Scto.  A  Gun,  a  Gun,  fweet  Mafter. 

C/a.The  Devil  a  Bullet  has  been  here ;  thou*rt  well,  Man. 

Soto.  No,  fure,  I'm  kill'd. 

Cla.  Let  me  fee  thy  Thighs,  and  Belly : 
As  whole  as  a  Fifli  for  any  thing  I  fee  yet  \ 

Thou 
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Thou  blecd'ft  no  vvh;^'^e. 

Siolo,  1  think,  \  do  not  bleed,  Sir, 
But  yet,  I  am  afraid,  I'm  (lain. 

Cla.  Stand  up,  Fool, 
Thou  haft  as  much  hurt  as  my  Nail  ;  who  fliot  thee, 
A  Pottle,  or  a  Pint  ? 

Soto.  Signior  S'lWio  (hot  me 
In  thefe  Clothes  ;  taking  me  tor  you,  and  feeing 
The  Ladder  in  my  Hand  here,  which  I  dole  from  ye. 
Thinking  to  have  gone  to  the  Lady  my  fcif,    and  have 
fpoke  for  yc. 
Cla.  If  he  had  hit  ye  home,  h*ad  ferv*d  ye  right.  Sirrah, 
You  faucy  i cogue  j  how  poor  my  intent  ihews  to  me. 
How  naked  new,  and  fooliHi  ? 

Soto.  Are  ye  furc  he  has  not  hit  me. 
It  gave  a  monllrous  Bounce  ? 

Cla.  You  rofe  o'  your  right  Side, 
And  faid  your  Prayers  too,  you  had  been  payed  elfe  •, 
But  what  need'ft  thou  a  Bullet,  when  thy  Fear  kills  thee  ? 
Sirrah,,  keep  your  own  Counfel  for  all  this,  youMl  be 

hang'd  elfe, 
If  it  be  known. 

Scto.  If't  be  by  my  means,  let  me  ; 
I'm  glad  I  am  not  kill'd,  and  far  more  gladder. 
My  Gentleman-like  Humour's  out  ;  I  iz€\.  'tis  dangerous. 
And  to  be  a  Gentleman,  is  to  be  kill'd  twice  a  Week. 

Cla.  Keep  your  fclfclofe  i'th'  Country  for  a  while.  Sirrah. 
There's  Mony,  walk  t'  your  Friends. 

Soto.  They  have  no  Piftols,  [will 

Nor  are  no  Gentlemen,  that  is  my  Comfort.  {E>:it!\  Cla.  I 
Retire  too,  and  live  private  -,  (  for  this  Silvio^ 
Inflam'd  with  noblenefs,  will  be  my  Death  elfe-,) 
And  if  I  can,  forget  this  Love  that  loads  me. 
At  leaft  the  danger —  and  now  I  think  on't  better, 
I've  fome  Conclufions  elfe  invite  me  to  it.  [£x//. 


ACT 
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ACT     IL     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Rodope,  and  Silvio,  at  fever al  Doors. 

Rod.  XJ  Ephew. 

IN     Sil.  My  dear  Aunt. 
Rod.  Would  you  go  by  thus  flily, 
And  never  fee  me,  not  once  lend  in  to  me. 
Your  loving  Aunt  ?  flie  that,  above  all  thofc 
I  call  my  Kindred,  honour'd  you,  and  placed  you 
Neareft  my  Heart  ? 

Sil.  I  thank  you,  worthy  Aunt, 
But  fuch  at  this  time  are  m'  Occafions 

Rod.  You  fliall  not  go  yet,  by  my  Faith  you  fliall  not, 
I  will  not  be  deny'd  :  Why  look  ye  fad.  Nephew  ? 

Sil.  Tm  feldom  other;  Oh,  this  Blood  fits  heavy; 
As  I  walk'd  this  way  lace  laft  Night, 
In  Meditation  of  fome  things  concern'd  me- 

Rod.  What,  Nephew? 

Sil.  Why  methought  I  heard  a  Piece,  Lady, 
A  Piece  fhot  off,  much  about  this  Place  too. 
But  could  not  judge  the  caufe,   nor  what  it  boaded. 
Under  the  CalUe-wall. 

Rod.  We  heard  it  too. 
And  th'  Watch  purfu'd  it  prefently,  but  found  nothing. 
Not  any  tra6l. 

Sil.  I  am  right  glad  to  hear  it ;  [^/ffide. 

The  Ruffians  furely  that  command  the  Night 
Have  found  him,  llript  him  i  and  into  the  River 
Co;  '  ey'd  the  Body. 

Rod.  You  look  ftill  fadder,  Nephew, 
Is  any  thing  within  thefc  Walls  to  comfort  ye  ? 
Speak,  and  be  Matter  oft. 

Sil.  Ye're  a  right  Courtier, 
A  great  Proteffor,  but  a  poor  Performer. 

Rod.   D'  you  doubt  my  Faith  ?  you  never  found  mc 
that  way, 
I  dare  well  fpeak  it  boldly,  but  a  true  Friend. 

Sil, 
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Sil.  Continue  then. 

Red.  Try  me,  and  fee  who  falters. 

Sil.  I  will,  and  prefently  •,  'tis  in  your  Power 
To  make  me  the  mod  bound  Man  to  your  Courtefie, 

Red.  Let  me  know  how,  and  if  I  fail— 

Sil.  'Tis  thus  then. 
Get  me  accefs  to  tli*  Lady  Bclvidcre, 
But  for  a  Minute,  but  to  fee  her ;  your  Husband 
Now's  fafe  at  Courts  I  left  him  full  employ'd  there. 

Rod.    You've  ask'd  the  thing  without  my  Power  to 
grant  ye, 
The  Law  lies  on  the  danger  -,  if  I  lov'd  ye  not 
I'd  bid  ye  go,  and  there  be  found,  and  die  for't. 

Sel.  I  knew  your  Love,  and  where  there  fhew'd  a  danger 
How  far  you  durft  ftep  for  me  ;  give  m'  a  true  Friend^ 
That  where  occafion  is  to  do  a  Benefit 
Aims  at  the  End,  and  not  the  Rubs  before  it ; 
I  was  a  Fool  to  ask  ye  this,  a  more  Fool 
To  think  a  Woman  had  fo  much  noble  Nature 
To  entertain  a  Secret  of  this  burthen  ; 
Ye'd  bed  to  tell  the  Dutchefs  1  perfwaded  ye  ; 
That's  a  fine  courfe,  and  one  v/ill  win  ye  Credit; 
Forget  the  Name  of  Coufin,  blot  my  Blood  out, 
And  fo  you  raife  your  felf,  let  me  grow  fhorter. 
A  Woman-Friend?  He  that  believes  that  weaknefs, 
Steers  in  a  dormy  Night  without  a  Compafs. 

Red.  What  is't  I  durfl  not  do  might  not  impeach  ye  ? 

Sil.  Why  this  ye  dare  not  do,  )e  dare  not  think  of. 

Rod.  *Tis  a  main  hazard. 

Sil.  If  it  were  not  fo, 
I  would  not  come  to  you  to  fcek  a  favour. 

Rod.  You'll  lofe  your  felf. 

S'll.  The  lofs  ends  with  my  felf  then. 

Rod.  You  will  but  lee  her  j* 

Sil.  Only  look  upon  her. 

Rod.  Not  flay  ? 

^;7.  Prefcribe  your  time. 
^  Rod.  Not  traffick  with  her. 
In  any  dole  difhonourable  A6lion  ? 

Sil.  Stand  you  your  felf  by. 

Rod, 
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Rod.  I  will  venture  for  ye  ; 
Bccaufe  ye  (hall  be  fure  I  arn  a  coqchM  Friend, 
1*11  bring  her  to  ye  ;  come  walk,  you  know  the  Garden, 
And  take  this  Key  to  open  th'  little  Poftern, 
There  (land  no  Guards. 

Sil.  I  fliali  foon  find  it,  Aunt,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  two  Soldiers. 

1  Sol.  Ts  the  Captain  come  home  ? 

2  Sol.  No,  who  commands  the  Guard  to  Night  f 

1  Sol.  I  think  Petruchio. 

2  Sol.  What's  the  Word  ? 

1  Sol.  None  knows  yet.  fonce, 

2  Sol.  I  would  this  Lady  were  married  out  o*  th'  way 
Or  out  of  our  Cuftodies ;    I   wilh  they   would  take  in 

more  Companies, 
For  I  am  fure  we  feel  her  in  our  Duties  (hrewdly. 

I  Sol.  'Tis  not  her  fault  I  warrant  ye,  (he's  ready  for't. 
And  that's  the  Plague,  when  they  grow  ripe  for  Mar- 
riage, 
They  mull  be  flipt  like  Hawkes. 

2,  Sol.  Give  me  a  mean  Wench, 
No  State-doubt  lies  on  her,   Ihe's  always  ready. 

1  Sol.  Come  to   the  Guard,  *tis   late,   and   fure  th? 

Captain 
Cannot  be  long  away. 

2  Sol.  I've  watch'd  thefe  three  Nights, 

To  Morrow  they  may  keep  me  tame  for  nothing. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Silvio,  Bdvidere,  and  Rodope  with  a  Light. 

Sil.  This  is   the   Place,  I  think  ♦,  what  Light  is  jl»t 
there  ? 
The  Lady  and  my  Coufin  ? 
Bel.  'S  this  the  Garden  ? 
Vol.  YIII.  £  /^i. 
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Rod.  Yes,  Ml  hm. 
SiL  Oh  my  blcfled  Miftrefs, 
Saint  of  my  Soul. 

Bel    Speak  foftly  •,  take  me  to  ye. 
Oh  Sil'viOf  I  am  thine,  thine  ever,  Silvio. 

Rod.  Is  this  your  Promife,  Sir  ?  Lady,  your  Honour? 
I  am  undone  i[  this  be  feen,  difgrac'd, 
Fallen  under  all  difcredit. 

Bel.  Do  you  love  ftill? 
Dear,  do  you  keep  your  old  Faith  ? 

Sil.  Ever,  Lady  •, 
And  when  that  fails  me,  all  that's  good  for  fake  me. 

Rod.  Do  not  you  fhame  ?  Madam,  I  mult  not  fuBer 
this, 
I  will  net  fuffer  it ;  Men  call  you  virtuous. 
What  do  you  mean  to  lofe  your  felf  thus?  SihiOy 
I  charge  thee  get  away,  charge  you  retire  ye, 
ril  call  th'  Watch  elle. 

SiL  Call  all  the  World  to  fee  us, 
We  live  in  one  another's  Happinefs, 
And  fo  will  die. 

Bel.  Here  will  I  hang  for  ever. 

Rod.  As  ye  refpect  me,  as  hereafter.  Madam, 

You  would  enjoy  his  Love nothing  prevail  with  ye  ? 

ril  try  my  ftrength  then  ;  get  thee  gone,  thou  Villain, 
Thou  Promife- breaker. 

SiL  I  am  ty'd,  I  cannot. 

Red.   I'll  ring  th»  Bell  then. 

SiL  Ring  it  to  death,  Pm  fixt  here. 

Efiler  Bartello,  and  two  Soldiers  with  Lights. 

Bar.  I  faw  a  Light  (y)  over  the  Garden  Wall, 
Hard  by  the  Ladies  Chamber,  here's  fome  knavery. 
As  I  live,  I  faw  it  twice. 

Rod.  The  Guard,  the  Guard  there ; 
I  muft  not  fuffer  this,  it  is  too  mifchievous. 

(7) o.ver  the  Garden  Walk,]  Mr.  Seaward  thinks  with  me,  that 

it  might  be  better  read, 

»  .  .    t    -I    ■  Garden  Wall. 

Bar, 
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Bar.  Light  up  the  Torch,  I  fcar'd  this,  ha  ?  Young 
Sihio  ? 
How  got  he  in  ? 

1  Sol.  The  Devil  brought  him  in  fure. 
He  came  not  by*s. 

Bar.  My  Wife  between  'em  bulling? 
Guard,  pull  him  off. 

Rod.  Now,  now,  ye  feel  the  Mifery. 

Bar.   You,  Madam,  at  an  hour  (o  far  undecent  ? 
Death  o*  my  Soul !  This  is  a  foul  fault  in  ye ; 
Your  Mother's  Care  abus'd  too  j  Light's"  to  her  Chamber  i 
I'm  forry  to  fee  this. 

Bel.  Parewel  my  Silvio, 
And  let  no  Danger  fink  thee. 

Sil.  Nor  Death,  Lady.  [Exeiwi  Bq\.  andKod. 

Bar.   Are  ye  fo  hot .''  I  fliall  prepare  ye  Phyfick 
Will  purge  ye  finely,  neatly,  you're  too  fiery  •, 
Think  of  your  Prayers,  Sir,, an  you've  not  forgot  'em  ; 
Can  ye  fly  i'  th'  Air,  or  creep  ye  in  at  FCey-holes? 
I  have  a  Gin  will  catch  ye,  though  you  conjur'd  : 
Take  him  to  Guard  to  Night,  to  flrong  and  fure  Guard  ; 
I'll  back  to  th'  Durchefs  prefently  :  No  l^^fs  Sport  ferve  ye. 
Than  th*  Heir  t'  a  Dukedom  ?  Play  at  Pulli-pin  there.  Sir? 
It  was  well  aim'd,  but  plague  upon't,  you  fhot  fliort. 
And  that  will  lofc  your  Garne. 

Sil.  I  know  the  lofs  then.  [^EaeuJti. 

SCENE         IV. 

£/;/^r  Claud  io  like  a  Merchant. 

Clau.  Now,  in  this  Habit  may  I  fafcly  fee 
How  my  incenfed  Friend  carries  my  Murther  ; 
Who  little  I  imagin'd  had  been  wrought 
To  fuch  a  height  of  Rage  ;  and  much  I  grieve  now 
Mine  own  blind  PalTion  had  {o  mafler'd  me 
I  could  not  fee  his  Love  -,  for  fure  he  loves  her. 
And  on  a  nobler  Ground  than  I  pretended. 

E)il£r  Penurio. 
It  mud  be  fo,  it  is  fo  5   'vhat  Penurio^ 

B  2  Mf 
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My  iTiotten  Friend,  what  Wind  blew  you  ? 

I' en.  Faith  *tis  true, 
Any  flrong  Wind  will  blow  me  like  a  Feather, 
I  am  all  Air,  nothing  ot  Earth  within  me. 
Nor   have  not  had  this  Month,  but  that  good  Dinner 
Your  Worfliip  gave  me  ycllerday,  that  (lays  by  me. 
And  gives  me  Billaft:,  elfe  the  Sun  would  draw  me. 
Cla.  But  does  my  Miftrefs  ipeak  ftill  of  me  ? 
Pen.   Yes,  Sir, 
And  in  her  fleep,  that  makes  my  Matter  mad  too. 
And  turn  and  tart  for  Anger. 
Cla.   Art  furc  fhe  faw  me  ? 
Pen.  She  law  ye  at  a  Window. 
Cla.  *Tis  moft  true. 
In  fuch  a  place  I  faw  a  Gentlewoman, 

A  young,  fweet  handfomc  Woman 

Pen.  That's  (he,  that's  (he,  Sir. 

Cla.  And  well  (he  view'd  me,  I  view'd  her 

Pen.  Still  file.  Sir. 

Cla.  At  laft  (heblu(h'd,  and  then  look'd  oflf. 
Pen.  That  Blulh,  Sir, 
If  you  can  read  it  truly-       ■  • 
Cla.  But  did*ll  thou  tell  her, 
Or  didft  thou  fool  me,  thou  knew'fl  fuch  a  one  ? 
Pen.  I  told  her,  and  1  told  her  luch  a  fweet  Tale 
Cla.  But  did  flie  hear  thee  ? 
Pen.  With  a  thoufand  Ears,  Sir, 
And  fwallow'd  what  I  faid  as  greedily. 
As  great-belly'd  Women  Cherries,  Scones  and  all,  Sir. 
Cla.  Methinks  (he  fhould  not  love  thy  Mafter  .? 
Pen.  Hang  him  Pilcher, 
There's  nought  loves  him,  his  own  Cat  can't  endure  him, 
Sh'ad  better  lye  with  a  Bear,  for  he's  fo  hairy, 
That  a  tame  Warren  of  Fleas  frisk  round  about  him. 
■  Cla.  And  wilt  thou  work  ftill .? 
Pen.  Like  a  Miner  for  ye. 
Cla.  And  get  accefs  ? 
Pen    Or  conjure  you  together  j 
'Tis  herdefirc  to  meet,  (he's  poyfbn'd  with  him, 

And  'till  (}ie  take  a  fweet  fre(h  Air,  that's  you,  Sir, • 

Cla, 
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Cla.  There's  Mony  for  thee,  thou'rt  a  precious  Varlet, 
Be  fiit,  be  fat,  and  blow  thy  Mafler  backward 

Pen,  B]ow  you  my  Miltrcfs,  Sir,  flat  as  a  Flounder, 
Then  blow  her  up  again,  as  Butchers  blow  their  Veals  ; 
If  Jhe  die  upon  the  fame 
Bury  her,,  bury  her  in  God's  Name.  [thee, 

Ga,  Thou  art  a  merry  Knave-,  by  this  Hand  I'll  feed 
Till  thou  crack'ri:  at  both  ends,  if  thou  dar'ft  do  this 
Thou  fhalt  eat  no  fantaftical  Porridge, 
Nor  lick  the  Difh  where  Oil  was  yefterday. 
Dud,  and  dead  Flies  to  day  ;  Capons,  fat  Capons——— 

Pen.  O  hearty  found. 

Cla.  Cramb*d  full  of  itching  Oyfters 

Pen.  Will  ye  have  the  Dutchefs  ? 

Cla.  And  Lobfters  big  as  Gauntlets ; 
Thou  llialt  defpife  bafe  Beef- 

Pen.  I  do  defpife  it. 
And  now  methinks  I  feel  a  Tart  come  Aiding 

Cia.  Leaping  into  thy  Mouth  j  but  firft  deal  faithfully. 

Pen.  When  will  ye  come  ? 

Cla.  To  Morrow. 

Pen.  I'll  attend  ye, 
For  then  my  Mafter  will  be  out  in  bufinefs. 

Cla.  What  News  abroad  ? 

Pen.   'Mafs,  as  I  was  coming  to  you, 
1  heard  that  Signior  Silvio,  a  good  Gentleman, 
Many  a  good  a  leal  I  have  eaten  with  him • 

Cla    What  of  him  ? 

Pen.  Was  this  day  to  b'  arraign'd  before  the  Dutchefs, 
But  why,  I  could  not  hear. 

Ca.  Silvio  arraign'd  ? 
Go,  get  ye  gone,  and  think  of  me. 

Pen.  1  fly.  Sir.  [Exii  Pen. 

Cla.    Arraign'd  ?    For    what  ?     For    my    fuppos'd 
Death?    No, 
That  cannot  be  fure,  there's  no  Rumour  of  it. 
B-'t  what  it  will,  1  will  be  there  and  fee  it, 
And  if  my  help  will  bring  him  olT',  he  has  it.        [F 

B  3  S  C 
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SCENE        V. 

Enta-  Dutchefsy  Lords ^  Silvio  Pri/oner,  Belvidere,  Bartello, 
Rodope,  Clerk  y  Counfcllors^  and  Attendants. 

Dutch.  Read  the  Edi6l  lafl  made,  Keep  filence  there. 

Clerk.  Jf  any  Man  of  "ivhat  Condition  foevcr^  and  a  Suhje5iy 
after  the  puhlifJoing  of  this  Edi^y  Jhall  without  fpecial 
Licence  from  the  great  Dutcheffi,  (8^  atttmpt  or  buy^ 
offer y  or  make  an  Attempt^  to  folicit  the  Loze  of  the 
Princcf  Belvidere,  the  Perfon  fo  offending  fhall  forfeit 
his  Life. 

Coun    Tlie  reafon  why  my  Royal  Miftrefs  here, 
]n  her  laft  Treaty  with  8yenjia\  Duke, 
Promis'd  her  birautcoub  DAUiz,hter  there  in  Marriage ; 
The  Duke  of  Xldany  (9)  Rival  in  his  Fortune, 
Unnobly  fought  by  practice  to  betray  her ; 
Mhich  found,  and  crofs'd,  the  Cittadel  receiv'd  her. 
There  to  fecurc  her  Moihcr's  word  ;  the  iaft  caufe. 
So  many  Gentlemen  of  late  enamour'd 
On  this  mofi  beauteous  Princefs,  and  not  brooking 
One  more  than  other,  to  defcrve  a  Favour, 
Blood  has  been  fpilt,  many  brave  Spirits  loft,  [lehce. 

And  mure,  lefs  fli'ad  been  kept  clofe   from  their  Vio- 
Had  like  t*  have  followM  :  Therefore  for  due  prevention 
Of  all  fuch  Hazards  and  unnoble  Aflions, 
This  l;ifl;  Edift  was  publifh'd,  which  thou  Silvio, 
Like  a  falfe  Man,  a  bad  Man,  and  a  Traitor 
Hall  rent  a-pieces,  and  contemn'd  •,  for  which  caufe 
Thou  ftand'ft  a  guilty  Man  here  now. 

(S)  attempt  or  buy,  offer  or  make  an  Attempt,]  This  nonfenfical 
Place  ha";  been  thus  printed  and  pointed,  ever  lince  the  Year  1647. 
Now,  tho'  Forms  of  Law  are  Lig  with  Synonyma?,  yet  I  imagine  'tis 
leldom  fouiki  they  are  brought  to  bed  of  Nonfcnfe.  1  fuppole,  for 
the  Credit  of  oar  Authors,  that  this  Edidl  might  have  been  once 
v/rote  thus, 

(Jrtat  Dutchefs,   try,  ofTer,  or  make  an  Attempt,  ^c. 

(0)  ' PJinjal  in  x.\\\-.Tjytui!e,'\  The  Senfe  feems  to  demand  htst 

\.  e.  Syetina'i  Foriunc, 

Enter 
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Enter  Claud  io. 

Clerk.  Speak  Silvio^ 
What  canft  thou  fay  t'  avoid  the  Hand  of  Jufticc  ? 

.S"//. Nothing,  but  I  confelslubmitand  lay  myHead  ro*t— 

Bel.  Have  ye  no  Eyes,  mv  i,ords,  no  Underftahaiii^s  ? 
The  Gentleman  will  caft  himfelt  away, 
Caft  himlelf  wilfully :    Are  you,  or  you  Guilty  ? 
No  more  is  he,  no  more  Taint  (ticks  upon  him, 
I  drew  him  thither,  'twas  my  way  betray'd  hmi, 
I  got  the  entrance  kept,  1  entertaia'd  him, 
I  hid  the  daiiger  from  him,  forced  him  to  me; 
Poor  gentle  Soul^  he's  in  no  part  1  raufgreffing, 
I  wrote  unto  him— — — 

SiL  Do  not  wrong  that  Honour, 
Caft  not  upon  that  Pu'encfs  thefe  Afperfions, 
(10)  By  Hcav'n  \i  was  my  I^ve,  my  Violence, 
My  Life  muil  anfwer  it :  I  broke  in  to  her. 
Tempted  the  Law,  folicited  unjuftly 

Bel.  As  there  is  Truth  in  Heav*n,  I  was  the  firft  caufe  : 
How  could  this  Man  have  (11)  come  to  me,  kft  naked 
Without  my  Counfel  and  Provifion  ? 
What  hour  could  he  find  out  to  pafs  the  Watches, 
But  I  muft  make  it  furc  tirft?  Reverend  Judges, 
Be  not  abus*d,  nor  let  an  innocent  Life  lie 
Upon  your  fhaking  Confciences  ;  I  did  it ; 
My  Love  the  main  Wheel  that  fct  him  a  going: 
His  motion  but  compell'd. 

Sil.  Can  ye  believe  this  ? 
And  know  with  what  a  Modefty  and  Whitenefs 
Her  Life  was  ever  rank'd  ?  Can  you  believe  this. 
And  fee  me  here  before  ye,  young  and  wilful  ? 

(10)  By  Eeavn-—^\  All  the  Copies,  bu:  that  of  1647,  omit  thefe 
Words. 

(11)  come  to  me,  left  r.uktJ\  t  have  a  Sufpicion  that  for  /?/>, 

of  which  I  have  no  Idea,  we  fliou*d  read 

■ rhfi  nchi^ 

i.  e.  He  could  not  have  come  to  me  at  all  without  my  Counfel  4nd 
Provifion,  much  Icfs  could  he  have  done  fo,  thus  nnirJt  tiejiiiute 
cf  Armif  &c. 

B  4  Apt 
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Apt  to  what  danger  Love  dares  thruft  mc  On, 
And  where  Law  (tops  my  way,  apt  to  contemn  it? 
If  I  were  bafhful,  old,  or  dull,  and  fleepy 
In  Lovc*s  Alarms,  a  Woman  might  awake  me, 
Direft,  and  citw  me  out  the  way  to  Happinefs  : 
But  I,  like  Fire,  kindled  with  that  bright  Beauty, 
Catch  hold  of  all  Occafions,  and  run  through  *em. 

Bel.  I  charge  ye,  as  your  honed  Souls  will  anfwer  it  — 

S'xl.   I  charge  ye,  as  you  are  the  Friends  to  Virtue, 
That  has  no  Pattern  living  but  this  Lady 

Bel.  Let  not  his  Blood 

S'll.  Let  not  her  Wilfulnefs ■ 

For  then  you  aft  a  Scene  Hell  will  rejoyce  at, 

Bel.  He's  clear. 

Sil.  She  is  as  white  in  this  as  Infants. 

Cla.  The  God  of  Love  protect  your  Caufe,  and  help  ye, 
Two  nobler  pieces  of  Affedlion 
Thefe  Eyes  ne'er  look'd  on  ;  if  fuch  Goodnefs  perifli. 
Let  never  true  Hearts  meet  again,  but  break.  {Exit. 

1  Lord.  A  ftrange  example  of  llrong  Love,  a  rare  one. 

2  Lord.  Madam,  we  know  not  what  to  fay,  to  think  on; 
Dutch.  I  muft  confefs  it  ftrikes  me  tender  too, 

Searches  my  Mother's  Heart  :  You  found  'em  there? 

Bar.  Yes  certain,  Madam. 

Dutch.  And  fo  link'd  together  ? 

Bar.  As  they  had  been  one  piece  of  Alabafter, 

Dutch.  Nothing  diHionourable  ? 

Sil.  So  let  my  Soul   have  Happinefs, 
As  that  Thought  yet  durfl:  never  feek  this  Bofom. 

.  D/z/Jj. What  fhall  I  do  ?  H'as  broke  myLaw,  abus'd  me  \ 
Fain  would  I  know  the  Truth ;  either  confefs  it. 
And  Jet  me  underftand  the  main  Offender, 
Or  both  fliall  feel  the  Torture. 

Sil.  Are  y'  a  Mother, 
The  Mother  of  fo  fweet  a  Rofe  as  this  is  ? 
So  pure  a  Flower  ?  And  dare  ye  lofe  that  Nature.^ 
Dare  ye  take  to  your  fclf  fo  great  a  Wickednefs, 
(O  holy  Heav*n)  of  thinking  what  may  ruin 
This  goodly  Building  ?  This  Temple,  where  the  Gods 
dwell  ? 

Give 
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Give  me  a  thoufand  Tortures,  I  deferve  *em, 

And  fhew  mc  Death  in  all  the  Shapes  imagin'd—— 

Bel.  No  Death  but  I  will  anfwer'r,  meet  it,  feek  it  5 
No  Torture  but  I'll  laugh  upon*t,  and  kifs  it. 

1  Lord.  This  is  no  way. 

2  Lord,  They  fay  no  more,  for  certain, 
Than  their  ftrong  Hearts  will  fuffer. 

Butch,   Tvc  bethought  me  ; 
No  Lords,  although  1  have  a  Child  offending, 
Nature  dares  not  forget  fhe  is  a  Child  ftill  ; 
Till  now,  I  never  look'd  on  Love  imperious: 
I  have  bethought  me  ot  a  way  to  break  ye. 
To  feparate,  though  not  your  Loves,  your  Bodies  : 
Silvio  attend,  I'll  be  your  Judge  my  Iclf  now. 
The  Sentence  of  your  Death  (becaufe  my  Daughter 
Will  bear  an  equal  part  in  your  Affliftions) 
I  take  away,  and  pardon  ;    this  remains  then 
An  eafie  and  a  gentle  Punifhment, 
And  this  fhall  be  fulfill'd:  Bscaufe  unnobly 
YouVe  fought  the  Love  and  Marriage  of  a  Princefs, 
The  abfolute  and  fole  Heir  of  this  Dukedom, 
By  that  means,  as  we  muft  imagine  firongiy. 
To  plant  your  felf  into  this  Rule  hereafter, 
\Ve  here  pronounce  ye  a  Man  banifh'd  from  us. 

Sil.  For  ever  banifh'd.  Lady  ? 

"Dutch.  Yet  more  Mercy, 
But  for  a  Year,  and  then  again  in  this  place 
To  make  your  full  appearance  ;  yet  more  Pity," 
If  in  that  time  you  can  abfolve  a  Queftion, 
Writ  down  within  this  Scrowl,  abfolve  it  rightly. 
This  Lady  is  your  Wife,  and  fliall  live  with  ye; 
If  not,  you  lofe  your  Head. 

Sil.  I  take  this  Honour, 
And  humbly  kifs  thofe  Royal  Hand?.    Dutch.  Receive  it : 
Bartello,  to  your  old  Guard  take  the  Princefs, 
And  fo  the  Court  break  up.   * 

Sil.  Farewel  to  nil. 
And  to  that  fpotlefs  Heart  my  endlefs  Service.      [Exit, 

1  Lord.  What  will  this  prove  ? 

2  Lord.  I'll  tell  you  a  Year  hence,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE        VI. 

Enter  Penurio,  Ifabella,  and  Claudio. 

Pen.   Are  you   pleas'd  now  ?    Have  not  I   wrought 
this  wonder 
Ncn  e  hen  fat  to,  Signieur  ? 

Cla.    Rarely,  Penurio. 

Pen.  Clofc,  clofe  then,  and  work.  Wax. 

C!a.  I'm  ftudying  for  thee 
A  Dinner,  that  Ih.dl  vidual  thee  for  ten  Year. 

Pen.  Do  you  hear,  Miftrefs? 
You  know   w.'iat  a  dunder  W  help  my  Maftcr  is, 
(I  need  not  preach  to  ye,")  how  unht  and  wanting 
To  give  a  Woman  iatistaftion  :  How 
He  11  inks,  and  fnorcs,  a  Bull's  a  better  Bed-fellow  ; 
And  for  his  Love,  never  Jet  that  deceive  ye. 

Ifab.  Nay  fure  he  loves  me  not. 

Pen.  If  he  could  Coyn  ye. 
Or  turn  ye  into  Metal,  much  might  be  then  ; 
He  loves  not  any  thing  but  what  is  Traffic : 
l*ve  heard  him  fwear,  he'd  fell  ye  to  the  Grand  Signior, 

IJab    Tht  Turk? 

Pen.  The  very  Turk,  and  how  they'd  ufe  ye 

Jfab.  I'Jl  fit  him  for't:  The  Turk? 

Pen.  I  know  the  price  too: 
Now  ye  have  time  to  pay  him,  pay  him  home  Miftrefs; 
Pay  him  o'  th'  Pate,  clout  him  for  all  his  Courtcfies ; 
Here's  one  that  dances  in  your  Eyes,  young,  delicate, 
To  work  this  Vengeance  j  if  ye  let  it  flip  now, 
Ttiere  is  no  pitying  of  ye.    'Od's  precious,  Miftrefs, 

Were  I  his  Wife,  1  would  fo  mall  his  Mazard • 

'Tis  Charity,  meer  Charity,  pure  Charity  -, 
Are  you  the  firft?  Has  it  not  been  from  Eve's  time. 
Women  would  have  their  fafe  Revenges  this  way  ? 
And  good  and  gracious  Women,  excellent  Women  ; 
Is'c  not  a  handiome  Gentleman,  a  fweet  Gentleman  ? 
View  him  from  Head  to  Foot,  a  compleat  Gentleman  i 
When  can  ye  hope  the  like  again  ?   I  leave  ye. 
And  my  Revenge  too,  with  ye  ;  I  know  my  OiEce, 

rii 
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I'll  not  be  far  off,  be  not  long  a  fumbling, 

"When  danger  Ihall  appear,  I'll  give  th*  alarm.      \Ex'it. 

J/ab.  You're  welcome,  Sir,   and   wouU   it   were  my 
Fortune 
T'  afford  a  Gentleman  of  your  fair  feeming 
A  freer  Entertainment  than  this  Houfe   has : 
You  partly  know.  Sir. 

Cla.  Know,  and  pity.  Lady, 
Such  fweeinefs  in  the  Bud,  fliould  be  fo  blafted  j 
Dare  you  make  me  your  Strvant  ? 

Ifab.  Dare  you  make.  Sir, 
That  Service  worthy  of  a  Woman's  Favour 
By  Conflancy  and  Goodnefs? 

Cla,  Here  I  fwear  to  ye. 
By  the  unvalued  Love  I  bear  this  Beauty, 
(And  kifs  the  Book  too)  never  to  be  recreant. 
To  honour  ye,  to  truly  love,  and  ferve  ye. 
My  Youth  to  wait  upon  ye,  what  my  Wealth  has— — 

Ifab.  Oh  make  me  not  fo  poor  to  fell  Affeftion, 
Thole  bought  Loves,  Sir,  wear  fafter  than  the  Monies ; 
A  handfome  Gentleman. 

Cla.  A  mod  delicate  fweet  one. 
Let  my  Truth  purchafe  then, 

Ifab.  I  fliould  firft  try  it. 
But  you  may  happily 

Cla.  You  fhall  not  doubt  me. 
I  hope  fhe  loves  me  j  when  I  prove  falfe,  Ihame  take  me  ; 
"Will  ye  believe  a  little  ? 

Ifab.  I  fear,  too  much,  Sir^ 

Cla.  And  will  ye  love  a  little  ? 

Jfab.  That  ffiould  be  your  Part. 

Cla.  Thus  I  begin  then,  thus  and  thus. 

Ifab.  A  good  beginning, 
Wc  have  a  Proverb  fiys,  makes  a  good  ending 

Cla.  Say  ye  fo  P  'tis  well  inftrr'd. 

Ifab.  Good  Sir,  your  Patience  ; 
Methinks  Pve  ventur'd  now,  like  a  weak  Bark, 
Upon  a  broken  Billow,  that  will  fwallow  me. 
Upon  ^  rough  Sea  of  Sufpicions, 

Stuck 
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Stuck  round  with  jealous  Rocks. 

Pen.  {yinthin.'^   A  hem,  a  hem  there.  [me. 

Ijah,  This  is  my  Man  j  my  Fears  too  foon  have  found 

Enter  Penurio. 

Now  what's  the  News  ? 

Pen.  A  pox  of  yond  old  Rigsh 
The  Captain,  the  old  Captain. 

Ifuh.  What  old  Captain  ? 

Pen.  Captain  Courageous  yonder  of  the  Caftle, 
Captain,  Don  Diego,  old  Bartello, 

Jfab.  W  here  is  he  ? 

Pen.  He's  coming  in  ; 
'Twould  vex  the  Dc'cl  that  fuch  an  old  Potgun  as  this. 
That  can  make  no  Sport,  fhould  hinder  them  that  can  do*t. 

Ifiih.  I  would  not  have  him  fee  the  Gentleman, 
For  all  the  World,  my  Credit  were  undone  then. 

Pen.  Shall  I  fling  a  Pifs-pot  on's  Head  as  he  comes  in. 
And  take  him  into  th'  Kitchen,  there  to  dry  him. 

Ifah.  That  will  not  do  ;  and  he's  fo  humorous  tooi 
He  will  come  in. 

Cla.  What  is  he  } 

Jfab.  One  much  troubles  me. 

Pen.  And  can  do  nothing,  cannot  eat. 

Ifab.  Your  fight  now. 
Out  of  a  driveling  Dotage  he  bears  to  me. 
May  make  him  tell  my  Husband,  and  undo  me. 

Cla.  What  v/ould  ye  have  me  do  ? 

Ifab.  But  for  a  while,  Sir. 
Step  here  behind  this  Hanging,  prefently 
Til  anfwer  him,  and  then— — 

Cla.  I  will  obey  yc. 

Enter  Battel  lo. 

Bar.  Where's  my  rich  Jeweller  ?  Pve  Stones  to  fctt. 

Pen.  He  is  abroad,  and  fure,  Sir, 

Bar.  There's  for  your  Service  i 
Where's  the  fair  Lady  ?  All  alone,  fweet  Beauty  ? 

Ifab.  She's  never  much  alone,  Sir,  that's  acquainted 
With  fuch  Companions  as  good  honed  Thoughts  are. 
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Bar.  I'll  fit  down  by  thee,  and  I'll  kifs  thy  Hand  too. 
And  in  thine  Ear  fwear,  by  my  Life,  I  love  thee. 

Jfab.  Yc're  a  merry  Captain. 

Bar.  And  a  mad  one,  Lady  ; 
By  th*  Mafs  thou'ft  goodly  Eyes,  excellent  Eyes,  Wench, 
Ye  twinkling  Rogues,  look  what  thy  Captain  brings  thee. 
Thou  mufl:  needs  love  me,  love  me  heartily, 
Hug  me,  and  love  me,  hug  me  clofe. 

J^ah.  Fie,  Captain. 

Bar.  Nay,  I  have  ilrength,  and  I  can  flrain  ye.  Sirrah, 
And  vault  into  my  Seat  as  nimbly,  (12)  little  one. 
As  any  of  your  fmooth-chinnM  Boys  in  Florence. 
I  mull  needs  commit  a  little  Folly  with  ye, 
I'll  not  be  long,  a  brideling  caft,  and  away  Wench  ; 
Th'  hob-nail  thy  Husband's  as  fitly  out  o*  th*  way  now. 

Ifah.  D'  you   think  he  keeps  a  Bawdy-houfe  ^ 

Bar.  That's  all  one. 

Jfab.  Or  did  y'  e'er  fee  that  lightnefs  in  my  Carriage, 
That  you  might  promife  to  yourfelt— — — 

Bar.  Away  Fool, 
A  good  turn's  a  good  turn  •,  I'm  an  honefl:  Fellow. 

Jfab.  You  have  a  handfome  Wife,  a  virtuous  Gentle- 
woman,  

Bar.  They  are  not  for  this  time  o*  th*  Year. 

Ifab.  A  Lady, 
That  ever  bore  that  great  Refpeft  to  you. 
That  noble  Conftancy • 

Bar.  That's  more  than  I  know. 

Enter  Maid  and  Penurio. 

Maid.  Oh  Miftrefs,  ye're  undone,  my  Mafter's  coming. 

Pen.  Coming  hard  by  here. 

Bar.  Plague  confume  the  Rafcal, 
Shall  I  make  Petty-patties  of  him? 

Ifab.  Now  what  Love,   Sir? 
Fear  of  your  coming  made  him  Jealous  firfl ; 
Your  finding  here,  will  make  him  mad  and  defperate, 

(12)  little  one,"]  Mr.  Theobald  puts  a  Query,  whether /////f 

cm  is  not  a  Corruption  of  lightly. 

And 
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And  wha:  in  tliat  wild  Mood  he'll  execute 

Bar,  1  can  think  of  nothing,  I  have  no  Wit  \zh  mc. 
Certain  my  Head's  a  Muftard-pot. 

Ij'ah.  I've  thought.  Sir, 
And  if  you'll  pleafe  to  put  in  Execution 
What  1  corceivc- 

Bar.  I'll  do  it,  tcl!  it  quickly. 

Ifab.  Draw  your  Sword  quickly,  and  go  down  inrag'd. 
As  if  you  had  purfu'd  fome  Foe  up  hither. 
And  grumble  to  yourfclf  cxtreamly,  terribly. 
But  not  a  word  to  him,  and  To  pafs  by  him. 

Bar.  ril  do  it  perlldly. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Jfah.  Stand  you  ftill,  good  Sir. 

Bar.  Rafcal,  Slave,  Villain,  take  a  Houfe  fo  poorly. 
After  thou'H:  wrong'd  a  Gentleman,  a  Sjidi^r, 
Bafe  Poltroon  Boy  ?  you  will  forilike  your  Neft,  Sirrah  ?— ^ 

Lcp.  The  matter,  good  fweet  Captain  ? 

Bar.  Run-away  Rogue  ? 
And  take  a  Houle  to  cover  thy  bafe  Cowardize? 
I'll  whip  ye,  I'll  fo  fcourge  ye •  \_Exit. 

hop.  Mercy  on  me, 
"What's  all  this  matter,  Wife? 

Ifab.  Did  yow  meet  the  mad  Man  ? 

Lop.  I  never  faw  the  Captain  fo  provok'd  yet, 

Ifah.  Oh  he's  a  Devil  fure,  a  moft  bloody  Devil  ; 
He  follow'd  a  young  Gentleman,  his  Sword  drawn. 
With  fuch  a  fury,  how  I  fhake  to  think  on't. 
And  foin'd,  and  flalli'd  at  him,  and  fwore  he'd  kill  him, 
Drove  him  up  hither,  follow'd  him  flill  bloodily. 
And  if  I  had  not  hid  him,  fure  had  flain  him  i 
A  mercilefs  old  Man  ! 

Qa.  Moft  virtuous  Lady,  [Claudio  appears. 

Even  as  the  giver  of  my  Life,  I  thank  ye. 

Lop.  This  Fellow  muft  not  ftay  here,  he's  too  hand- 
fome ; 
He's  gone,  Sir,  and  you  may  pafs  now  with  all  Security, 
I'll  be  your  Guide  my  fclf,  and  fuch  a  way 
I'll  lead  ye,  none  fliall  crofs,  nor  none  (hall  know  ye. 

The 
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(13)  The  Doors  left  open.  Sirrah,  I'll  ftarve  ye  for  this 
1*11  make  thee  f;ift  o'  Sundays  \  and  for  you  Lady,   [trick, 
I'll  have  your  Lodgings  farther  off,  and  clolcr, 
I'll  have  no  Street-lights  to  you  ;  will  you  go,  Sir? 

CU.  1  thank  ye.  Sir  j  the  Devil  take  this  Fortune; 
And  once  more  all  my  Service  to  your  Goodnefs.    \€.>:it. 

Pen.  Now  could  1  eat  my  very  Arms  for  Madnefs, 
Crofs*d  in  the  nick  o'  th'  matter?  Vengear  ce  take  icj 
And  that  old  Cavalier  that  fpoil'd  our  Cock-tight ; 
ril  lay  the  next  Plot  furer. 

Ifah,   I'm  glad,  and  forry  ; 
Glad  that  I  got  fo  fairly  off  Sufpicion  ; 
Sorry,   I  loft  my  ncw-lov'd  Friend. 

Pen.  Not  loft,  Miftrefs  ; 
I'll  conjure  once  again  to  raife  that  Spirit ; 
In,  and  look  foberjy  upon  the  matter. 
We'll  ring  him  one  Peal  more,  and  if  that  fall, 
The  Devil  take  the  Clappers,  Bells  and  all.  {Exeunt. 


ACT     III.       SCENE     I. 

Enter  Duickefs^  Lords.,  and  Rodope. 

jD;//<r/;.'^TOW,  Rodope.,  how  do  you  find  my  Daughter? 
X^        Rod.  Madam,    I  find  her  now  what  you 
would  have  her. 
What  the  State  wiftics  her  ;  I  urg'd  her  Fault  to  her, 
Open'd  her  Eyes,  and  made  her  fee  the  mifchief 
She  was  running  with  a  headlong  Will  into  ; 
Made  her  ftart  at  her  Folly,  fhake  and  tremble. 
At  the  meer  Memory  of  iiich  an  Ignorance ; 
She  now  contemns  his  Love,  hates  his  Remembrance, 
Cannot  endure  to  hear  the  Name  of  Silvio-, 

His  Perfon  fpits  at 

Dutch.  I  am  glad  to  hear  this.  [dam. 

Rod.  And  humbly  now  to  your  Will,  your  Care,  Ma- 

(13)  Tie  Doors  left  op rn, —'I  The  firft  Folio  thus, 
The  Door'f  left  open.        .    .  m  , 

Bends 
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Ik-nds  her  Affections^  bows  her  Obedience  •, 
Sycnna\  Duke  with  new  Eyes  now  Ihe  looks  on  ; 
And  witn  a  Princely  Love,  fit  for  his  Pcrfon, 
Returns  that  ^appinefs  and  Joy  he  look'd  tor  ; 
The  general  good  of  both  the  Neighbour  Dukedoms, 
Not  any  private  End,  or  ralh  Affcdtion, 
She  aims  at  now  •,    ht-aring  the  Duke  arriv'd  too, 
(To  whom  fhe  owes  all  Honour,  and  all  Service,) 
She  charg'd  mc  kneel  thus  at  your  Grace's  Feet, 
And  not  to  rife  without  a  general  Pardon. 

Dutch,  She  has  it,  and  my  Love  again,  my  old  Love, 
And  with  more  Tendernefs  I  meet  this  Penitence, 
Than  if  fhe  ne'er  had  ftarted  from  her  Honour  j 
I  thank  ye  Rodope^  am  bound  to  thank  ye. 
And  daily  to  remember  this  great  Service, 
This  hcnelt  faithful  Service;  go  in  Peace, 
And  by  this  Ring,  deliver*d  to  Bartello^ 
Let  her  enjoy  our  Favour,  and  her  Liberty, 
And  prefently  to  this  Place,  with  all  Honour, 
See  her  conduced. 

Rod.  Your  Grace  has  made  me  happy.  [£x//. 

Enter  a  Lord. 
Lord.  S)enna*s  noble  Duke  craves  his  Admittance. 

Enter  Duke  o/Sycnna  ijuith  Attendants. 

Dutch.  Go,   wait   upon  his  Grace  i  Fair  Sir, you're 
welcome. 
Welcome  to  her  ever  admir'd  your  Virtues; 
And  now  methinks  my  Court  looks  truly  noble; 
You've  taken  too  much  Pains,  Sir. 

Syen.  Royal  Lady, 
To  wait  upon  your  Grace  is  but  my  Service. 

Dutch.  Keep  that,  Sir,  for  the  Saint  ye've  vow'd  it  to. 

Syen.  I  keep  a  Life  for  her  •,  fince  your  Grace  pleafes 
To  jump  fo  happily  into  the  matter, 
I  come  indeed  to  claim  your  Royal  Promife, 
The  beauteous  Belvidere  in  Marriage  ; 
)  come  to  tender  her  my  Youth,  my  Fortune, 
My  everlalting  Love. 

Enter 
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JEnter  Belvidere,  Barrel  lo,  Rodope,  and  ^ttenda7its. 

Butch.  You're  like  to  win.  Sir  ; 
All  is  forgot,  forgiven  too ;  no  fadnefs 
My  good  Child,  you  have  the  fame  Heart  ftill  here, 
Th*  Duke  of  Syennay  Child,  pray  ufe  him  nobly. 

Syen.  An  Angel  Beauty  ! 

Bel.  Your  Grace  is  fairly  welcome. 
And  what  in  Modefty  a  blufhing  Maid  may 
Wifh  to  a  Gentleman  of  your  great  GoodnefS' 
But  WiOies  are  too  poor  a  Pay  for  Princes. 

Syen.  You've  made  me  richer  than  all  States  and  Titles ; 
One  Kifs  of  this  white  Hand's  above  all  Honours  i 
My  Faith,  dear  Lady,  and  my  fruitful  Service, 
My  duteous  Zeal 

Bel.  Your  Grace  is  a  great  Mailer, 
And  fpeaks  too  pow'rfully  to  be  refilled  ; 
Once  more  you*re  welcome.  Sir,  to  me  you*re  welcome. 
To  her  that  honours  ye-,  I  could  fay  rriore,  Sir, 
But  in  another's  Tongue  'twere  better  fpoken. 

Syen.  As  wife  as  fair,  you've  made  your  Servant  happy, 
I  never  faw  fo  rich  a  Mine  of  fweetnefs.  [Journey, 

Dutch.  Will  your  Grace  pleafe,   after  your  painful 
To  take  feme  reft  ?   Are  the  Duke's  Lodgings  ready  ? 

Lord.  All,  Madam. 

Dutch.  Then  wait  upon  his  Grace,  all,  and  to  Mor- 
row, Sir, 
We'll  (hew  ye  in  what  high  efleem  we  hold  ye ; 
*Till  then  a  fair  repofe. 

Syen.  My  fairelt  Service.  \^Exit  Duke.,  &c. 

Dutch.  You  have  fo  honour'd  me,  my  deareft  Daughter, 
So  truly  pleas'd  me  in  this  Entertainment, 
I  mean  your  loving  Carriage  toSyenna., 
That  both  for  ever  I  forget  ail  Trefpafies, 
And  to  fecure  you  next  of  my  full  Favour, 
Ask  what  ye  will  within  my  Power  to  grant  ye. 
Ask  freely  ;  and  if  I  forget  my  Promife 
Ask  confidently. 

Bel.  You're  too  Royal  to  me  ; 
To  me  that  have  fo  foolifhly  tranfgrefs'd  you. 

Vol.  VIII.  C  $9 
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So  like  a  Girl,  fo  far  forgot  my  Virtue, 
Which  now  appears  as  bafe  and  ugly  to  me. 
As  did  his  Dream,  that  thought  he  was  in  Paradifr, 
Awak'd  and  faw  the  De'el  -,  how  was  I  wander'd  ? 
With  what  Eyes  could  I  look  upon  that  poor,  that  coarfe 
thing,  thing  ? 

That  wretched  thing  calTd  Silvio  ?   that,  now,  defpis*d 
And  lofe  an  Objeft  of  that  graceful  Sweetnefs, 
That  God-like  Prefencc,  as  Syenna  is? 
Darknefs  and  cheerful  Day,  had  not  fuch  Difference  i 
But  I  mufl  ever  blefs  your  Care,  your  Wifdom, 
That  led  me  from  this  labyrinth  of  Folly  j 
How  had  I  funk  elfe  ?  what  Example  given  ? 

Dutch.  Prithee  no  more,  and  as  thou  art  my  beft  one,  ' 
Ask  fomething  that  may  equal  fuch  a  Goodnefs. 

Bel.  Why  did  ye  let  him  go  fo  flightly  from  ye. 
More  like  a  Man  in  triumph,  than  condemn'd? 
Why  did  ye  make  his  Penance  but  aQueftion, 
A  Riddle,  every  idle  Wit  unlocks? 

Dutch.  'Tis  not  fo, 
Nor  do  not  fear  it  fo ;  he  will  not  find  it: 
I  have  giv'n  that  (unlefs  my  felf  difcover  it) 
Will  coft  his  Head. 

Bel.  'Tis  fubjefl  to  Conflrudlion  ? 

Dutch.  That  it  is  too. 

Eel.  It  may  be  then  abfolv'd. 
And  then  are  we  both  fcorn'd  and  Jaugh'd  at,  Madam  ; 
Befide  the  Promife  you  have  ty'd  upon  it. 
Which  you  muft  never  keep 

Dutch.  I  never  meant  it. 

Btl.  ForHeav'n's  fake  let  me  know't,  tismy  Suit  to  ye. 
The  Boon  you'd  have  me  ask  ;  Jet  me  but  fee  it, 
That  if  there  be  a  way  to  make't  fo  ftrong. 
No  Wit  nor  powerful  Reafon  can  run  through  it. 
For  my  Difgrace,  I  may  beg  of  Heav*n  to  grant  it. 

Dutch.  Fear  not,  it  has  been  put  to  Hiarper  Judgment* 
Than  e'er  he  fhall  arrive  at;  my  dear  Father, 
That  was  as  fiery  in  his  Underftandiiig, 
And  ready  in  his  Wit  as  any  Jiving, 
Had  it  two  Years,  and  ftudied  it,  yet  loft  itj 

This 
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This  Night  ye  are  my  Bed-fellow,  there  Daughter 
Into  your  Bofom  I'll  commit  this  Secret, 
And  there  we'll  both  take  Counfel. 

Bel.  I  Ihall  find 
Some  trick  I  hope  too  ftrong  yet  for  his  Mind.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE         II. 

Enter  Penurio. 

Pen.  Methinks  I'm  batten'd  well  of  late,  grown  lufty. 
Fat,  high,  and  kicking,  thanks  to  the  bounteous  Rugio  ; 
And  now,  methinks  I  fcorn  thefe  poor  Repafts, 
Cheefe- parings,  and  the  (linking  Tongues  of  Pilchers  } 
But  why  fhould  I  remember  thefc  ?  they're  odious. 
They're  odious  in  mine  Eyes ;  the  full  fat  Difh  now. 
The  bearing  Difh  is  that  I  reverence. 
The  Dilh  an  able  Serving-man  fweats  under. 
And  bends  i*  th'  Hams,  as  if  the  Houfe  hung  on  him. 
That  Difli  is  the  Difh  i  hang  your  bladder  Banquets, 
Or  half  a  dozen  of  Turnips  and  two  Mufhrooms, 
Thefe  when  they  breed  their  beft,  hatch  but  two  Belches ; 
The  ftate  of  a  fat  Turky,  the  Decorum 
He  marches  in  with,  all  the  Train  and  Circumftance  •, 
'Tis  fuch  a  matter,  fuch  a  glorious  matter ! 
And  then  his  Sauce  with  Oranges  and  Onions, 
And  he  difplaid  in  all  Parts  i  for  fuch  a  Difh  now. 
And  at  my  need,  I  would  betray  my  Father, 
And  for  arofled  Conger,  (14)  all  my  Country. 

Enter  Bartello. 

Bar.  What,  my  Friend  Lean-gut,  how  does  thy  beau- 
teous Miftrefs  ?  [pipe  ? 
And  Where's  your  Mafler,  Sirrah  ?  Where's  that  Horn- 
Pen.  My  Miftrefs,  Sir,  does  as  a  poor  wrong'd  Gen- 
tlewoman, 
(Too  much,  Heav'n  knows,  opprefl  with  Injuries,) 

(14)  all  my  Country.']To  betray  a  Father  and  all  a  Country, 

founds  fomething  harlh.     I  would  fuppofe  the  Line  once  run  fo, 
And  for  a  rcjltd  Conger  fell  my  Country, 

C  2  May 
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May  do  and  Jive. 

Bar.  Is  the  old  Fool  ftill  jealous? 
Pen,  As  old  Fools  are  and  will  be,  ftill  the  fame.  Sir. 
Bar.  He  muft  have  caufe :  He  mud  have  caufe. 
Pen.  'Tis  true.  Sir, 
And  would  he  had  with  all  my  Heart. 
Bar.   He  fhall  have. 

Pen.  For  then  he  had  Salt  to  his  Saffron  Porridge. 
Bar.  Why  don't  1  fee  thee  fometime  ?    Why,   thou 
ftarv'd  Rafcal  > 
Why  don't  ye  come  to  me,  you  precious  Bow-cafe  ? 
1  keep  good  Meat  at  home,  good  ftore.     Pen.  Yes,  Sir, 
I  will  not  fail  ye  all  next  Week.     Bar.  Thou'rt  welcome; 
I  have  a  fecret  I  would  fain  impart  to  thee, 
But  thou'rt  fo  thin,  the  Wind  will  blow  it  from  thee. 
Or  Men  will  read  it  through  thee. 

Pen,  Wrapt  up  in  Beef,  Sir, 
In  good  grofs  Beef,  let  all  the  World  look  on  me ; 
The  Er.glijh  have  that  trick  to  keep  Intelligence. 

Bar.  A  witty  Knave ;  firft  there's  to  tie  your  Tongue  up. 
Pen.  Dumb  as  a  Dog,  Sir. 
Bar.  Next,  hark  in  your  Ear,  Sirrah. 
Pen.  Well,  very  well,  excellent  well  j  *tis  done.  Sir, 
Say  no  more  to  me. 
Bar.  Say  and  hold. 
Pen.  *Tis  done,  Sir. 

Bar.  As  thou  lov'fl:  butter'd  Eggs,  fwear. 
Pen.   Let  me  kifs  th'  Book  firfi. 
But  here's  my  Hand,  brave  Captain. 

Bar.   Look  ye  hold,  Sirraii.  \Ex%t, 

Pen.  Oh  the  moft  precious  vanity  of  this  World  ; 
When  fuch  dry'd  Neats- tongues  muft  befoak'd  and  larded 
With  young  fat  fupple  Wenches  .?  Oh  the  Devil, 
What  can  he  do .?  he  cannor  fuck  an  Egg  off 
But  his  Back's  loofe  i*  th'  Hilts  :  Go  thy  ways.  Captain, 
Well  may  thv  warlike  Name  work  Miracles, 
(15)  But  if  e'er  rhy  founder'd  Co'jri>r(win  match  more. 
Or  ftand  right  but  one  train— 

{15)  But  if  e'er  thy/curder''d  Cour/er  ivin  much  moreS\  This  ridicu- 
lous Reading  I  had  aker'd  for  ;hat  in  the  Text,  before  I  faw  the 
ImWo  of  164.7, 

Entef 
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Enter  three  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent,  Now,  Signior  Shadow, 

What  art  thou  thinking  of,  how  to  rob  thy  Mafter  ? — 

Pen.  0\  his  good  Deeds  ?  The  Thief  that  undertakes  that 
Muft  have  a  hook  will  poze  all  Hell  to  hammer  : 
Have  ye  dined  Gentlemen,  or  do  you  purpofe? 

2  Gent.  Din'd,  two  long  hours  ago. 
Pen.  Pray  take  me  with  ye. 

3  Gent.  To  Supper,  doft  thou  mean  ? 
Pen.  To  any  thing 

That  has  the  fmell  of  Meat  in*t  j  tell  me  true,  Gentlemen, 
Are  not  you  three  a  going  to  be  finful  ? 
(16J  To  jeopard  a  Joint,  or  fo  ?  I've  found  your  Faces, 
And  fee  Whore  written  in  your  Eyes. 

1  Gent.  A  parlous  Rafcal, 
Thou'rt  much  upon  the  matter. 

Pen.  Have  a  care  Gentlemen, 
'Tis  a  fore  Age,  very  fore  Age,  lewd  Age, 
And  Women  now  are  like  old  Knights  Adventures, 
Full  of  inchanted  Flames,  and  dangerous. 

2  G(?«/.  Where  the  molt  Danger  is,  there  is  mod  Honour, 
Pen.  I  grant  ye.  Honour  mod  confifts  in  Sufferance, 

And  by  that  rule  you  three  fhould  be  moft  honourable. 

3  Gent.  A  fubtle  Rogue  ;  but  canfl  thou  tell,  Penurioy 
Where  we  may  light  upon 

Pen.  A  learned  Surgeon  ?  [Wenches.' 

3  Gent.  Pox  take  ye  Fool,  I   mean  good   wholfome 
P^n.  *Faith  wholfome  Women  will  but  fpoil  ye  too. 
For  you  are  fo  us'd  to  fnap-haunces:  But  take  my  Counfel, 
Take  fat  old  Women,  fat,  and  five  and  fifty. 
The  Dog-days  are  come  in. 

2  Gent.  Take  fat  old  Women  ? 

(16)  To  iropard  a  point, ]  Mr.  Iheolald  and  Mr.  Be'ward  read 

with  m^  jeopardy  and  the  oldeit  Folio  retains  pretty  near  the  £ame 
Reading, 

To  jeabard  a  Point. ^  • 
But  what  are  we  to  make  of  V've  found  your  Tacts  ?  The  Reader  may 
put  what  Senfe  he  pleaies  to  this  Place.     But  I  can't  help  thinking  but 
we  ought  to  read, 

Fve  con'd  your  Faces, 
i.  e,  confider'd,  vicvi'd,  Jludjd  'em. 

C  $  Pen, 
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Pen.  The  fatter  and  the  older,  ftill  the  better  \ 
You  do  not  know  the  Pleafure  of  an  old  Dame, 
A  fat  old  Dame,  you  do  not  know  the  knack  on't  : 
They're  like  our  Country  Grots,  as  cool  as  CbriJimaSt 
And  fure  i'  ih'  Keels. 

I  Gent.  Hang  him  (larv'd  Fool,  he  mocks  us. 

3  Gent.    Pctmrio^    thou    know'ft  all    the    handfome 
Wenches  ? 
What  fhall  I  give  thee  for  a  Merchant's  Wife  now  ? 

Pen.  I  take  no  Mony,  Gentlemen,  that's  bafe, 
I  trade  in  Meat  •,  a  Merchant's  Wife  will  cofl:  ye  — — 
A  glorious  Capon,  a  great  Shoulder  of  Mutton, 
And  a  Tart  as  big  as  a  Conjurer's  Circle, 

3  Gent.  That's  cheap  enough. 

1  Gent.  And  what  a  Haberdafiier's  ? 

Pen.  Worfe  Meat  will  ferve  for  her,  a  great  Goofe-Pic,— » 
(But  you  muft  fend  it  out  o'  th'  Country  to  me. 
It  will  not  do  elfe;)  with  a  piece  of  Bacon, 
And  if  you  can  a  Pot  of  Butter  with  it. 

2  Gent.  Now  do  I  aim  atHorfe-flefh  ;  what  a  Parfon's? 
Pen.  A  Tithe-Pig  has  no  Fellow,  if  I  fetch  her ; 

(17)  If  llie  be  Puritane,  Plumb-porridge  does  it. 
And  a  fat  Loin  of  Veal,  well  fauc'd  and  roafted, 

2  Gent.  We'll  meet  one  Night,  and  thou  (halt  h^ve  al) 
thefe ; 

{^')  J/ J^ehc  Puritane,  Plumh porridge — ]  I  read, 
Jf  JJ^e  ben't  Puritane  &c. 

The  Puritans  have  feveral  of  'em  very  warmly  oppos'd  the  Obfer- 
'i  ance  of  Church-Feftivals,  and  of  confequence  the  Feafting  upon 
them,  which  Hudibrps  has  finely  burlefqu'd,   in   Parti.  Canto  J, 

Rather  than  fail,  thty  nvill  defy 

That  'which  they  lo've  tnojl  tenderly  ; 

^^arrel  nvith  minc'd  Pies,  and  difparage 

'Their  trji  and  deareft  Friend  Plum-PorridgC  j 

Fat  Piga«</Goofe  itfeif  oppofe, 

Md  hlafpheme  Cuflard  thro*  the  Nofe. 
From  whence  it  will  appear  tljat  a  Negative  is  wanting  in  the  Line 
above,  which  I  have  inferled.  The  Reader  will  obferve  that  in  this 
and  another  Banter  on  the  Fanatics,  our  Poets  have  brought  their 
Scene  back  to  England;  for  I  believe  there  never  was  any  SeA  of 
;:hcm,  that  held  thtfc  Do^rines  on  t'  other  fide  the  Alps. 

}lix.  Se^xard. 
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O*  that  condition  we  may  have  the  Wenches. 
A  dainty  Rafcal. 

Pen.  When  your  Stomachs  ferve  ye, 
(For  mine  is  ever  ready)  I'll  fupply  ye. 

1  Qent.  Farewel,  and  there's  to  fill  thy  Paunch. 
Fen,  Brave  Gentleman — >  / 

2  Gent.  Hold  Sirrah,  there. 

■     Fen.  Any  young  Wench  i'  th*  Town,  Sir — 

3  Gent.  It  fhall  go  round.  [_Exeufit  Gent, 
Fen.  Moft  honourable  Gentlemen — 

All  thefc  arc  Courtiers,  but  they  are  meer  Coxcombs, 

And  only  for  a  Wench,  their  Purfes  open. 

Nor  have  they  fo  much  Judgment  left  to  chufe  her  j 

If  e*er  they  call  upon  me,  I'll  fo  fit  'em — 

I  have  a  pack  of  wry-mouth'd  Mackrel  Ladies, 

Stink  like  a  (landing  Ditch,  and  thofe  dear  Damfels-— 

But  I  forget  my  bufinefs,  I  thank  ye  Monfieurs, 

I  have  a  thoufand  whimfies  in  my  Brain  nov/.  [Exit. 

SCENE        III. 

Enter  (to  a  Banquet)  Dutcbefs,  Syenna,  Lords  and 
Attendants. 

Dutch.  Your  Grace  fliall  now  perceive  how  much  we 
Honour  ye. 
And  in  what  dear  regard  we  hold  your  Friendfliip : 
Will  you  fit,  Sir,  and  grace  this  homely  Banquet  ?    [cent. 

Sy£.  Madam,  to  your  poor  Friend,  you're  too  magnifi- 

Dutcb.  To  the  Duke's  Health,  and   all  the  Joys  I 
wifli  him. 
Let  no  Man  mifs  this  Cup ;  have  we  no  Mufick  ? 

Sye.  Your  noble  Favours  ftill  you  heap  upon  me; 
But  where's  my  virtuous  Miftrefs  ?   Such  a  Feaft, 
And  not  her  fparkling  Beauty  here  to  blefs  it  ? 
Methinks  it  Ihould  not  be,  it  fhews  not  fully. 

Dutch.  Young  Ladies,  Sir,  are  long,  and  curious 
In  putting  on  their  Trims ;  forget  how  day  goes. 
And  then  'tis  their  good  Morrow  when  they're  ready  : 
Go  fome  and  call  her,  and  wait  on  her  hither. 

C  4  Tell 
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Tell  her  the  Duke  and  I  define  her  Company  : 

I  warrant  yc,  a  hundred  drefllngs  now 

She  has  furvey'd,  this  and  that  Fafliion  look'd  on. 

For  Ruffs  and  Gowns  j  call  this  away,  thefe  Jewels 

Suited  to  thefe,  and  thck  Knots :  O'  my  life.  Sir, 

She  fears  your  curious  Eye  will  foon  difcover  elfe : 

W'hy  ftand  ye  ftill,  why  gape  y*  on  one  another  ? 

Did  1  not  bid  ye  go,  and  tell  my  Daughter  ? 

Are  ye  nail'd  here  ?   Nor  ftir  ?  Nor  fpeak  ?  Who  am  I, 

And  who  are  you? 

1  Lord.  Pardon  me,  gracious  Lady, 

The  fear  to  icll  you  that  you  would  not  hear  of. 
Makes  us  all  dumb  ;  the  Trincefs  is  gone.  Madam. 
Dutch,  Gone  ?  whither  gone  ?  Some  wifer  Fellow  an- 
fwer  me. 

2  Lord.  We  fought  the  Court  all  over,  and  believe't  Lady^ 
No  News  of  where  fhc  is,  nor  how  convey'd  hence. 

Dutch.  It  cannot  be,  it  muft  not  be. 

I  Lord.  'Tis  true,  Madam, 
No  Room  in  all  the  Court,  but  we  fearchVl  through  it. 
Her  Women  found  her  want  firft,  and  they  cry*d  to  us,     ] 

Dutch.  Gone  ?  Stol'n  away  ?  I  am  abus'd,  difhonour'd, 

Sye.  Tis  I  that  am  abus'd,  'tis  I'm  dilhonour'd. 
Is  this  your  Welcome,  this  your  Favour  to  me  ? 
To  foifl:  a  Trick  upon  mc,  this  Trick  too. 
To  cheat  me  of  my  Love?  Am  I  not  worthy  ? 
Or  fince  I  was  your  Gucfl:,  am  I  grown  odious  ? 

Dutch.  Your  Grace  miftakes  me,  as  I  have  a  life,  Sir-^ 

Sye.  And  I  another,  I  will  never  bear  this, 
Never  endure  this  dor. 

Dutch.  But  hear  me  patiently. 

Sye.  Give  me  my  Love. 

Dutch.  As  foon  as  Care  can  find  her, 
And  all  Care  fliall  be  ufcd. 

Sye.  And  all  my  Care  too. 
To  be  reveng'd  i  I  fmell  the  Trick,  'tis  toorankj 
Fie,  how  it  fmells  o'  th'  Mother. 

Dutch.  You  wrong  me,  Duke. 

Sye.  For  this  Difgrace  ten  thoufand  Florentines 
Sh^ll  pay  their  dcarcft  BloQds,  and  dying  curfe  ye, 

An4 
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And  fo  I  turn  away  your  mortal  Enemy.  \Exit, 

Dutch.  Since  ye're  fo  high  and  hot  Sir,  ye*ve  half 
arm*d  us  ; 
Be  careful  of  the  Town,  of  all  the  Caflles, 
And  fee  S.  nplies  of  Soldiers  every  where. 
And  IVIulV;  .  for  the  Field  when  he  invites  us  ; 
For  he  fhrtl!  know,  'tis  not  high  words  can  fright  us. 
My  Daughter  g'  ne  ?  Has  fhe  fo  finely  cozen'd  me  ? 
This  is  for  Silii\  fake  fure.  Oh  cunning  falfeone! 
Publilh  a  Proclamation  through  the  Dukedom. 
That  whofoc'er  can  bring  to  th*  Court  young  Silvio^ 
Alive  or  dead,  befide  our  Thanks  and  Favour, 
Shall  have  two  thoufand  Duckets  for  his  Labour; 
See  it  difpatch'd  and  fent  in  hafte:    Oh  bafe  one! 

[^Eaeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Ifabella,'  and  Penurio  with  a  Light, 

J  fab.  Waft  thou  with  Rugio  ? 

Pen.  Yes  marry  was  I  clofely. 

Ifah.  And  does  he  ftill  remember  his  poor  Miftrefs  ? 
Does  he  defire  to  fee  me  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  and  prefently  : 
Puts  off  all  bufincis  elfe,  lives  in  that  Memory, 
And  will  be  here  according  to  diredions. 

Ifab.  But  Where's  thy  Mafter  ? 

Pen.  Where  a  Coxcombe  fhould  be, 
Waiting  at  Court  with  his  Jewels,  fafe  for 
This  Night  I  warrant  ye.     Ifah.  1  am  bound  to  thee.— 

Pen.  I  would  ye  were,  as  clofe  as  I  could  tie  ye. 

Ifah,  Thou  arc  my  belt,  my  trueft  Friend—— 

Pen.  I  labour, 
I  moil  and  toil  for  ye  :  I  am  your  Hackney. 

Ifah.  If  ever  I  be  able— 

Pen.  Steal  the  great  Cheefe,  Miftrefs, 
Was  fent  him  out  o*  th'  Country. 

Ifah.  Any  thing [tie  Cuftard, 

Pen.  That's  Meat,  'tis  lawful,  Miftrefs :  where's  the  Caf- 
He  got  at  Court  ? 

Jfah, 
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Ifah.  He  has  lock'd  it  in's  Study. 

Pen.  Get  a  Warrant  to  fearch  for  counterfeit  Gold. 

Ifab.  Give  me  thy  Candle, 
I'll  find  a  time  to  be  thy  careful  Cater. 

Pen.  And  many  a  time  I'll  find  to  be  his  Cook, 
And  drefs  his  Calves- Head  to  the  fweeteft  Sauce,  Miilrefs. 

Jfah.  To  bed  Pefwrio,  go,  the  reft  is  my  charge, 
I'll  keep  th'  Watch  out. 

Pen.  Now  if  you  fpare  him  [^Exit, 

Ifah.  Peace  Fool, 
I  hope  m)  ku^io  will  not  fail,  'twould  vex  me: 
J^ow  to  my  ftring  j  fo,  fure  he  cannot  mifs  now. 
And  this  end  to  my  Finger :  I'll  lie  down. 
For  oo  a  fuidcn  I  am  wondrous  heavy, 
*Tis  very  late  too  -,  if  he  come  and  find  this. 
And  pull  it,  though  it  be  with  eafy  motion 
I  fhall  foon  waken,  and  as  foon  be  with  him. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Lop.  Thou  fecrct  Friend  *,  how  am  I  bound  to  love  thee  I 
And  how  to  hug  thee  for  thy  private  Service  ? 
Thou  art  the  S[ar  all  my  Sulpicions  fail  by, 
The  fixed  Point  my  wronged  Honour  turns  to  ; 
By  thee  I  fliall  know  all,  find  all  the  Subtilties 
Of  devilifh  Women,  that  torment  me  daily  : 
Xhou  art  my  Conjurer,  my  Spell,  my  Spirit- 
All's  hufh'd  and  ftill,  no  found  of  any  ftirring. 
No  tread  of  living  thing  ;  the  Light  is  in  ftill. 
And  there's  my  Wife,  how  prettily  the  Fool  lies. 
How  fweet,  and  handfomely,  and  in  her  Cloathes  too. 
Waiting  for  me  upon  my  Life  -,  her  fondnefs 
"Would  not  admit  her  reft  till  I  came  to  her  : 

0  careful  Fool,  why  am  I  angry  with  thee? 
Why  do  I  think  thou  hat'ft  thy  loving  Husband  .'* 

1  am  an  Afs,  an  over-doting  Coxcombe ; 
And  this  fweet  Soul,  the  Miiror  of  Perfeftion  : 
How  admirable  fair  and  delicate. 

And  how't  ftirs  me,  I'll  fing  tiiy  Sweets  a  Requiem, 
But  will  not  waken  thee. 

*  His  private  Kev. 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

OH  fair  fweet  Face,  oh  Eyes  celeftial  bright, 
'Twin  Stars  in  Heav'n,  that  now  adorn  the  Night  j 
Oh  fruitful  Lips,  where  Cherries  ever  grow. 
And  Damask  Cheeks,  where  all  fweet  Beauties  blow  \ 
Oh  thou  from  Head  to  Foot  divinely  fair, 
Cupid'i  ?nofl  cunning  Nct*s  made  of  that  Hair  ; 
And  as  he  weaves  himfelf  for  curious  Eyes, 
Oh  me.  Oh  me,  Pm  caught  my  fclf,  he  cries: 
Sweet  rejl  about  thee^  fweet  and  golden  Sleep, 
Soft  peaceful  Thoughts,  your  hourly  fVatches  keep, 
fVhilJi  I  in  wonder  fing  this  Sacrifice, 
To  Beauty  f acred,  and  thofe  Angel- eyes. 

Now  will  I  fteal  a  Kifs,  a  dear  Kifs  from  her, 

4.nd  fuck  the  Rofie  breath  of  this  bright  Beauty  5 

What  a  De'el's  this  ?  Ty'd  to  her  Finger  too? 

A  firing,  a  damned  firing  to  give  Intelligence. 

Oh  my  lov'd  Key,  how  truly  hafl  thou  ferv*d  me  j 

I'll  follow  this :  Soft,  foft,  to  th*  Door  it  goes. 

And  through  to  th*  other  fide  ;  a  damn'd  firing  'tis  j— • 

I  am  abus*d,  topt,  cuckolded,  fool'd,  jaded. 

Ridden  to  death,  to  madnefs  •,  flay,  this  helps  not : 

Stay,  flay,  and  now  Invention  help  me* 

I'll  fit  down  by  her,  take  this  from  her  eafily. 

And  thus  upon  mine  own  :  Dog,  I  fhall  catch  ye. 

With  all  your  cunning,  Sir  :  I  fliall  light  on  ye— • 

I  felt  it  pull  fure ;  yes,  but  wondrous  foftly, 

'Tis  there  again,  and  harder,  now  — have  at  ye. 

Now  and  thou  fcap'fl:,  the  Devil's  thy  ghoftly  Father. 

[Exit) 
Ifah.  Sure  'twas  my  Husband's  Voice,  the  firing  is 
gone  too, 
H'as  found  the  trick  on*t,  I'm  undone,  betray'd. 
And  if  he  meet  my  Friend  he  perifhes  ; 
What  Fortune  follows  me,  what  fpightful  Fortune? 
Jioa  Jaq^ucnet, 

Enter 
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Enter  Jaquenet. 

Jaq.  Here,  Miftrefs,  do  you  call  mc  ? 

Jjab.  Didft  thou  hear  no  Noife  ? 

Jaq.  1  hear  my  Mafter  mad  yonder. 
And  fwears,  and  chafes 

Jfah.  Dar'ft  thou  do  one  thing  for  me  ? 
One  thing  concerns  mine  Honour,  all  is  loft  clfe  ? 

Jaq,  Name  what  you  will. 

Ifab.  It  can  bring  but  a  beating. 
Which  I  will  recompence  fo  largely—— 

Jaq.  Name  it. 

Jfab.  Sit  here  as  if  thou  wert  afleep. 

Jaq.  Is  that  all? 

Ifah.  When  he  comes  in,  whate'er  he  do  unto  thee 
(The  worft  will  be  but  beating)  fpeak  not  a  word. 
Not  one  word  as  thou  loveft  me. 

Jaq,  V\\  run  through  it. 

Ifab.  I'll  carry  away  the  Candle.  \_Exit. 

Jaq.  And  I  the  Blows,  Miftrefs. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Lop.  Have  you  put  yourLight  out  ?  I  Hiall  ftumble  to  ye. 
You   Whore,  you  cunning  Whore ;    I   fhall  catch  your 

Rogue  too  ; 
H'as  light  Legs,  elfe  I  had  fo  ferret-claw'd  him — 
Oh  have  I  found  ye  ?  Do  ye  play  at  Dog-fleep  ftill.  Whore  ? 
D'  you  think  that  can  proteft  ye?  Yes,  I'll  kill  thee. 
But  firft  I'll  bring  thy  Friends  to  view  thy  Villanies, 
Thy  whoridi  Villanies:  And  firft  I'll  beat  thee. 
Beat  thee  to  Pin-duft,  thou  fait  Whore,  thou  Varlet, 
Scratch  out  thine  Eyes ;  I'll  fpoil  your  tempting  Vifage — 
Are  ye  fo  patient?   I'll  put  my  Nails  in  deeper— 
Is  it  good  Whoring  ?  Whoring,  ye  bafe  Rafcal? 
Is  it  good  tempting  Men  with  ftrings  to  ride  ye  ? 
So,  I'll  fetch  your  Kindred,  and  your  Friends,  Whore, 
And  fuch  a  Juftice  I  will  a6t  upon  thee—  [^Exit. 

Enter  Ifabclla. 

Jfah.  What,  is  he  gone  ? 

Jaq, 
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Jati.  The  Dev'l  go  with  him,  Miftrefs, 
H'as  harrowM  me,  plough'd  Land  was  ne*er  fo  harrow'd  ; 
I'd  th*  moft  ado  to  Ikve  mine  Eyes. 

l[ab.  H'as  paid  thee. 
But  ril  heal  all  again  with  good  Gold,  Jaquenet ; 
H*as  damned  Nails. 

Jaci.  They're  ten-penny  Nails  I  think,  Miftrefs ; 
1*11  undertake  he  fhall  ftrike  *em  through  an  inch  Board. 

Ifah.  Go  up  and  walh  thy  lelf ;  take  my  Pomatum^ 
And  now  let  me  alone  to  end  the  Tragedy. 

Jaq.  You'd  beft  beware. 

Ifab.  I  fliall  deal  ftoutly  with  him, 
Reach  me  my  Book,  and  fee  the  Door  made  faft  Wench, 
And  fo  good  Night  j  now  to  the  matter  Politick. 

[Lopez  knoch  'within. 

Lop.  [yijitbin.']  You  Ihall  fee  what  Ihe  is,  what  a  fweet 
Jewel.  [Hour, 

Ifah,  Who's  there,  what  Mad-man  knocks?  is  this  an 
And  in  mine  Husband's  Abfence  ? 

Lop.  [within.']  Will  ye  open  ? 
You  know  my  Voice,  ye  Whore,  I  am  that  Husband— 
D'  you  mark  her  Subtilty  ?  But  I  have  paid  her, 
I  have  fo  ferk'd  her  Face  ;  here's  the  Blood,  Gentlemen, 
Ecce fignum  ;  I  have  fpoil'd  her  Goatifh  Beauty; 
Obferve  her  how  (he  looks  now,  how  fhe's  painted, 
(18)  Oh  'tis  the  moft;  wicked'll  Whore,  and  the  moft 
treacherous 

Enter  Lopez,  Bartcllo,  Gentlemen  and  two  Gentlewomen. 

Gent.  Here  walks  my  Coufin  full  of  Meditation, 
Arm*d  with  religious  Thoughts. 

Bar.  Is  this  the  Monfter  .? 

I  Gentlew.  Is  this  the  fubjedl  of  that  rage  you  talk'd  of, 
That  naughty  Woman  you  had  pull'd  a-pieces  ^ 

Bar.  Here's  no  fuch  thing. 

(18)  Oh''tts the  mo^  vilzkcA'Q.  fyhore, — ]  The  putting  the  Siga 
of  the  fuperlative  Degree,  to  the  fupcrlative  Degree  itfelf,  as  the  com- 
parative Sign  to  the  compararive  Degree  a  little  above,  is  a  PradUce  in 
which  our  Authors  are  not  lingular. 

I  Gentlew. 
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1  Gentlew.  How  have  ye  wrongM  this  Beauty  ? 
Are  not  you  mad  my  Friend  ?  What  time  o*  th*  Moon  is*t  ? 
Have  not  you  Maggots  in  your  Brains  ? 

Lop.  'Tis  Hie  fure.  [Garments^ 

Gent.  Where's  the  fcratch'd  Face  ye  fpoke of,  the  torn 
And  all  the  Hair  pluck'd  off  her  Head. 

Bar.  Believe  me, 
.'Twere  better  far  you'd  loft  your  pair  of  Pibbles, 
Than  fne  the  leaft  Adornment  of  that  Sweetneis. 

Lop.  Is  not  this  Blood  ? 

1  Gentleiv.  This  is  a  monftrous  Folly, 
A  bafc  abufe. 

If  lb.  Thus  he  does  ever  ufe  me. 
And  fticks  me  up  a  Wonder,  not  a  Woman*} 
Nothing  I  do,  but's  fubjcdl  to  fufpicion  ; 
Nothing  I  can  do,  's  able  to  content  him. 

Bar.  Lopez^  You  muft  not  ufe  this. 

2  GcntleiD.  *Twere  not  amifs,  Sir, 

To  give  ye  fauce  t'  your  Meat,  and  fuddenly— — 

I  Gentlew.  You  that  dare  wrong  a  Woman  of  her 
Goodnefs ; 
Thou  have  a  Wife  ?  thou  have  a  bear  ty'd  to  thee, 
,To  fcratch  thy  jealous  Itch  ;  were  all  o*  my  Mind, 
I  mean  all  Women,  we'd  disburthen  ye 
Of  that  that  breeds  thefe  Fits,  thefe  Dog-flaws  in  ye, 
A  Sow-guelder  fhould  trim  ye. 

Bar.  A  rare  cure.  Lady, 
And  one  as  fit  for  him  as  a  Thief  for  a  Haker — 
You  fee  this  Youth  ;  will  you  not  cry  him  quittance? 
Body  'me,  I*d  pine,  but  I  would  p'^pper  him, 
I'll  come  anon — he,  hang  him,  poor  Pompillion  ; 
How  like  a  Wench  bepift  he  looks, — I'll  come  Lady— » 
c-iopjfz,  the  Law  muft  teach  ye  what  a  Wife  is, 
A  good,  a  virtuous  Wife — ■ 

Ifab.  I'll  ne'er  live  with  him. 
I  crave  your  Loves  all  to  make  known  my  caufe. 
That  fo  a  fair  Divorce  may  pafs  between  us ; 
I'm  "weary  of  my  Life  j  in  danger  hourly. 

Ba.r.  You  fee  how  rude  you  are  —  I  will  not  mifs  ye— 
UnfuJ  ^erable  rude — I'll  pay  him  foundly— — 

You 
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You  fliould  be  whipt  in  Bedlam — 1*11  reward  him— 

2  Gentlew.  Whipping's  too  good. 

Lop.  I  think  I  am  alive  ftill. 
And  in  my  Wits. 

Bar.  ril  put  a  trick  upon  him ^ 

And  get  his  Goods  confifcatej  you  fhall  have  *em  ; 
I  will  not  fail  at  Nine 

Lop.  I  think  I'm  here  too. 
And  once  I  would  have  fworn  I'd  ta'en  her  napping, 
I  think  my  Name  is  Lopez, 

Gent.  Fie  for  fhame,  Sir, 
You  fee  you  have  abus'd  her,  fouly  wpong*d  her, 
Hung  fcandalous  and  coarfe  Opinions  on  her, 
Which  now  you  find  but  Children  of  Sufpicion  -, 
Ask  her  Forgivenefs,  (hew  a  Penitence  ; 
She  is  my  Kinfwoman,  and  what  fhe  fuffers 
Under  fo  bafe  and  beaftly  Jealoufies, 
I  will  redrefs  elfe,  I'll  feek  Satisfa(5tion. 

Bar.  W^hy,  every  Boy  i*th*Town  will  pifs  upon  thecJ 

Lop.  I'm  forry  for't — 

1  Gentlew.  Down  o*  your  Marrow-bones. 

Lop.  E*en  forry  from  my  Heart  -,  forgive  me  fwect  Wife. 
Here  I  confefs  mofl  freely  I  have  wrong'd  ye. 
As  freely  here  I  beg  a  Pardon  of  ye, 
From  this  hour  no  Debate,  no  crofs  Sufpicion' 

IJlib.  To  fhew  ye.  Sir,  I  underftand  a  Wife's  part. 
Thus  I  aflure  my  Love,  and  feal  your  Pardon. 

2  Gentlew.  *Tis  well  done,  now  to  Bed,    and   there 

confirm  it. 

Gent.   And  fo  good  Night. 

Bar.  Beware  Relapfes,  Lopez.  [Exeunt, 

Lop,  Now,  Ifabella.,  tell  me  truth,  and  fuddenly. 
And  do  not  juggle  with  me,  nor  difl^emble, 
For  as  I  have  a  Life  ye  die  then  ;  I'm  not  mad. 
Nor  does  the  Devil  work  upon  my  weaknefs  i 
Tell  me  the  trick  of  this,  and  tell  me  freely. 

Ifab.  Will  then  that  fatisfie  ye  ? 

Lop.  If  ye  deal  ingenuoufly. 

Ifab.  I'll  tell  ye  all,  and  tell  ye  true  and  freely. 
Bartello  was  the  end  of  all  this  Jealoufie. 

HU 
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His  often  Vifitations  brought  by  you,  firft 
Bred  all  thefe  fits,  and  thefe  Sufpicions  ; 
I  knew  your  falfe  Key,  and  accordingly 
I  fram'd  my  Plot,  to  have  you  take  him  finely. 
Too  poor  a  Penance  for  the  wrong  his  Wife  bears, 
His  worthy  virtuous  Wife  ;  I  felt  it  fenfibly 
When  ye  took  olf  the  String,  and  wns  r  uch  pleas'd  in*t. 
BeCcUife  I  wifliM  his  importunate  D.:>Lagc  paid  well. 
And  had  you  ftaid  two  Minutes  more,  y*  had  had  him. 
Lop.  This  founds  like  Trutli. 
Ifah.  Becaufe  this  Ihall  be  ct-rtain. 
Next  time  he  comes,  as  long  he  cannot  tarry. 
Your  felf  fhall  fee,  and  hear,  his  lewd  Temptations. 

Lop.  Till  then  I'm  fatiifiec,  and  if  this  prove  true. 
Hence-forward  Miltrefs  of  your  felf  I  give  ye. 
And  I  to  ferve  ye  •■>  For  my  lufty  Captain, 
I'll  make  him  dance,  and  make  himthnik  the  Devil 
Claws  at  his  Breech,  and  yet  1  will  not  hurt  him  ; 
Come  now  to  Bed,  and  prove  but  conftant  this  way, 
I'll  prove  the  Man  you  ever  wifli'd. 

IJab.  You've  blell  me.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Silvio. 

SiLW?  HAT  Labour  and  what  Travel  have  I  run 

W  through, 

And  through  what  Cities  to  abfolve  this  Riddle  ? 
Diviners,  Dreamers,  School-men,  deep  Magicians, 
All  have  I  try'd,  and  all  give  feveral  Meanings, 
And  from  all  hope  of  any  future  Hippinefs: 
To  this  Place  am  1  come  at  length,  the  Country  ; 
The  People  fimple,  plain,  and  harmlefs  witty, 
Whofe  honeft  labours  Heav'n  rewards  with  Plenty 
Of  Corn,  Wine,  Oil,  which  they  again  as  thankful, 
To  their  new  Crops,  new  Paftimes  celebrate. 
And  crown  their  joyful  Harvefts  with  new  Voices  5 
By  a  rich  Farmer  here  I'm  entertain'd, 

And 
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And  rank'd  among  the  number  of  his  Servants, 
Not  gueffing  what  1  am,  but  what  he'd  have  me  ? 
Here  may  be  fo  much  Wit  (tho*  much  1  Tear  it) 
T'  undo  this  knotty  Queftion  ;  and  would  to  Heav*n 

EfJter  Soto  with  a  Proclamation, 

My  Fortunes  had  been  hatch'd  with  theirs,  as  Innocent, 
And  never  known  a  pitch  above  their  Plainnefs. 

Soto.  That  it  is,  that  it  is,  what's  this  Word  now  ?   this 
Is  a  plaguy  Word,  that  it  is  ;  r.  e.  a.   that  it  is,  realbn, 
By  your  leave,   Mr,  Soto^  by  your  leave,  you  are   too 

quick,  Sir, 
There's  a  ftrange  parlous  T.  before  the  reafon, 
A  very  tall  T.  which  makes  th'  word  High  Treafon. 

Sil.  What  Trealbn's  that  ?  does  this  Fellow  underftand 
himfelf? 

Soto.    Pitch  will  infcd,   I'll  meddle  no  more  with  this 
Geer; 
What  a  Devil  ails  this  Fellow  ?  This  foolifli  Fellow  ? 
Being  admitted  to  be  one  of  us  too. 
That  are  the  Mafters  of  the  Sports  proceeding, 
Thus  to  appear  before  me  too,  unmorris'd  ? 
D'  you  know  me,  Friend  ? 

Sil.   You  are  my  Matter's  Son,  Sir. 
Soto.  And  do  you  know  what  Sports  are  now  in  Seafon  ? 
Sil.  1  hear  there  are  fome  a- foot. 
Soto.  Where  are  your  Bells  then  ? 
Your  Rings,  your  Ribbons,   Friend  ?   and   your  clean 

Napkins } 
Your  Nofegay  in  your  Hatj  pinn'd  up?  an'c  I  here 
My  Father's  cidefl  Son  ?  and  at  this  time.  Sir, 
I  would  have  ye  know  it,   though  ye  be  iti-\   times  his 
Servant,  [Sir^ 

A  better  Man  than  my  Father  far,  Lord  of  this  Harve(f» 
And  fhall  a  Man  of  my  place  want  Attendance  ? 

Sil.  'Twas  want  of  Knowledge,  Sir,  not  Duty,  bred  this, 

I'd  have  made  Suit  elfe  for  your  Lordfhip's  Service. 

SotQ.    in  fome  fort    I'm  fatisfy'd  now,    mend  your 

manners ; 

But  thou  art  a  melancholv  Fellow,  vengeance  Melancholy, 

Vol..  VII.  '       D  And 
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And  that  may  breed  an  Infurre«5lion  amongft  us ; 
Go  too,  ril  lay  the  belt  part  of  two  Pots  now 
Thou  art  in  Love,  and  I  can  guefs  with  whom  too, 
I  faw  the  Wench  that  (19)  twir*d  and  twinkled  at  thee. 
The  other  Day  ;  the  Wench  that's  new  come  liither. 
The  young  fmug  Wench. 

S'll.  You  know  more  than  I  feel.  Sir. 
Soto.  Go  too,  I'll  be  thy  Friend,  Pil  fpeak  a  good  word 
for  thee. 
And  thou  fhalt  have  my  Lordfhip's  Count*nance  to  her ; 
IS/lay  be  Tve  had  a  Tnap  my  felf,  may  be  ay,  may  be  no. 
We  Lords  are  allow'd  a  little  more. 

Sil  'Tis  fit,  Sir  j 
I  humbly  thank  ye,  you're  too  tender  of  me  ; 
But  what.  Sir,  I  befeech  ye,  was  that  Paper, 
Your  LordHiip  was  fo  fludioufly  imployed  in, 
"When  ye  came  out  a-doors.^ 
Soto.  Thou  mean'fl  this  Paper. 
Zil.  That  Sir,   I  think. 

Soto.  Why,  'tis  a  Proclamation,  [Life, 

A  notable  Piece  of  Villany,  as  ever  thou  heard'ft  in  thy 
By  mine  Honour  'tis. 

S'll.  How,  Sir.''  Or  what  concerns  it? 
Solo.    It  comes  ye  from  the  Dutchefs,  a  plaguy  wife 
Woman, 
To  apprehend  the  Body  of  one  Sihio, 
(As  arrant  a  Rafcal  as  ever  pift  againft  a  Poft,) 
And  this  fame  Silvio,  or  this  forefaid  Rafcal,  [vice 

To  bring  before  her,  live  or  dead  •,  for  which  good  Ser« 
The  Man  that  brings  him,  has  two  thoufand  Duckets  i 
Is  not  tins  notable  matter  now  ^ 

Sil.  'Tis  fo  indeed. 
This  Proclamacion  bears  my  bane  about  it ; 
Can  no  Reit  niid,  no  private  Place  fecure  me  ? 
But  ftill  my  Miferics  like  Blood-hounds  haunt  me  ? 
Unfortunate  young  Man,  which  way  now  guides  thee, 

(19)    Tiv/VV]     So  Ben  Johnfon    in  his  Sad  Shepherd,    Aft   IL 
Sane  III. 

Which  Mait(f  ivill  twirc  at  through  their  fingers. 

•  Guides 
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Guides  thee  from  Death  ?  the  Country's  laid  round  for 

thee; 
Oh  Claudio^  now  I  fee!  thy  Blood  upon  me. 
Now  it  fpeaks  loudly  here,  Pm  lure  againft  me. 
Time  now  has  found  it  out,  and  Truth  proclaimed  it, 
And  Juftice  now  cries  our,  I  muft  die  for  it. 

Soto.  Haft  thou  read  it  ? 

Sil.  Yes. 

Soto.  And  doft  thou  know  that  Sihio  ? 

Sil.  I  ne*er  faw  him,  Sir. 

Soto.  I  have,  and  know  him  too, 
I  know  him  as  well  as  I  know  thee,  and  better, 
And  if  I  light  upon  him,  for  a  Trick  he  plaid  me  once^ 
A  certain  kind  of  Dog-trick,  I'll  fo  fiddle  him 
Two  thoufand  Duckets  ?  I'll  fo  Pepper  him, 
And  with  that  Mony  I'll  turn  Gentleman, 
"Worth  a  brown  Baker's  dozen  of  fuch  Silvios. 

Sil.  There  is  no  flaying  here,  this  Rogue  will  know  me, 
And  for  the  Mony's  fake  betray  me  too  j 
1  muft  bethink  me  fuddenly  and  fafely. 

Enter  Morris-dancers. 

Soto,  Mine  own  dear  Lady,  have  at  thy  Hony-comb, 
Now,  for  the  Honour  of  our  Town,  Boys,  trace  fweetly, 

[Cry  within  of,  Arm^  Arm, 
What  a  Vengeance  ails  this  Whobub  ?  pox  refufe  'em. 
Cannot  they  Jet's  dance  in  our  own  Defence  here  ? 

Enter  Farmer  and  Captain. 

Capt.  Arm,  honeft  Friends,  arm  fuddenly  and  bravely, 
And  with  your  ancient  Refolutions  follow  me; 
Look  how  th'  Beacons  ftiow  like  Comets  j  your  poor 

Neighbours 
Run  maddingly  affrighted  through  the  Villages  j 
Syenna*^  Duke  is  up,  burns  all  before  him. 
And  with  his  Sword  makes  thoufand  iMotbers  chiJdlefs. 
Soto.  What's  this  to  our  Morris-dancers  ^ 
Sil.  This  may  ferve  my  turn. 

Soto.  There's  ne'er  a  Duke  in  Ckrijlendom  but  loves  * 
May-game, 

D  2  Qa^i. 
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Cap.  At  a  Horfe  you  were  always  cefs'd,  put  your  Son 
on  him, 
And  arm  him  well  i'th*  States  Name,  I  command  ye; 
And  they  that  dare  go  voluntary  fhall  receive  reward. 

Soto.   I  dare  go  no  way,  Sir  -,  this  is  ftrange,  Mafter 
Captain, 
You  cannot  be  content  to  fpoil  our  Sport  here, 
(Which  I  don't  think  your  Worfhip*s  able  to  anfwer,) 
But  you  muft  fet  us  together  by  the  Ears  with  1  know  not 

who  too? 
We're  for  the  bodily  part  o'th'  Dance. 

Capt.  Arm  him  fuddenly, 
(This  is  no  time  to  Fool,)  I  fhall  return  ye  elfe, 
A  Rebel  to  the  general  State,  and  Dutchefs, 
And  how  you'll  anfwer  then 

Far.  I've  no  more  Sons,  Sir, 
*Tis  my  only  Boy  -,  I  befeech  ye  Mafler  Captain—— 

Soto.  I'm  a  rank  Coward  too,  to  fay  the  truth,  Sir, 
I  never  had  good  luck  at  Buffets  neither. 

Far.  Here's  vorty  Shillings,  fpare  the  Child. 

Capt.  I  cannot. 

Soto.  Are  ye  a  Man  ?  Will  ye  cad  away  a  May-hord  ? 
Shall  all  the  Wenches  in  the  Country  curfe  ye  f 

Sil.  An't  pleafe  you  Captain,  I'll  fuppiy  his  Perfon, 
*  ris  pity  their  old  Cudom  fliould  be  frighted  -, 
Let  me  h^ve  Horfe,  and  good  Arms,  I'll  ferve  willingly, 
And  if  I  fhrink  a  foot  of  Ground,  Hell  take  me. 

Capt.  A  promifing  Afpeft,  Face  full  of  Courage, 
I'll  take  this  Man,  and  thank  ye  too 

Far.  There's  for  thee, 
*ris  in  a  Clout,  but  good  old  Gold. 

Sil.  I  thank  ye,  Sir. 

Far.  Go  faddle  my  Fore-horfe,  put  his  Feather  on  too. 
He'll  praunce  it  bravely,  Friend,  he  fears  no  Colours, 
And  take  the  Armor  down,  and  fee  him  dizen'd. 

S-oto.  Farewel,  and  if  thou  carry'fl  thy  felf  well  in  this 
matter, 
I  fay.no  more,  but  this,  there  muft  be  more  May-hords, 
And  I  know  who  are  fir. 

Sil.  Dance  you,  I'll  fight,  Sir. 
•  Capt.  Away,  away.  Sil. 
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5'i/.  Farewel,  Tm  (20)  for  the  Captain.  \_Exeunt, 

Far.  Now  to  this  matter  again  my  honefl:  Fellows, 
For  if  this  go  not  forward,  1  forefce  Friends, 
This  War  will  fright  our  Neighbours  out  o'th'  Villages; 
Cheer  up  your  Hearts,  we  fhall  hear  better  News,  Boys. 

(21)  Hob.  Surely  I'll  dance  no  more  'tis  mod  ridi- 
culous, 
I  find  my  Wife's  Inftru<5lions  now  mere  Verities, 
My  learned  Wife's,  flie  often  hath  pronounc'd  to  me 
My  fafety  ;  5^;;%,  defiethefe  Sports,  thou'rtdamn'd  elfe. 
This  Beaft  of  Babylon  I  will  ne'er  back  again. 
His  Pace  is  fure  prophane,  and  his  lewd  Wi-hees, 
(2i)  The  Songs  of  Hymyn  and  Gymyn.,  in  the  Wildernefs, 

Far.  Fie,  Neighbour  Bomhy.,  (23)  in  your  fits  again, 
Your  Zeal-fweats  ?  'tis  not  careful.  Neighbour, 
The  Hobby- horfe,  is  a  fcemly  Hobby-horfe' 

Soto.  And  as  pretty  a  Bead  on's  Inches,  tho'  I  fay  it — ■ 

Hob.  The  Beaft  is  an  unfeemly,  and  a  lewd  Beaft, 
And  got  at  Rome  by  the  Pope's  Coach-Horfes ; 
His  Mother  was  the  Mare  of  Ignorance. 

Soto.  Cobler  thou  ly'ft,  and  thou  wert  a  thoufand  Coblers, 
His  Mother  was  an  honeft  Marc,   and  a  Mare  of  good 

Credit, 
I  know  the  Mare,  and  if  need  be,  can  bring  Witnefs, 

(20)  for  the  Captain  "[    I  have  let  the  Text  ilandj  tho* 

Mr.  7h£obaldhz%  plac'd  in  his  Margin, 

—  ■  for  thee,  Captain. 

(21)  Hob.  Surely  I'll  dance ]    As  there  is  no  fuch  Name  as 

Hab  in  the  Dramatis  Perfona,  and  as  he  is  call'd,  and  calls  himfelf 
here  and  through  the  Scene,  by  the  Name  or'  Bomby  ;  raethinks  we 
ought  to  difplace  this  nonfenfical  Hob,  and  infert  Bomby  in  its  Place. 

(22)  The  Sons  o/"  Hymyn  and  Gymyn, ]  M.t.  Theobald  iayN 

the  Folly  of  the  Hobby-horfes  Wi-hces  being  the  Sons  of  Hymyn  and 
Gymyn f  and  puts  in  his  Margin 

Certe  Songs  of  Hymyn  i^c. 
Which  I  verily  believe  might  have  been  the  original  Reading. 

(23)  -  in  your  fits  again. 

Tour  Zeal  f-weats,  •  ]     For  the  want  only  of  a  fmgle 

Hyphen,  how  difficult  is  it  to  underftand  the  Hcmoar  of  the  Farmer 
here  ?    Sure  we  fliould  write  thus, 

your  fits  again. 

Tour  Ztalfvjeati  ? 

D  ?  And 
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And  in  the  way  of  hoiit  (ly  I  tell  thee, 

Scorn'd  any  Coach-horl'c  tli*  Pope  had  ;  thou'rt  foolifb, 

And  thy  blind  Zeal  makes  thee  abufe  the  Beaft. 

Hob.  I  do  delie  thee,  and  thy  Foot-cloth  too. 
And  tell  thee  to  thy  Face,  this  prophane  riding, 
(I  feel  it  in  my  Confcience,  and  dare  fpeak  it,) 
This  un-edified  ambling,  hath  brought  a  fcourge  upon  us. 
This  Hobby-horfe  Sincerity  we  liv'd  in, 
War,  and  the  Sword  of  Slaughter  :  I  renounce  it. 
And  put  the  Beatl  off,  thus,  the  Beaft  polluted. 
And  now  no  more  Ihall  (24)  Hope-on-hlgh  Bomby, 
Follow  the  painted  Pipes  of  worldly  Pleafures, 
And  with  the  wicked,  dance  the  Devil's  Meafures ; 
Away  thou  pampcr'd  Jade  of  Vanity, 
Stand  at  the  Livery  of  lewd  D^^lights  now. 
And  eat  the  Provender  of  prick-ear'd  Folly, 
My  Dance  fhall  be  to  th'  Pipe  of  Perfecution, 

Far.  Will  you  dance  no  more,  Neighbour  ? 

Hob.  Surely  no  ; 
Carry  the  Beaft  t'  his  Crib,   I  have  renounc'd  him 
And  all  his  Works. 

Soto.  Shall  th'  Hobby-horfe  be  forgot  then  ? 
The  hopeful  Hobby-horfe,  fhall  he  lye  founder'd  ? 
If  thou  dolt  this,  thou'rt  but  a  caft-away  Cobler : 
My  Anger's  up,  think  wifely,  and  think  quickly. 
And  look  upon  the  quondam  Beaft  of  Pleafure, 
If  thou  doft  this  (mark  me,  thou  ferious  Sowter, 
Thou  Bench- w hi Itler,  of  the  old  tribe  of  Toe-pieces,) 
If  thou  doft  this,  there  ihall  be  no  more  Shoe-mending, 
Every  Man  fhall  have  a  fpecial  care  of  his  own  Soul : 
And  in  his  Pocket  carry  his  two  ConfeflTors, 

(24)        —  Hop  on  high  Bomby, 

Pipes  of  high  Pleafiirts,^  Here  we  have  two  Blunders  In 

two  Lines.  The  firlt  Fo!io  reads  as  1  have  given  the  Text.  1  mull 
farther  obferve  that  Hope-on  high  ought  to  have  been  in  Italics,  as  it 
is  Bomhji  Chrillian  Name.  Thus  in  Mr.  Coivlefs  Cutter  of  Cole- 
inan-fireet  we  have  fear-the-Lord  Barchottle,  alluding  to  Praife-God 
Sarehnc,  the  Name  of  a  real  Knthufiall  in  CrornvjeWs  Time. 


His 
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(25)  His  Llngel,  and  his  Nawl;  if  thou  dofl  this— • 

Far.  He'll  dance  again  for  certain. 

Hob.  I  cry  out  on't, 
'Twas  the  lore-running  Sin  brought  in  thofe  Tilt-ftaves 
They  brandifh  'gainft  the  Church,  the  Dev*l  calls  May- 
Poles. 

Soto.  Take  up  your  Horfe  again,  and  girth  him  to  ye. 
And  girth  him  handfomely,  good  Neighbour  Eomby, 

Hob.  I  fpit  at  him. 

Soto.  Spit  in  the  Horfe  face,  Cobler  ?  [nomy  ? 

Thou  out  of  tune,  Py^/w-finging  Slave ;  Ipit  in  his  Vif^ 

Hob.  I  fpit  again,  and  thus  1  rife  againft  him, 
Againft  this  Bead,  that  (26)  fignify'd  Deftruftion, 
Fore-fhew'd  falls  of  Monarchies. 

Soto.  I'th'  Face  of  him  ? 
Spit  fuch  another  Spit,  by  this  Hand  Cobler 
I'll  make  ye  fet  a  new  piece  o*  your  Nofe  there  ; 
Take't  up  I  fay,  and  dance  without  more  bidding. 
And  dance  as  you  were  wont  \  you  have  been  excellent. 
And  art  ftill,  but  for  this  new  Nicety, 
And  your  Wife's  learned  Ledurcs ;  take  up  th'  Hobby- 

Horfe: 
Come,  'tis  a  thing  thou'ft  lov'd  with  all  thy  Heart,  Bomby^ 
And  would'fl  do  dill  but  for  the  round-brcech'd  Brothers  : 
You  were  not  thus  i'th'  Morning ;  take't  up  I  fay. 
Do  not  delay  but  do't :  You  know  I'm  Officer  i 
And  I  know  'tis  unfit  all  thefe  good  Fellows 
Should  wait  the  cooling  of  your  zealous  Porridge  ; 
Chufe  whether  you  will  dance,  or  have  me  execute : 

(25)  HisY\igc\,  and  his  Nam: I; ]  The  whole  Tribe  of  Toe- 

piecers  would  be  puzzled  to  find  fuch  a  thing  as  a  Yugcl,  among  all  the 
Jnllruments  of  the  Gentle-Craft.     Our  Authors  have  fuffer'd  here  by 
the  Error  of  their  Editors,  and  undoubtedly  gave  the  LiRe  fo. 
His  Lingel,  and  his  Natxl. 

(26) Jignifyd  DeJJruffion^ 

Fcr:-Jh,ivd  i'th' /nils  of  Monarchies, 

Soto.  FtU-  Face  of  him  .^]  The  tth''  in  the  fecond  Line  is  evi- 
dently crept  in  from  the  third,  and  fpoils  both  Scnfe  and  Meafure,  for 
the  third  Line  completes  the  fecond  Verfc.  Hudihrufs  took  fevcral 
Hints  fiom  this  Pafiage.  Mr.  Sc^.i:ard. 

Vol.  VIII.  D^  IMl 
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I'll  clap  your  Neck  i*th'  Stocks,  and  there  I']]  make  ye 
Dance  a  whole  Day,  and  dance  with  thefe  at  Night  too. 
You  mend  old  Shoes  well,  mend  your  old  Manners  better 
And  fuddenly  fee  you  leave  off  this  fmcerenefs, 

(27)  This  new  hot  Batch,  borrowed  from  fome  brown 

Baker, 
Some  learned  Brother,  or  I'll  fo  bait  ye  Ibr't  — 
Take't  quickly  up. 

Hob.  1  take  my  Perfecution, 
And  thus  I'm  forc'd,  a  by- word  to  my  Brethren. 
Soto.  Strike  up,  ftrike  up,  ftrike  merrily. 
Far.  To't  roundly. 
Now  to  the  harveft  Feaft,  then  iport  again  Boys. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Silvio,  ann'd, 

Sil.  What  fhall  I  do  ?    Live  thus  unknown,  and  bafe 
ftiU? 

(28)  Or  thruft  my  felf  into  the  head  o'th'  Battel? 
And  there  like  that  I  am,  a  Gentleman, 

And  one  that  never  fear'd  the  tace  of  Danger, 
(So  in  her  angry  Eyes  Ihe  carried  Honour) 
Fight  nobly,  and  (to  end  my  cares)  die  nobly  ? 

Song  within. 

Silvio  go  on.,  and  raife  thy  noble  Mind 
To  noble  Ends ;  fling  coarfe  baje  Thoughts  behind : 
Silvio,  thou  Son  of  e'verlajiing  Fame., 
Now  aim  at  Virtue.,  and  a  noble  Name. 

(27)  This  neiv  hot  Batch,  borrciicn  from  fome  bronvn  Baker, 

or  Tllfo  bait  vf/2';-V ]  I  don't  difcard  the  Word  halt, 

but  to  preferve  that  playing  upon  the  Words  here,  which  the  poet  feems 
to  have  defign'd,  I  fufpcft  we  ought  to  read 

or  I'll  fo  bake  you  for  t. 

'Tis  fcarce  worth  obferving,  that  the  Bro^Mr.iJis  are  the  People,  againft 
whom  the  Satire  here  was  principally  levell'd. 

(28)  Or  thrufi  thy  felf ]  So  the  Oclavo,  the  Edidon  of  the  an- 

cientclt  Date,  gives  the  Text. 

Silvio 

\ 
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Silvio  confider^  Honour  is  not  won, 

Islor  Virtue  reached,  till  jome  brave  thing  be  done : 
1'hy  Country  calls  thee  now^  Jhe  burns ,  and  bleeds ; 

Now  raife  thy  felf,  young  Man,  to  noble  Deeds. 
Into  the  Battel  Silvio,  there  feek  forth 

Banger,  and  Blood,  by  them  Jlands  facred  Worth, 

What  Heav'nly  Voice  is  this  that  follows  me? 
This  is  the  fccond  time  't  has  waited  on  me. 
Since  1  was  arm'd,  and  ready  for  the  Battel  ; 
It  names  me  often,  fteels  my  Heart  with  Courage, 

Enter  Belvidere  deformed. 

And  in  a  thoufand  fweet  Notes  comforts  me. 
What  Beldam's  this  ?  How  old  Ihe  is,  and  ugly, 
Why  does  fhe  follow  me? 

Bel.  Be  not  difmaid,  Son, 
I  wait  upon  thee  for  thy  Good,  and  Honour ; 
'Twas  1  that  now  lung  to  thee,  ftirr'd  thy  Mind  up. 
And  rais'd  thy  Spirits  to  the  pitch  of  Noblenefs. 

Sil.  Though  fhe  be  old,  and  of  a  crooked  Carcafs, 
Her  Voice  is  like  the  harmony  of  Angels. 

Bel.  Thou  art  my  Darling,  all  my  Love  dwells  on  thee 
The  Son  of  Virtue,  therefore  1  attend  thee  ; 
Enquire  not  what  I  am,  I  come  to  fcrve  thee. 
For  if  thou  bsefl  inquifitive,  thou'il  loft  me: 
A  thoufand  long  Miles  hence  my  dwelling  is, 
Deep  in  a  Cave,  where  but  mine  own,  no  Foot  treads ; 
There  by  mine  Art,  I  found  what  danger,  Silvio, 
And  deep  diftrefs  of  Heart,  thou  wert  grown  into  ; 
A  thoufand  Leagues  I've  cut  through  empty  Air, 
Far  fwifter  than  the  failing  Rack  that  gallops 
Upon  the  Wings  of  angry  Winds,  to  feek  thee. 
Sometimes  o'er  a  fwelling  Tide, 
On  a  Dolphin's  back  I  ride. 
Sometimes  pafs  the  Earth  below. 
And  through  th'  unmov*d  Center  go  ; 
Sometimes  in  a  flame  of  Fire, 
J^ike  a  Meteor  I  afpire, 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes  in  mine  own  Shape,  thus, 

When  I  help  the  virtuous  -, 

Men  of  honourable  Minds, 

Command  my  Art  in  all  his  kinds  ; 

Purfue  the  noble  thought  of  War, 

From  thy  Guard  I'll  not  be  far. 

Get  thee  worfhip  on  thy  Foe, 

Lafting  Fame  is  gotten  fo. 

Single  Syemta's,  Duke  alone, 

Hear  thy  Friends,  thy  Country  groan. 

And  with  thy  manly  Arm  (Irike  fure. 

Then  thou'ft  wrought  thine  own  free  Cure. 

Sil.  Some  Sybil  fure,  fome  Soul  Heav*n  loves,  and  favours. 
And  lends  her  their  free  Powers,  to  work  their  Wonders! 
How  fhe  incites  my  Courage  ? 

Bel.  Silvio, 
I  knew  thee  many  days  ago, 
Forefaw  thy  Love  to  Belvidere, 
The  Dutchefs'  Daughter,  and  her  Heir  ; 
Knew  fhe  lov'd  thee,  and  know  what  paft. 
When  you  were  found  i'th'  Caftle  fall 
In  one  anothers  Arms  ;  forefaw 
The  taking  of  ye,  and  the  Law, 
And  fo  thy  innocence  I  lov'd, 
The  deepeft  of  my  skill  I  prov*d ; 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  for  to  this  hour, 
l*ve  dwelt  about  thee  with  my  Power. 

Sil.  I  will,  and  in  the  courfeof  all  obferve  thee. 
For  thou  art  fure  an  Angel  (29  j  good  fent  to  me. 

Bel.  Get  thee  gone  then  to  the  Fight, 
Longer  ftay  but  robs  thy  right ; 
When  thou  grow*ft  weary  Pll  be  near, 
Tiien  think  on  beauteous  Belvidere,. 
For  every  precious  7"hought  of  her, 
(30)  Pll  lend  thine  Honour  a  new  Spur  •, 

(29)    All  the  Copies  omit  good  but  that  of  1647. 
(jo)  77/  lend  thine  Honour  a  ne'w  Spur  ;  ]  'Tis  poflibic  77/  has  loft 
Its  initial  Letter,  and  was  once  wrote, 

For  every  precious  Thought  of  her. 
Will  Undi:fc, 

When 
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When  all  is  done,  meet  here  at  N  ight  j 

Go  and  be  happy  in  the  fight.  \Exit. 

S'll.  1  certainly  believe  1  ihall  do  nobly. 
And  that  i'U  bravely  reach  at  too,  or  die.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE         III. 

Efifer  Claudio,  and  Penurio. 

Cla.  Is  flie  fo  loving  dill? 

PcH.  She's  mad  with  Love, 
As  mad  as  ever  unworm'd  Dog  was,  Signior, 
And  does  ib  weep,  and  curfe,  tor  your  prevention. 

Your  crofles  in  your  Love- it  frets  me  too, 

I'm  t'alPn  away  to  nothing,  to  a  Spindle, 
Grown  a  meer  Man  of  Mat,  no  Soul  within  mc  ; 
Poxo*  my  Mafter,  Sir,  will  that  content  ye  ? 

Cld.  This  Rogue  but  cozens  me,  and  fhe  neglects  me. 
Upon  my  Life  there  are  fome  other  Gamefters, 
Nearer  the  Wind  than  I,  and  that  prevents  me. 
Is  there  no  other  holds  acquaintance  with  her? 
(Prithee  be  true,  be  honeft,  do  not  mock  me. 
Thou  know'fl:  her  Heart,)  no  former  Interefl: 
Sh*as  vow'd  a  favour  to  ?  And  cannot  handfomely 
Go  off,   but  by  regaining  fuch  a  Friendfliip? 
There  are  a  thou  (and  handfome  Men,  young,  v;ealthy. 
That  will  not  ftick  at  any  rate,  nor  danger, 
I'o  gain  fo  fweet  a  Prize  •,  nor  can  I  blame  her. 
If  where  (he  finds  a  comfort,  fhe  deal  cunningly, 
1  am  a  Stranger  yet. 

Pen.  Ye're  all  fhe  looks  for. 
And  if  there  be  any  other,  flie  neglefls  ail, 
And  all  for  you :  1  would  you  faw  how  grievoufly 
And  with  what  hourly  Lamentations 

Cla.  1  know  thou  flatter'ft  me,  tell  me  but  truth. 
Look  here,  look  well,  the  beft  Meat  in  the  Dukedom, 
The  rareft,  and  the  choiceft  of  all  Diets ; 
(31)  This  will  I  give  thee,  but  to  fatisfie  me, 

(3 1 )  This  wili  Igive^—}  So  the  fixll  Folio.  The  reft  drop  Tibis, 

(That 
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(That  is,  not  to  diflemble  ;)  this  rare  Lobfter, 
This  Pheafant  of  the  Sea,  this  difli  for  Princefs, 
And  alJ  this  thou  fhalt  enjoy,  eat  all  thy  felf  j 
Have  good  Greek  Wine,  or  any  thing  belongs  lo*t, 
A  Wench,  if  it  defire  one. 
Pen.  All  this,  Signior  } 
Cla.  All,  and  a  greater  far  than  this. 
Ten.  A  greater  ? 

Cla.  If  thou  defcrve  by  telling  truth. 
Pen.  A  Wench  too  P 

C/a.  Or  any  thing  -,  but  if  you  play  the  Knave  nov^, 
The  cozening  Knave — befides  the  lofs  of  this, 
(In  which  thou'ft  parted  with  a  Paradife,) 
I  ne'er  will  give  thee  Meat  more,  not  a  Morfel, 
No  fmell  of  Meat  by  my  means  fhall  come  near  thee. 
Nor  name  of  any  thing  that's  nourifhing. 
But  to  thy  old  part,  Tantalm,  again 
Thou  fhalt  return,  and  there  fnap  at  a  Shadow. 

Pen.  Upon  this  Point,  had  I  intended  Treafon, 
Or  any  thing  might  call  my  Life  in  Queftion, 
(Follow'd  with  ail  the  Tortures  time  could  think  on. 
Give  me  but  time  to  eat  this  lovely  Lobfter, 
This  Alderman  o*th'  Sea,  and  give  me  Wine  to  him,) 
I'd  reveal  all,  and  if  that  all  were  too  little. 
More  than  I  knew  j  Bartello  holds  in  with  her. 
The  Captain  of  the  Cittadel,  but  you  need  not  fear  him, 
His  'I'ongue's  the  ftiifeft  Weapon  that  he  carries. 
He's  old  and  out  of  ufe  ;  there  are  fome  other. 
Men,  young  enough,  handfome,  and  bold  enough. 
Could  they  come  to  make  their  Game  once,  but  they 

want,  Sir, 
They  v/ant  the  unde  quare,  they're  laid  by  then. 

Enter  Bartello. 

You  only  are  the  Man  fhall  knock  the  Nail  in- 
Bar.  How  now,  Pemtrio  ? 
Pen.  Your  Worfliip's  fairly  met.  Sir. 
You  fhall  hear  further  from  me,  fteal  afide.  Sir. 
Cla,  Remember  your  Mafter  for  thofe  Chains. 

[^ExH  CJaudio. 
Pen. 
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Pen.  They're  ready.  Sir. 

Bar.  What  young  thing's  this  ?    B*  his  Habit  he's  a 
Merchant  ; 
I  fear  he  trades  my  way  too  :  you  dried  Dog-fifh 
What  bait  was  that  ? 

Pen.  Who,  Sir  ?   the  thing  went  hence  now  I 
A  notable  young  WheJp 

Bar.  To  what  end,  Sirrah  ? 

Pen.  Came  to  buy  Chains  and  Rings,  is  to  be  married. 
An  Afs,  a  Coxcombe,  h'as  nothing  in's  Houfe,  Sir. 
I  warrant,  you  think  he  came  to  fee  my  Miftrefs  ? 

Bar.  I  doubt  it  flirewdiy. 

Pen.  Away,  away,  'tis  foolifh  ; 
H'as  not  the  Face  to  look  upon  a  Gentlewoman, 
A  poor  skim'd  thing,  his  Mother's  Maids  arc  fain.  Sir, 
To  teach  him  how  to  Kifs,  and  'gainfl:  he's  married. 
To  fhew  him  on  which  lide  the  Stirrop  flands. 

Bar.  That's  a  fine  Youth. 

Pen.  Thou  wouldft  hang  thy  felf,  that  thou  hadft  half 
his  Power, 
Thou  empty  Potgun. 

Bar.  Ami  come  fit,  Penurio  ? 

Pen.  As  fit  as  a  Fiddle, 
My  Mailer's  now  abroad  about  his  bufinefs. 

Bar.  When  thou  cam'ft  to  me  home  to  Day,    I  half 
fufpc6led 
My  Wife  was  Jealous,  that  flie  whifper'd  to  thee. 

Pen.  You  deferve  well  the  whilft,  there's  no  fuch  matter. 
She  talk'd  about  fome  Toys  my  Mafter  muft  bring  to  her. 
You  muft  not  know  of. 

Bar.  I'll  take  no  Note,  Penurio. 

Pen.  No,  nor  you  fhall  not,  till  you  have  it  ibundly. 
This  is  the  braveft  Capitano  Pompo  ; 

Enter  Ifabella. 

But  I  fhall  pump  ye  anon.  Sir. 
Ifah.  Oh  my  Bartello. 

Bar.  Ye  pretty  Rogue,  you  little  Rogue,  you  fweet 
Rogue, 
Away  Penurio^  go  and  walk  i*th*  Horfe-Fair. 

Ifah. 
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Ifab.  You  don't  love  me  ? 

Bar.  Thou  licft,   thou  little  Rafcal ; 
There  Sirrah,  to  your  Gentry. 

Pen.   How  th'  Colt  itches  ? 
I'll  help  ye  to  a  Curry-comb  Ihall  claw  ye.  [^Exit, 

Ifab.  And  how  much  doft  thou  love  mc? 

Bar.  Let's  go  in  quickly, 
I'll  tell  thee  prefently,  Ml  meafure't  to  thee. 

Ifab.  No  buITcs  firfl:  ?  Sit  o'  my  Knee,  my  brave  Boy, 
My  valiant  Boy  i  don't  look  fo  fiercely  on  me, 
Thou'lt fright  me  with  thy  Face;  come  bufs again  Chick, 
Smile  in  my  Face  you  mad  thing. 

Bar.  I'm  mad  indeed,  Wench, 
'Precious !   I'm  all  o'  Fire. 

Ifab.  1*11  warm  thee  better. 

Bar.  I'll  warm  thee  too,  or  I'll  blow  out  my  Bellows ; 
Ha,  ye  fweet  Rogue,  you  loving  Rogue !  a  Boy  now, 
A  Soldier  I  will  get,  fhall  prove  a  Fellow. 

Enter  Jaquenet  and  Penurio. 

Jaq.  Miftrefs,  look  to  your  felf,  my  Mafter's  coming. 

Bar.  The  D^vil  come,  and  go  with  him. 

Pen.  The  Devil's  come  indeed,  he  brings  your  Wife, 
Sir. 

Ifab.  We  are  undone,  undone  then. 

Bar.  My  Wife  with  him  .? 
Why  this  is  a  difmal  Day. 

Pen.  They're  hard  by  too.  Sir. 

Bar.  I  muft  not,  dare  not  fee  her. 

Ifab.  Nor  my  Husband, 
For  twenty  thoufand  Pound. 

Bar.  That  I  were  a  Cat  now. 
Or  any  thing  could  run  into  a  Bencn-hole  ; 
Saint  A}2thomes  Fire  upon  the  Rogue  has  brought  her  ; 

Where  fliall  I  be?  juft  i'the  nick  o'th'  matter.?- 

When  I  had  her  at  my  Mercy } — think  for  Heav'n's  fake ; 
My  Wife .?  all  the  wild  Furies  Hell  has 

Pen.  Up  the  Chimney. 

Bar.  They'll  fmoke  me  out  there  prefently, 

Ifab.  There,  there,  it  muft  be  there. 

We're 
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We're  all  undone  elfe ;   it  muft  be  up  th'  Chimney. 
Bar.  Give  me  a  Ladder. 
Ifab.  You  muft  ufe  your  Art,  Sir. 
Alas,  we  have  no  Ladders. 

Bar.  Pox  o'  thy  Husband, 
Does  he  ne'er  mend  his  Houfe  ? 

Pen.  No,  nor  himfelf  neither  ; 
Up  nimbly,  Sir,  up  nimbly. 

Bar.  Thou  know*ft  I  am  fat, 
Thou  mercrlefs  lean  Rogue. 

Pen.  Will  ye  be  kill'd  ? 
For  if  he  take  ye' 

Bar.  Lend  me  thy  Shoulder. 

Pen.  Soft,  Sir, 
You'll  tread  my  Shoulder-bones  into  my  fides  elfe: 
Have  ye  faft  hold  o'th'  Bars  ? 

Bar.  A  Vengeance  bar  'em. 

Jfab.  Patience  good  Captain,  Patience;  quickly, quickly. 

Bar.  D'  you  think  I'm  made  of  Smoke? 

Pen.  Now  he  talks  of  Smoke, 
What  if  my  Mafter  Ihould  call  for  Fire? 

Bar.  Will  ye  Martyr  me? 

Jfab.  He  muft  needs  have  it. 

Bar.  Will  ye  make  me  Bacon  ? 

Ifab.  We'll  do  the  beft  we  can  ;  are  ajl  things  ready  ? 

Pen.  All,  all,  I  have  'em  all. 

(32)  Ifab.   Go  let  'em  in  then, 
Not  a  Word  now  on  your  Life. 

Bar.  I  hang  like  a  Meteor. 

Enter  Lopez  and  Rodope. 

Lop.  You're  Welcome,  Lady. 
Rod.  You  are  too  too  courteous. 
But  1  fhall  make  amends  ;  fair  Ifabella . 

Ifab.  Welcome  my  worthy  Friend,  moft  kindly  Wel- 
come. 
Rod.  I  heard  on't,  and  I'll  fit  him  for  his  Foolery, 

(32)  Bar.  Go  let  'em  in  &c.]  The  Change  of  the  Speakers  here 
is  from  Mr.  Theobaid'i  Margin.  The  Reader  will  eafil/  fee  the 
Ncceflity  of  it. 

Lof. 
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Lop.    Some    Sweet-meats  Wife  \    fome  Sweet-meats 

prefenily. 
Bar,  Oh  my  fowre  Sauce. 

Lop.  Away  quick,  Ifabella.  \_Exit  Ifab^ 

Did  y'  hear  him  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  yes,  perfedly ;  proceed.  Sir. 

Lop.  Speaiv  loud  enough  ;  dare  ye  at  length  but  pity  me  ^ 

Rod.  'Faith,  Sir,  you've  us'd  fo  many  Reafonstome, 
And  thofe  {o  powerfully 

Lop.  Keep  this  Kifs  for  me. 

B.%r.  And  do  I  itand  and  hear  this  ? 

Rod.  This  for  me,  Sir  ; 
This  is  fome  Comfort  now  :  Alas  my  Husband 
But  why  do  I  think  of  fo  poor  a  Fellow, 
So  wretched,  fo  dcbauch*d  ? 

Bar.  That's  I,  I'm  bound  to  hear  it. 

Rod.  I  dare  n't  lye  with  him,  he's  fo  rank  a  Whorc- 
mafter — 

Lop.   And  that's  a  dangerous  Point. 

Rod.  Upon  my  Confcience,  Sir, 
He'd  flick  a  thoufand  bafe  Difeafes  on  me. 

Bar.  And  now  mufl:  I  fay  nothing. 

Lop.  I'm  found.   Lady. 

Rod.  That's  it  that  makes  me  love  ye.  j 

Lop.  Let's  kifs  again  then. 

Rud.  Do,   do. 

Bar.  Do,  the  Devil 
And  the  grand  Pox  do  with  ye. 

Lop.  Do  ye  hear  him  .''  well • ' 

Enter  Penurio  and  Ifabella. 

Now,  what's  the  News  with  you } 

Pen.  The  found  of  War,  Sir, 
Comes  ftill  along  ;  the  Duke  will  charge  the  City, 
"We've  lofl:,  they  fay. 

Lop.  What  fliall  become  of  me  then. 
And  my  poor  Wealth  } 

Bar.  Even  hang'd,   I  hope. 

Rod.  Remove  your  Jewels  prefcntly. 
And  what  you  have  of  Wealth  into  the  Cittadel, 

There 
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There  all's  fecure. 

Lop.  I  humbly  thank  ye,  Lady ; 
Penurio^  get  me  Ibme  can  climb  the  Chinineyj 
For  there  my  Jewels  are,  my  beft,  my  richcft, 
I  hid  'em,  fearing  fuch  a  31ow. 

Pen.  Moft  happily 
I  have  two  Boys,  that  ufe  to  fweep  foul  Chimneys ; 
Truly  I  brought  'em.  Sir,  to  mock  your  Worfhip, 
For  the  great  Fires  ye  keep,  and  the  full  Diet. 

Lop.  I  forgive  thee.  Knave,  where  are  they  ? 

Pen.  Here,  Sir,  here; 
Monfieur  Black,  will  your  fmall  Worfliip  mount? 

Enter  two  Boys. 

1  Boy.  Madam  e  be  com  to  creep  up  into  your- 

Chimney,  and  make  you  [5oy  Sings. 

Cleane,  as  any  Lady  in  de  World:    Ma  litla,  litla  frera, 

and  c, 
Chanta,   frere,  chanta. 

Pen.  Come  Monfieur,  mounts,  mounte,  mount  Monfieur 
Muftard-pot.  [Boy  Singi: 

2  Boy.  Monfieur  c  have  dis  for  votra  barba,  pie  ta  voa 

Monfieur. 
Pen.  Mounte   Monfieur,    mounte  derc  be  fome  fine 
tings ■-' 

1  Boy.  Me  will  creep  like  de  Ferret  Monfieur. 

Pen.  D^rt  in  de  Chimney^  [T'be  Boy  above fingln^, 

2  Boy.  Here  be  dc  fheilde  due  Ihaufon,  Madam. 

[  Boy  goei  in  behind  the  Arras. 
P£n.    There's    a    Bird's-neft,  I'd  have  ye  climb  it, 
Monfieur, 
Up  my  fine  finging,  Monfieur  ;  that's  a  fine  Monfieur. 
Lop.  V/atch  him,  he  do  not  ileal. 
Pen.  I  warrant  ye.  Sir. 
Lop.  Thefe  Boys  are  Knavifh, 

\Boy  "within.,  Madam.,  here  he  dc  Rat,  de  Rat,  Madam. 
Pen.  I'll  look  to  him  tightly. 

Enter  Bartello,  luith  the  Boy  finging  on  his  §houlder. 

Lop.  Lord  !  what  comes  here. 

Vol,  VIIT.  E  A 
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A  walking  Apparition  ? 

Jfab.  Saint  Cbrijlopber  ! 

Rod.  Mercy  o'  me,  what  is  it  ? 
How  like  my  Husband  it  looks  ? 

Bar.  G^i  ye  down  Devil, 
ril  break  your  Neck  elfe;  was  e'er  Man  thuschimnied  ? 

Lop.  Go  pay  the  Boys  well  •,  fee  them  fatisfied. 

Pen.  Come,  Monfieur  Devils,  come  my  Black-Berries 
I'll  butter  ye  o*  both  fides.  \_Boy  Exit. 

Jfab.    Nay,    even    look.    Sir,    are  you  cool'd  now? 
Captain  ? 

Bar.  I  am  cuckolded,  and  fool'd  to  boot  too ; 
Fool'd  fearfully,  fool'd  fliamefully. 

Lop.  You're  welcome,  Sir. 
I'm  glad  I've  any  thing  within  thefe  Doors,  Sir, 
To  make  ye  merry  ;  you  \ovq.  my  Wife,  1  thank  ye. 
You've  fhew'd  your  L.ovc. 

Bar.  Wife,  am  I  this  ?  This  odd  matter. 
This  monftrous  thing? 

Rod.  You  ought,  but  yet  you  are  not ; 
I*ve  been  bold  with  you,  Sir,  but  yet  not  bafcly  -, 
As  I  have  Faith  I  have  not. 

Lop.  Sir,  believe  it, 
'Twas  all  meant  but  to  make  you  feel  your  Trefpafs  ; 
We  knew  your  Hour,  and  all  this  fafhion'd  for  it. 

Bar.  Were  you  o'th'  Plot  too? 

Ifab.  Yes  by  my  troth,  fweet  Captain. 

Bar.  You  will  forgive'me.  Wife? 

Rod.  You  will  deferve  it  ? 

Bar.  Put  that  to  th'  venture. 

Rod.  Thus  I'm  Friends  again  then. 
And  as  you  ne'er  had  gone  aftray,  thus  kifs  ye. 

Bar.  And  I'll  kifs  you,  and  you  too  ask  Forgivenefs, 
Kifs  my  Wife,  Lopez,  'tis  but  in  jefl:  remember  j 
And  now  all  Friends  together  to  my  CaftJe, 
Where  we'll  all  dine,  and  there  difcourfe  thefe  Stories, 
And  let  him  be  Chimney-fwept,  in's  Luft  that  glories. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE        IV. 

Enter  Silvio  and  Belviderey^i^d'r<2//y. 

S'il.  Hail  reverend  D.ime,  Heav*n  wait  upon  thy  Studies. 

Bel,  (33)  You  are  well  met,  Son  ;   what,  's  the  Battel 
ended  ? 

S'll.  Mother,  'tis  done. 

Bel.  How  has  thy  Honour  profper'd  ? 

S'll.  The  Dutchefs  has  the  Day,  Syenna's  Prifoner  5 
Arm'd  with  thy  powerful  Art,  this  Arm  difmounted  hiin, 
Receiv*d  him  then  on  Foot,  (34)  and  in  fair  Valour 
Forc'd  him  mine  own  j  this  Jewel  I  took  from  him. 
It  hung  upon  his  Cask,  the  Vid:or*s  Triumph  5 
And  to  the  Dutchefs  now  a  Prifoner 
Tve  render'd  him  j   Come  off  again  unknown.  Mother. 

Bel.  'Tis  well  done,  \tt  me  fee  the  Jewel,  Son  :, 
'Tis  a  rich  one,  curious  fet, 
Fit  for  (35)  a  Prince's  Burgonet  i 
This  rich  Token  lace  was  fenc 
By  the  Dutchefs,  with  intent, 
The  Marriage  next  Day  to  begin  ; 
Doll  thou  know  what's  hid  within  ? 
Wipe  thine  Eyes,  and  then  come  near. 
See  the  beauteous  Belvidere  j 
Now  behold  it; 

SiL  Oh,   my  Saint. 

Bel.  Wear  it  nobly,  do  not  faint. 

Sil.  How  blcfl:  am  I  in  this  rich  Spoil,  this  Pidure  i* 
For  ever  will  I  keep  it  here,  here.  Mother, 
For  ever  honour  it ;  how  oft,  how  chaftly 
Have  I  embrac'd  the  Life  of  this,  and  kid:  it? 

(33)    Toil  are  all  nvell  met.    Son  ; ]    So  the  Exlition  of  17II, 

u^ll  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  Copy  of  1647. 

(H)  ^"-^  '\n  fair  Valour]  The  cldcd  Copy  thus.     The  reft 

omit  the  Particle  in.  -  • 

(35)  a  Princefs*  Bur^onef  ;  ]  As  a   Burgonet  is  an  Head- 

dreis  only  fit  for  an  y^mazon,  I  imagine  we  faould  read  thus, 

— — ^  a  Princess  Burgonet, 

E  2  Bel 
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Bel.  The  Day  draws  on  that  thou  mud  home  return. 
And  make  thy  Anfwer  to  the  Dutchefs*  Queftion, 
I  know  it  troubles  thee,  for  if  thou  fail  in't— - 
Sil  Oh,  I  mud  die. 
Bel  Fear  not,  fear  not,  Til  be  nigh, 
Caft  thy  trouble  on  my  Back, 
Art  nor  Cunning  fhall  not  lack. 
To  prefer  ve  thee,  ft  ill  to  keep. 
What  thy  envious  foemen  feek ; 
Go  boldly  home,  and  let  thy  Mind, 
No  diftruftful  crofles  find  ; 
All  fhall  happen  for  the  beft  ; 
Souls  walk  through  forrows  that  are  bleft. 
Sil.  Then  I  go  confident. 
Bel.  But  firft  my  Son, 
A  thankful  Service  muft  be  done. 
The  good  old  Woman  for  her  pain. 
When  every  thing  ftands  fair  again, 
Muft  ask  a  poor  Boon,  ('36)  and  that  granting. 
There's  nothing  to  thy  Journey  wanting. 

Sil  Except  the  Trial  of  my  Soul  to  Mifchief, 
And  as  I  am  a  Knight,  and  love  mine  Honour, 
I  grant  it  whatfoever  — 

Bel  Thy  pure  Soul 
Shall  never  fink  for  me,  nor  howl. 
Sil  Then  any  thing. 
Bel  When  I  iliall  ask,  remember. 
■  Sil  If  I  forget,  Heaven's  Goodnels  forget  nnc, 
Bel  On  thy  Journey  then  awhile, 
To  the  next  crofs-way  and  ftilc 
I'll  conduct  thee,  keep  thee  true, 
To  thy  Miftrefs  and  thy  Vow, 
And  let  all  their  Envies  fall, 
rU  be  with  thee,  and  quench  all.  [Exeunt. 

(36) and  that  grant ingji   All  the  Editions  but  that  of  1647, 

cnuc  the  Particle  and. 


ACT 
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ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  DutcJoefs,  Syenna,  and  Lords. 

Syen.  T   A  D  Y ,  the   ftubborn  War's   more  mild  than 

L-j            you  are. 
That  allows  Ranfom,  and  thePrifoner  taken 

DuUh.  We  mud  not  be  too  hafty  :  Sir,  Remember, 
The  wrong  and  violence  you've  offer'd  us  •, 
Burnt  up  our  frontier  Towns,  made  prey  before  ye 
Both  of  our  Beads,  and  Corn  ;  flain  our  dear  Subje6ls, 
Open'd  the  fountain  Eyes  of  thoufand  Widows, 
That  daily  fling  their  Curfes  on  your  Fury  ; 
What  ord'nary  Satisfadlion  can  falve  this? 
What  hafty  thought-on  Ranfome  give  a  remedy  ? 
You  mud  excufe  us  yet,  we'll  take  more  Counfcl : 
In  the  mean  time,  not  as  a  Prifoner, 
But  as  a  noble  Prince  we  entertain  ye. 

Syen.  Pm  at  your  Mercy,  Lady,  'tis  my  Fortune, 
My  dubborn  Fate  ;  the  Day  is  yours,  you  have  me. 
The  valour  of  one  fingle  Man  has  crofs'd  me, 
Crod  me  and  all  my  hope  ;  for  when  the  Battels 
Were  at  the  hotted  game  of  all  their  Furies, 
(And  Conqued  ready  then  to  crown  me  Vidor) 
One  fingle  Man  broke  in,  one  Sword,  one  Virtue, 
(And  by  his  great  example  thoufinds  follow'd :) 
Oh  how  I  fliame  to  think  on't,  how  it  fliakes  me! 
Nor  could  our  dronged  Head  then  dop  his  Fury, 
But  like  a  Temped  bore  the  Field  before  him, 
Till  he  arriv'd  at  me  ;  with  me  he  buck'led, 
A  while  I  held  him  play  ;  at  length  his  Violence 
Beat  me  from  my  Saddle,  then  on  Foot  purfu'd  me. 
There  triumph'd  once  again,  then  took  me  Prifoner : 
When  I  was  gone,  a  fear  poflied  my  People. 

Dutch.  One  fingle  Arm,  in  a  jud  caufe,  Heav'n  pro- 

fpers- 

.Is  not  this  dranger  Knight  as  yet  dilcover'd. 
That  we  may  give  his  Virtue  a  due  Honour  ? 

E  ^  Lord, 
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Lord.  Not  yet  that  we  hear,  Madam,    but    to  that 
purpofe 
Two  Days  ago  we  publirti'd  Proclamations. 

Enter  Soto  ijoilh  a  Trumpet^  and  Silvio. 

Soto.  Oh  dainty  Dutchefs,  here  I  bring  that  Knight 
Before  thy  fragrant  Face,  tliat  warlike  Wight, 
He  that  Syennas  Duke,  and  all  his  I.outs 
Beat,  as  the  Proverb  feemly  fays,  to  Clouts  ; 
He  that  unhors'd  the  Man  o'  fame  to  boor. 
And  bootlcfs  taught  his  Grace  to  walk  afoot ; 
He  that  your  Writings  pack'd  to  every  Pillar, 
Promis'd  Promotion  to,  and  flore  of  Siller, 
I'hat  very  Man  I  fet  before  thy  Grace, 
And  once  again  pronounce,  this  Man  it  was; 

Dutch.    A    pretty     fooli/h    Squire,    what    muft    the 
Knight  be  ^ 

Syen.  Some  Jugler  or  fome  Mad-man. 

Sil.  I  was  not  fo, 
"When  thy  faint  Troops  in  Flocks  I  beat  before  me. 
When,  through  the  thickeft  of  thy  v/arlike  Horfe, 
I  fhot  my  felf  e*en  to  thy  Standard,  Duke, 
And  there  found  thee,   there  fingled  thee,  there  fhew'd 

thee 
The  temper  of  my  S'.vord.     'Tis  true,  thou  flood'fl:  me. 
And  like  a  noble  Soldier  bidO:  me  welcome  ; 
And  this  I'll  fay,  {o^y)  more  Honour  in  that  Arm 
1  found  and  tryed,  than  all  thy  Army  carried ; 
What  follows,  thy  Imprifonment  can  tell  thee. 

Syen.   His  fair  Relation  carries  Truth  and  Virtue, 
And  by  thofe  Arms  I  fee,  for  fuch  were  his, 
(So  old,  fo  rufty)  this  may  be  he  that  forc'd  me. 

(37)  more  honour  iv  that  ann']  To  find  Hotrour  in  an  Arm  is 

a  ftrange  Phrafe,  1  read,  the'  the  Change  is  pretty  groat, 
~— more  Valour  in  that  arm. 

So  at  the  End  of  the  former  Aft,  Silvio  fays, 

. this  arm  di [mounted  him    (Syenna) 

Becfi'vd  him  then  on  foot,  and  in  fair  Valour 
forced  hini  mine  oivn. 

Sil 


\ 
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5/7.  D'  you  know  this  Jewel  ?  from  your  Cask  I  rent  it. 
E'en  as  I  clos'd,  and  forced  ye  from  your  Saddle  ; 
D'  you  now  remember  me  ? 

Syen,  This  is  the  Valour, 
Madam,  for  certain  he,  it  mufl  be  he, 
That  Day  I  wore  this  Jewel,  you  remember  it. 

Dutch.   Yes,  very  well ;  not  long  before  I  fent  It. 

Syen.  That  Day  I  loft  this  Jew'l,  in  fight  I  loft  it, 
I  felt  his  ftrokcs,  and  felt  him  take  it  from  me  \ 
I  wore  it  in  my  Cask:  Take  it  again.  Sir, 
You  won  it  nobly,  'tis  the  prize  of  Honour. 

Soto,  My  Father  and  my  fclf  are  made  for  ever. 

Dutch.  Kneel  down,  brave  Sir  j  thus  my  Knight  firft  I 

raifc  ye 

Gird  on  a  Sword  ;  next,  Gen'ral  of  my  xArmy 
Give  him  a  Staff;  laft,  one  in  Counfcl  near  me. 
Now,  make  us  happy  with  your  fight.     How  !  Silvio! 

[pifccvers  himfelf. 
Have  I  on  thee  beftow'd  this  Love,  this  Honour  ? 
The  Treafons  thou  haft  wrought  fet  off  with  Favours? 
Unarm  him  prefently :  O  thou  foul  Traitor, 
Traitor  to  me,  mine  Honour,  and  my  Country, 
Thou  kindler  df  thefe  Wars- 

Sil.  Miftake  not.  Madam. 

Dutch.   Away  with  him  to  Prifon, 
See  him  fife  kept ;  the  Law  (hall  fhortly.  Sirrah, 
(38)  Find  fitter  Titles  for  ye,  than  I  gave  ye. 

Soto.  This  is  the  Youth  that  kill'd  me,  I'll  be  quit  with 
him. 
What  a  blind  Rogue  was  I,'  I  could  ne'er  know  him  ? 
And  *t  pleafe  your  Grace,  I  claim  the  Benefit 
O*  iW  Proclamation  that  proclaim'd  him  Traitor,  - 
1  brought  him  in. 

Dutch.  Thou  (halt  have  thy  reward  for't. 

Soto.  Let  him  be  hang'd,  or  drown'd  then. 

Dutch.  Away  with  him. 

Sil.  Madam,  I  crave  your  Promife  firft ;  you're  tyed 
to  it, 

{38)  Find  better  Titles ]  So  the  Oflavo,  but  the  1647  Copy, 

Find  fitter'- ■    ' 

•     E4  YouVe 
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YouVc  pafbM  your  Princely  Word.  • 

Dutch.  Prove  it,  and  take  it. 

Sil.  This   is  the  Day  appointed. 
Appointed  by  your  Grace  for  my  Appearance, 
To  anfwer  to  the  Queftion. 

Butch.  1  remember  it. 

Sil.  I  claim  it  then. 

Dutch.  \i  you  perform  it  not. 
The  Penalty  you  claim  too. 

6'/7.   I  not  rt- per.t  it  j 
If  I   abfolve  the  Words? 

Dutch,  Your  Life  is  free  then  ; 
You've  drawn  a  fpeedy  Courfe  above  my  Wiflies, 
To  my  Revenge,  be  furc  ye  hit  it  right, 
Or  Pll  be  fure  you  fliall  not  fcape  the  danger. 

Sil.  My  red  is  up  now,  Madam. 

Dutch.  Tl;en  play't  cunningly. 

Sil.  Now,  Where's  the  Hag  ?  Wliere  now  are  all  her 
Promifes 
She  would  be  with  me,  ftrcngthen  me,  inform  me? 
My  death  will  now  be  double  death,  ridiculous. 
She  was  wont  Hill  to  be  near,  to  feel  my  Miferies,' 
And  with  lier  Art :  I  fee  her  no  where  now  ; 
What  have  I  undertaken  ?  Now  fhe  fails  me  ; 
No  comfort  now  I  find,  how  my  Soul  ftiggers  ? 
Till  this  hour  never  fear  nor  doubt  poffeft  mc : 
She  cannot  come,  fhe  v/ill  not  come,  fh'as  fool'd  mc  :- 
(Sure  fhe's  the  Devil,)  has  drawn  me  on  to  Ruin, 
And  now  to  death  bequeaths^  me  in  my  danger. 

Sye.  He  ftands  diftrafted,  and  his  Colour  changes. 

Dutch.  I've  given  him  that  will  make  his  Blood  for- 
fake  him  ; 
Shortly  his  Life. 

Sye.  His  Hands  and  Contemplation 
Have  motion  Hill,  the  reft  is  Earth  already. 

Dutch.  Come,  will  ye  fpeak  or  pray  ?  Your  time  grows 
our.  Sir ; 
How  ev'ry  where  he  looks  ?  He's  at  lad  caft. 

Enter 
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Enter  Belvidere,  andsfecretly  gives  him  a  Paper,  and  Exit- 

Sye.  His  Colour  comes  again  frefli. 

Butch.  'Tis  a  flafli,  Sir, 
Before  the  flame  burns  out ;  can  ye  yet  anfwer? 

Sil.  Yes  Madam,  now  I  can. 

Dutch.  I  fear  you'll  fail  in'c. 

Sil.  And  do  not  think  my  Silence  a  Prefage, 
Or  Omen  to  my  end,  you  fhall  not  find  it ; 
I'm  bred  a  Soldier,  not  an  Orator. 
Madam,  perufe  this  Scrow],  let  that  fpeak  for  me. 
And  as  you're  Royal,  wrong  not  the  Conftru6lion. 

Dutch.  By  Heav'n  you  fhall  have  fair  play. 

^;7.  I  fhall  look  for't. 

Queflion. 

TELL  me  ivhat  is  that  only  things 
For  zuhich  ail  lFo7nen  long  •, 
2~et  having  ivhat  they  nwjl  defire^ 
'To  have  it  do*s  them  wrong* 

Anfwer. 

)"Tp/5  not  to  he  chafte^  nor  fair, 

i     {Such  Gifts  Malice  may  impair  j) 
Richly  tri7nm\l,  to  -walk  or  ride^ 

Or  to  wanton  unefpy*d ; 
To  preferve  an  honeji  Name, 

And  fo  to  give  it  up  to  Fame  ; 
Thefe  are  Toys.     In  good  or  ill 

They  defire  to  have  their  Will ; 
Tet  when  they  have  it,  they  abufe  it. 

For  they  know  7iot  how  to  ufe  it. 

Dutch.  YouVe  anfwer'd  right,  and  gain'd  your  Life,  I 

give  it. 
Sil.  Oh  happy  Hag !  But  my  mod  gracious  Madam, 
Your  Promife  ty'd  a  nobler  Favour  to  me, 
Dutch.  'Tis  true,  my  Daughter  too, 
Sil.  1  hope  you'll  keep  it. 

Dutch, 
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Dutch.  'Tis  not  in  my  power  now,  fhe's  long  fincc 
wander*d, 
Stollen  from  Court,  and  me ;  and  what  I  have  not 
I  cannot  give  :   No  Man  can  tell  me  of  her, 
Nor  no  fcarch  find  her  out ;  and  if  not  Silvio^ 
Which  ftrongly  I  believe' 

S'll.  Mock  me  not  Lady, 
For  as  I  am  a  Servant  to  her  Virtue, 
Since  my  firfl;  Hour  of  Exile,  I  ne'er  faw  her. 

Lord.  That  (he  is  gone,  'tis  too  too  true,  and  lamen- 
table. 
Our  laft  hope  was  in  you. 

Sil.  What  do  I  here  then. 
And  wherefore  have  I  Life  beftow'd  and  Honour  ? 
To  what  end  do  I  walk  ?  For  Men  to  wonder  at  ? 
And  fight,  and  fool  ?  pray  ye  take  your  Honours  from  me, 
(My  forrows  are  not  fit  Companions  for  'em) 
And  when  ye  pleafe,  my  Life.    Art  thou  gone  Miftrefs, 
And  wander'ft  Heav'n  knows  where  ?  this  Vow  I  make 

thee, 
That  till  I  find  thee  out,  and  fee  thofe  fair  Eyes, 
Thofe  Eyes  that  flied  their  Lights,  and  Life  into  me, 
Never  to  know  a  Friend,  to  feek  a  Kindred, 
To  reft  where  Pleafure  dwells,  and  painted  Glory, 
But  through  the  World,  the  wide  World,  thus  to  wander^ 
The  wretched  World,  alone,  no  Comfort  with  me, 
But  the  mecr  Meditations  of  thy  Goodnefs  j 
Honour  and  Greatnefs,  thus  Adieu.    ■ 

Enter  Belvidere. 

Bel.  Stay  Silv'Wy 
And  Lady  fit  again,  I  come  for  Juftice. 

^/7.  What  would  fhe  now  ? 

Bel.  To  claim  thy  Promife,  Silvio, 
The  Boon  thou  fwor'ft  to  give  me. 

Syeji.  What  may  this  be, 
A  Woman  or  a  Devil? 

Dutch.  'Tis  a  Witch  fure. 
And  by  her  means  he  came  t'  untwifl  this  Riddle. 

SiL 
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Sil.  That  I'm  bound  to  her  for  my  Life,  mine  Ho- 
nour, 
And  many  other  thoufand  ways  for  Comfort, 
I  here  confefs ;  confefs  a  Promife  too. 
That  what  flie'd  ask  me  to  requite  thcfe  Favours, 
Within  th'  endeavour  of  my  Life  to  grant, 
1  would,  and  here  I  ftand  my  words  full  Mafter. 

Bel.  I  wifli  no  more  ;  great  Lady,  witnefs  with  me ; 
The  Boon  I  crave  for  all  my  Service  to  thee. 
Is  now  to  be  thy  Wife,  to  grant  me  Marriage. 

S'll.  How  ?   For  to  marry  thee?   Ask  again  Woman, 
Thou  wilful  Woman,  ask  again. 

Bel.  No  more.  Sir. 

Sil.  Ask  Laiid,  and  Life. 

Bel,  I  ask  thee  for  a  Husband. 

Solo.  Marry  her,  and  beat  her  into  Gun-powder, 
She'd  make  rare  Crackers. 

S'll.  Ask  a  better  Fortune, 
Thou  art  too  old  to  marry  :   I'm  a  Soldier, 
And  always  married  to  my  Sword. 

Bel.  Thy  word,  Fool, 
Break  that,  and  I'Jl  break  all  thy  Fortunes  yet. 

Dutch.  He  fliall  not, 
I'm  witnefs  to  his  Faith,  and  I'll  compel  it. 

Syen.  'Tis  fit  ye  hold  your  word,  Sir. 

S'll.  Oh  moll  wretched  ! 

Dutch.  This  was  a  Fortune  now  beyond  my  Wifhes, 
For  now  my  Daughter's  free,  if  e'er  I  find  her. 

Sycn.  But  not  from  me. 

Dutch.   You're  fharer  in  this  Happinels, 
My  felf  will  wait  upon  this   Mrriage, 
And  do  th'  old  Woman  all  the  honour  pofTible. 

Sycn.  I'll  lead  the  Knight,  and  what  there  wants  in 
Dalliance,' 
We'll  take  it  out  in  Drink. 

5/7.  O  wretched  Silvio!  [_Exeunt. 
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SCENE        II. 

Enter  Lopez  and  Ifabella. 

Lop.  Haft  thou  fent  for'  him  ? 

Jfah.  Yes. 

Lop.  A  young  Man,  fay'fl  thou  ? 

Ifab.  Yes,  very  young,  and  very  amorous. 

Lop.  AndhandfomeP 

]fah.  As  the  Town  affords. 

Lop.  And  dar*ft  thou 
Be  fo  far  good,  and  Miftrcfs  of  thine  Honour, 
To  flight  thefe  ? 

.Jfah.  For  my  Flusband's  fake  to  curfe  'em. 
And,  fince  you've  made  me  Miftrcfs  of  my  Fortune, 
Never  to  point  at  any  Joy,  but  Flusband, 
I  could  have  cozen'd  ye,  but  fo  much  I  love  ye, 
And  now  fo  much  1  weigh  the  Eftimation 
Of  an  unfpotted  Wife • 

Lop.  I  dare  believe  thee. 
And  never  more  fhail  Doubt  torment  my  Spirit. 

Enter  Penurio. 

JJab.  How  now  Pemirio? 

Pen.  The  thing's  coming,  Miftrefs. 

Lop.  rii  take  my  ftanding. 

Peu.  Do,  and  I'll  take  mine.  [^Exil  Lopez. 

Jfab.  Where  didft  thou  leave  him  ? 

Pen.  I  left  him  in  a  Cellar, 
Where  he  has  paid  me  tightly,  paid  me  home  Miftrefs ; 
We'd  an  hundred  and  fifty  Healths  to  you,  fweet  Miftrefs, 
And  threefcorc  and  ten  Damnations  to  my  Mafter  j 
Miftrefs,  fliall  1  fpeak  a  foolifti  word, to  ye  ?    • 

Ifhb.  What's. that,  Penurio'^ 
The  Fellov/s  Drunk. 

Pen.  I  would  fain  know  your  Body. 

/fab.  How's  that  ?  How's  that  prithee  ? 

Pen.  I  would  know  it  carnally, 
I  would  conglutinate. 

■ffab.  The  Reafon,  Sirrah  ? 

Pen, 
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Pen.  Lobfler,  fweet  Miftrefs,  Lobfter. 
Ifab.  Thy  Matter  hears. 
Pen.  Lobfter,  fweet  Mafter,  Lobfter. 
Ifab.  Thou  art  the  moft  precious  Rogue. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Pen.  Moft  precious  Lobfter. 

Jfab.  D'  you  fee  who's  here  ?     Go  fleep,  ye  drunken 
Rafca!. 

Pen.  Remember  you  rcfufe  me  arm*d  in  Lobfter. 

[  Exit. 

Ifab.    Oh  my   loft  Rugio,   welcome,    welcome,  wel- 
come, 
A  thoufand  welcomes  here  I'll  feal. 

Cla.  Pray  ftay,  Lady, 
D'  you  love  me  ever  at  this  rate  ?  Or  is  th'  fit  now, 
By  reafon  of  fome  wrong  done  by  your  Husband, 
More  fervent  on  ye  ? 

Ifab.  Can  I  chufe  but  love  thee? 
Thou  art  my  Martyr,  thou  haft  (39)  fuffered  for  me, 
My  fweet,  fweet  RugiQ. 

Cla.  Do  you  do  this  ferioufly  ? 
'Tis  true,  I  would  be  entertained  thus. 

Ifab.  Thefe  are  nothing. 
No  Kifles,  no  Embraces,  no  Endearments, 
To  thofe . 

Cla.  Do  what  you  will. 

Ifab.  Thofe  that  ftiall  follow, 
Thofe  I  will  crown  our  Love  withal  ;  why  figh  ye? 
Why  look  ye  fad,  my  dear  one? 

Cla.  Nay,  faith  nothing. 
But  methinks  fo  fweet  a  Beauty,  as  yours  ftiews  to  me? 
And  fuch  an  Innocence  as  you  may  make  it, 
Should  hold  a  longer  Siege. 

Ifab.  Ha?  you  fpeak  Truth,  Sir. 

Cla.  I  would  not  have  it  fo. 

(39) — fuffered  far  ne. 

My  /iveef,  /weet  Rugio]  The  laft  Word$  are  omitted  by  all 
the  Copies  but  that  of  1647. 
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Ifab.  And  now  nicthinks, 
Now  1  confider  truly  what  becomes  me, 
I  have  been  cozen'd,  fearfully  abus'd, 
My  Reafon  blinded — 

Cla.  Nay,  I  did  but  jeft  with  yc. 

Ifah.  I'll  take  yc  at  your  word,  and  thank  ye  for*t. 
Sir ; 
Arid  now  I  fee  no  Sweetnefs  in  that  Perfon, 
Nothing  to  ftir  me  to  abufe  a  Husband, 
To  ruin  my  fair  Fame • 

Cla.  GooA  IfabelLi ! 

Ifah.  No  handfome  Man,  nor  any  thing  to  doat  on  5 
No  Face,  no  Tongue  to  catch  me,  poor  at  all  Points, 
And  I  an  Afs. 

Cla.  Why  do  ye  wrong  me,  Lady  ? 
If  I  were  thus,  and  had  no  Youth  upon  me  ; 
My  Service  of  fo  mean  a  way  to  win  ye ; 
(Which  you  your  fcifare  confcious  muft  defcrve  ye, 
If  y*  had  thrice  the  B;:auty  you  poflefs,  muft  reach  ye,) 
If  in  my  Tongue  your  Fame  lay  wrack'd,  and  ruin'd 
With  every  Cup  I  drink  -,   if  in  Opinion 
I  were  a  loft:,  defam'd  Man — but  'tis  common. 
Where  we  love  moft,  where  moft  we  ftake  our  Fortunes,- 
There  Icaft  and  bafeft  we're  rc.varded  i  fare  ye  well, 
Know  now  I  hate  you  too  as  much,  contemn  ye. 
And  weigh  my  Credit  at  as  high  a  value— 

Ifab.  May  be  I  did  but  jeft. 

Cla.  You  are  a  Woman, 
And  now  I  fee  your  Wants,  and  mine  own  Follies, 
And  task  my  felf  with  Indifcrction, 
For  doating  on  a  Face  fo  poor. 

Ifab.  Say  ye  fo,  Sir  ? 
(I  muft  not  l(/e  my  end)  I  did  but  jeft  with  you, 
Only  fool'd  thus  to  try  your  Faith  j  my  Rtfgio, 
D'  you  think  I  could  forget  ? 

Cla.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter. 

Ifab.  Is't  pofTible  I  ftiould  forfake  a  Conftancy, 
So  ftrong,  fo  good,  fo  fweet  ? 

Cla.  A  fubtle  Woman. 

Ifab.  You  fliall  forgive  me,  'twas  a  Trick  to  try  ye. 

And 
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And  were  I  fure  ye  lov'd  me • 

Cla.  Do  you  doubt  now  ? 

Ifah.  I  do  not  doubt,  but  he  that  would  proFefs  this. 
And  bear  that  full  Affedion  you  make  fliew  of. 
Should  do 

CU.  What  fiiould  I  do  ? 

Ifah,  I  cannot  fhew  ye. 

Cla.  ril  try  thee,  damned'ft  Devil ;  hark  ye,  Lady. 
No  Man  fliall  dare  do  more,  no  Service  top  me, 
ril  marry  ye. 

Ifah,  How,  Sir  ? 

Cla.  Your  Husband's  fentenc'd. 
And  he  (hall  die 

Ifah.  Die? 

Cla.  Die  for  ever  to  ye, 
The  Danger  is  mine  own. 

Ifah.  Die,  did  ye  tell  me  .? 

Cla.  He  fliall  die,  I  have  cafl  the  way. 

Ifah.  Oh  foul  Man, 
Malicious,  bloody  Man ! 

Enter  Lopez.' 

hop.  When  fliall  he  die.  Sir, 
By  whom,  and  how  ? 

Cla.  Hafl:  thou  betraid  me,  Woman  ? 

Ifoh.  Bafe  Man,  thou  would'ft  have  ruin*d  me,  my 
Name  too. 
And  like  a  Toad,  poifon'd  my  virtuous  Memory; 
Further  than  all  this,  dofl:  thou  fee  this  Friend  here. 
This  only  Friend  ?  (fiiame  take  thy  Lufl:  and  thee, 
And  fliake  thy  Soul,)  his  Life,  the  Life  I  love  thus. 
My  Life  in  him,  my  only  Life  thou  aim'fl:  at. 

Oa.  Am  I  catcht  thus? 

Lop.  The  Law  fliall  catch  ye  better. 

Ifah.    You   make    a   Trade  of  betraying    Women's 
Honours, 
And  think  it  (40)  noble  in  you  to  be  luftful. 
Report  of  me  hereafter • 

(40)  —noble  in  to  he  /uf/ul,]   Tou  is  from  the  anclcnleft  Edition, 

Cla. 
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Cla.  Fool'd  thus  finely  ? 

Lop.  1  muft   intreat  ye  walk,  Sir,  to  the  Jullicc, 

Where  if  he'll  bid  ye  kill  me- 

Cla.  Pray  ftay  a  while.  Sir  ; 
I  muft  ufe  a  Player's  fhift ;  do  you  know  mc  now,  Lady  ? 
Lop.  Your  Brother  Claudia  furc. 
Jfab.  Oh  me,  'tis  he.  Sir, 
Oh  my  beft  Brother. 

Cla.  My  beft  Sifter  now  too  ; 
Pve  tryed  ye,  found  ye  lb,  and  now  I  love  ye, 
Love  ye  fo  truly,  nobly — 

Lop.  Sir,  1  thank  ye, 
YouVe  made  me  a  moft  happy  Man. 

Cla.  Thank  her.  Sir, 
And  from  this  Hour  prelerve  that  Happinefs, 
Be  no  more  fool'd  with  Jealoulie — 

Lop.  I've  loft  it. 
And  take  me  now  new  born  again,  new  natur'd. 

Jfab.  I  do,  and  to  that  Promife  tye  this  Faith, 
Never  to'  have  a  falfe  Thought  tempt  my  Virtue. 

Lop.  Enough,  enough,  I  muft  defire  your  Prefence, 
My  Coufin  Rodope  has  fent  in  all  hafte  for  us, 
Pm  fure  you  will  be  welcome. 
Cla.  I'll  wait  on  ye. 
Lop.  What  th'  Projed  is — 
Ifab.  We  fliall  know  when  we're  Lherc,  Sir. 

[  Exeunt; 

S     C      E      N      E       in. 

Enier  Duicbefs,  Syenna,  Lords,  and  Silvio. 

Dutch.  Joy  to  you,  Silvio.,  and  your  young  fair  Bride  i 
You've  ftol'n  a  Day  upon's ;  you  cannot  wooe.  Sir. 

Sil.  The  joys  of  Hell  hang  over  me,  oh  Mifchief ! 
To  what  a  Fortune  has  the  Devil  driv'n  me? 
Am  I  referv'd  for  this .'' 

Syen.  Beftirew  me.  Sir, 
But  you  have  gotten  you  a  right  fair  Bedfellow, 
Let  you  alone  to  chufc. 

^/7. 
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^\l.  I  befeech  your  Grace- 


*Tis  Mifery  enough  t'  have  met  the  Devil» 
Not  Mens  Reproaches  too. 

Syen,  How  old  is  fhe  ? 

Dutch.  A  very  Girl,  her  Eye  delivers  it. 

Syen.  Her  Teeth  are  fcarce  come  yet. 

Lord,  What  goodly  Children 
Will  they  two  have  now?  fhe's  rarely  made  to  breed  on. 
What  a  fweet  timber'd  Body  ? 

Butch.  Knotty  i'th'  Back, 
But  will  hold  out  the  ftronger  ;  what  a  Nofe? 

Syen.  Ay  marry,  fuch  a  Nofe,  fo  rarely  mounted. 
Upon  my  Confcience,  *tw  is  the  part  he  doted  on. 

Dutch.   And  that  fine  little  Eye  to't,  like  an  Elephant's. 

Lord.  Yes,  if  her  Feet  were  round,  and  her  EarsSachels. 

Syen.  For  any  thing  we  kncfW ■ 

Sil.  Have  ye  no  Mercy  ? 
No  Pity  in  your  Bloods,  to  ufe  a  Wretch  thus? 
You  Princes,  in  whofe  Hearts  the  bed  Companions, 
Nearefl:  to  thofe  in  H^av'n,  fhould  find  fit  Places, 
Why  d'  you  mock  at  Mifery?  fling  fcorns  and  bafenefs 
Upon  his  broken  Back,  that  finks  with  Sorrows  ? 
Heav*n  may  reward  you  too,  and  an  Hour  come, 
(41)  When  all  your  great  Defigns  fhall  fhew  ridiculous. 
And  your  Hearts  pinch'd  like  mine 

\Mufick  in  divers  Places* 

Dutch.  Fie,  Sir,  fo  angry 
Upon  your  Wedding-day  ?  go  fmug  your  felf. 
The  Maid  will  come  anon ;  what  Mufick*s  this  ? 

Syen.  I  warrant  you  fome  noble  Preparation. 

Dutch.  Let's  take  our  Places  then. 

Sil.  More  of  thefe  Devil's  dumps  ? 
Muft  I  be  ever  haunted  with  thefe  Witchcrafts  ? 

(41)  When  ail  her ]  Tourt  which  is  the  true  Leftion,  is  only 

to  be  found  in  the  firft  Folio. 
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Enter  a  Mafquerado  of  feveral  Shapes,  and  Dances,  after 
ubichy  EtUer  Bclvidcre  and  difperfes  them  -,  Ihfore  the 
Aiaskcr^,  Enter  tzi-o  Prefenters,  aynong  which  are  B;ir- 
tcllo,  Lopez,  Claudio,  llabcJla,  Rodope,  Soto,  Pcnurioi, 
and  Jaquener. 

1  Pre.  Room,  room  for  merry  Spirits,  room, 
Hither  on  command  we  come. 

From  the  good  old  Beldam  fcnt. 
Cares  and  Sorrows  to  prevent. 

2  Prd.  Look  up  Silvio,  fmile,  and  fing. 
After  Winttr  comes  a  Spring. 

1  Pre.  Fear  not,  faitrt  Fool,  what  may  follow, 
Eyes  that  now  are  funk  and  hollow. 

By  her  Art  may  quick  return 
To  their  Flames  again,  and  burn. 

2  Pre.  Art  commands  all  Youth  and  Blood, 
Strength  and  Beauty  it  makes  good. 

I  Pre.  Fear  not  then,  defpair  not,  fing. 
Round  about  as  we  do  Spring  ; 
Cares  and  Sorrows  caft  away, 
This  is  th'  old  Wives  Holy-day. 

[Dance  loere,  then  entir  Belviderc. 
Dutch.  Who's  this? 
Syen.  The  ihape  of  Belvidere. 
Bel.  Now  Silvio, 
How  dofl  thou  like  me  now  ? 
Sil.  Thus  I  kneel  to  thee. 

Bd.  Stand  up,  and  come  no  nearer,  mark  mc  well  too. 
For  if  thou  iroublcft  me,  I  vanilh  inftantly  j 
•     Now  chufe  wifely,  or  chufe  never. 
One  thou  muft  enjoy  for  ever. 
Dofl  thou  love  me  thus  ? 
Sil.   Mod  dearly. 

Bel.  Take  heed.  Fool,  it  concerns  thee  nearly. 
If  thou'k  have  me  young  and  bright, 
Pleafing  to  thine  Eye  ar.d  Sight, 
Courtly,  and  admir*d  of  all, 
Take  hi&^^\  kit  thy  Fame  do  fall  ; 

I 
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\  fhall  then  be  fuIJ  of  fcorn. 
Wanton,  proud,  ( beware  the  Horn) 
Hating  what  I  Jov'd  before, 
Flattery  apt  to  fall  before. 
All  confuming,  nothing  getting. 
Thus  thy  fair  Name  comes  to  fetting, 
Bjt  if  old,  and  free  from  thefe. 
Thou  (halt  chufe  me,  I  fhall  pleale  j 
1  fliall  then  maintain  thee  ft  ill, 
With  my  Virtue  and  my  Skill, 
Still  increafc  and  build  thy  Name, 
Chufe  now,  Silvio^  here  I  am. 
Sil.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  which  way  to  turn  me, 
Into  thy  fovercign  Will  I  put  my  Anfwer. 

^W.  1  thank  ye.  Sir,  and  my  will  thus  rewards  ye. 
Take  your  old  Love,  your  beft,  your  dcareft,  Silvio ; 
No  more  Spells  now,  nor  further  Shapes  to  aker  me, 
I  am  thy  Behidere  indeed.     Dear  Mother, 
There  is  no  altering  this  j  Heav*n's  Hand  is  with  it  ; 
And  now  you  ought  to  give  me,  he  has  fairly  won  me. 
Sil.  But  why  that  Hag? 
Bel.  In  that  Shape  moft  fecure  ftill, 
I  folio w'd  all  your  Fortunes,  fcrv*d,  and  counfcUM  ye. 
i  met  ye  at  the  Farmer's  firft,  a  Country- wench. 
Where  fearing  to  be  known,  I  took  that  Habit, 
And  to  make  ye  laughing-fport  at  this  mad  Marriage, 
By  fecret  aid  of  my  Friend  Rodope 
We  got  this  Mask. 
Sil.  And  am  I  fure  I  have  ye  ? 
Bel.  For  ever  now,  for  ever. 
Butch.  You  fee  it  muft  be. 
The  Wheel  of  Deftiny  hath  turn*d  it  round  fo. 
Syen.  ft  muft,  it  is,  and  curs'd  be  he  that  breaks  it. 
Dutch.    I'll  put  a  Choice  to  you,    Sir  j    y'  are    my 

Prifoner— — 
Syen.   I  am  fo,  and  I  muft  be  fo,  till't  pleafe  you — - 
Dutch.  Chufe  one  of  thefe,  either  to  pay  a  Ranfom, 
At  what  rate  I  ftiall  fct  it,   which  ftiall  be  high  enough, 
And  fo  return  a  Free-man,  and  a  Butchclor  -, 
Or  give  me  leave  to  give  you  a  fit  Wife, 

F  i  In 
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In  honour  ev*ry  way  your  Grace's  Equal, 
And  lo  yf  ur  Ranfoni*s  paid. 

S\en    You  fay  moll  nobly, 
Silvio*s  Example's  mine,  pray  chufe  you  for  me. 

Dutch.  I  thank  yc,  Sir,   I've  got  the  maft'ry  too. 
And  h.Tc  I  give  your  Grace  a  Husband's  freedom: 
Give  me  your  Hand,  my  Husband. 

Syen    You  much  lionour  me. 
And  I  (halJ  ever  ferve  you  for  this  Favour. 

Bar.  Come,  Lopez,  let's  give  our  Wives  th*  Breeches  too, 
For  they  will  have  *em. 

Lop.  Whilrt  they  rule  with  Virtue 
I'll  give  'em  Skin  and  all. 

J/hh.   We'll  fcratch  it  offelfe. 

^/7.  [Turning  to  Cl.iudio.']  I'm  glad  ye  live,  more  glad 
ye  live  to  honour, 
And  from  this  Hour  a  (Ironger  Love  dwell  with  us : 
Pray  take  your  Man  again. 

C/a.  He  knows  my  Houfe,  Sir. 

Dutch.  'Tis  Sin  to  keep  you  longer  from  your  Loves, 
We'll  lead  the  way  ;  and  you  young  Men  that  know  not 
How  to  preferve  a  Wife,  and  keep  her  fair. 
Give  'em  their  Sovereign  Wills,  and  pleas'd  they  are. 

{^Exeunt, 
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TOM  Lurcher. 
Jack  VVildbrain, 
GeniUmen. 
Jtiftice  Algripe. 
Frank  Heartlove. 
Toby. 
Servants, 
Sexton. 
Bell- Ringers. 
Boy. 

A  Lady,  Mother  to  Maria^ 
Maria. 
Nurfe. 

Miflrefs  Ncwlovc^ 
JVomen. 
Mijlrcfs, 
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ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 

Enfer  Tom  Lurcher,  an^  Jack  Wildbrain. 
Lurcher. 

ly;  IVild.  What  Wind  brought  thee  hither  ? 

|k  (i)  In  what  hollow  Tree,  or  old  rotten  Wall 

^,  Haft  thou  been  like  a  S\^'al low  all  this  Winter  ? 

^"  Where  haft  thou  been,  Man  ? 

Lur.  Following  the  Plow. 

Wild.   What  Plow?    Thou  haft  no  Land, 
Stealing  is  thy  own  Purchafe. 

Lur.  The  bcft  Inheritance. 

JFihl. 

{\]  Ir.  ii-hat  to/Ioiv  Tree,  or  raff  en  Waill  The  Addition  I  have  m;ide 
to  this  Line  is  from  the  Quarto  of  1640.  Mr.  Theobald,  who  has  be 
ftow'd  much  Pains  in  c .Hating  this  Play,  with  the  above-me.uion'J 
Quarto,  has,  by  I  don't  know  what  Ovrerfight.  mifs'd  this  Lection. 
The  Reader  will  find  that  the  Slips  this  Gentleman  has  made,  wiih 
relation  to  hi?  Collating,  will  appear  but  a?  a  GUaning  to  the  Harvcit. 
And  as  1  would  not  clog  the  Page,  nor  tire  the  Reader  with  the  Kcoe- 

F  A.  titioa 
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IFjIJ.  Not  in  my  Opinion, 
Thou  hadrt  five  hundred  Pound  a  Year. 

Lur.  *l"is  gone. 
Prithee  no  more  on't ;  have  I  not  told  thee. 
And  oftentimes,  Nature  made  all  Men  equal. 
Her  diflribution  to  each  Child  alike  ; 
'Till  Labour  came  and  thruft  a  new  Will  in. 
Which  1  allow  not-,  'till  Men  won  a  Privilege 

(2)  By  that  they  call  Endeavour,  which  indeed 
Is  nothing  but  a  lawful  Coufenage, 

An  allow'd  way  to  cheat  ?  why  fhould  my  Neighbour, 
That  hath  no  more  Soul  than  his  Horfe-keeper, 
Nor  bounteous  faculties  above  a  Broom-man, 
Have  fourty  thoufand  Pounds,  and  I  four  Groats  ? 
Why  fhould  he  keep  it? 

mid.  Thy  old  Opinion  ftill. 

Lur.  Why  fhould  that  Scriv'ner, 
That  ne'er  writ  Rcafon  in  his  Life,  nor  any  thing 
That  Time  e'er  glory'd  in  i  that  never  knew 
How  to  keep  any  Courtefie  conceal'd, 
But  Ncverint  tmiverfi  muft  proclaim  it, 
Purchafe  perpetually,  and  I  a  Rafcal  ? 
Confider  this,  why  Ihouldthat  mouldy  Cobler 
Mar;  y  his  Daughter  to  a  wealthy  Merchant, 
A  id  give  five  thoufand  Pounds  ?  Is  this  good  Juftice?     , 
Becaule  he  has  a  tougher  Conftitution, 
Can  feed  upon  old  Songs,  and  fave  his  Mony, 
Therefore  muft  I  go  beg  ? 

mid.  What's  this  to  thee  ? 

(3)  i  hou  canft  not  mend  it,  if  thou  be'ft  detcrmin'd 
To  rob  all  like  a  Tyrant,  yet  take  heed 

A  keener  Juftice  do  not  overtake  thee, 
And  catch  you  in  a  Noofe. 

titinn  of  Mr.  T!  cohald\  Name,  and  thus  reads  the  old  ^arto,  (o  I  beg 
him  to  lake  nonce,  that  where  the  prcient  I  ext  is  read  diflerenily  from 
theoiher  Copie-.,  'tii  from  Mr.  H^iobaWs  Collation,  tho*  I  name  him 
not.  What  1  have  obfcrv'd,  which  he  has  overlook'd,  will  be  fufR- 
ciently  diilinguiOi'd  by  the  Note  fubjoined. 

(2)  But   that  thry  call 

(3)  Thou  canjl  not  mettd^ 

Lur^ 
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Lur.  I  am  no  Wood -cock : 
He  that  (hall  fie  down  frighted  with  that  foolery 
Is  not  worth  Pity,  let  me  alone  to  fhuffle  : 
Thou  art  for  Wenching. 

Wild.  For  Beauty  I,  a  fafe  Courfe, 
(4)  No  halter  hangs  in  my  way,  I  defie  it. 

Lur.  But  a  worfe  Fate,  a  wilful  Poverty. 
For  where  thou  gain'fl:  by  one  that  indeed  loves  thee, 
A  thoufand  will  draw  from  thee,  'tis  thy  Dciliny  ; 
One  is  a  kind  of  weeping  Crofs,  Jacky 
A  gentle  Purgatory,  do  not  fling  at  all, 
You'll  pay  the  Box  fo  often,  'till  you  perifh. 

IVild.  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  Sir,  'tis  my  Pleafure ; 
I  will  imploy  my  Wits  a  great  deal  fader 
Than  you  (hall  do  your  Fingers  ;  and  my  Loves, 
If  I  miftakc  not,  fhail  prove  riper  Harveft 
And  handfomer,  (5)  and  come  within  kfs  Danger. 
Where's  thy  young  Sifter  ? 

Lur.  I  know  not  where  flie  is,  fhe's  not  worth  caring  for. 
She  has  no  Wit.  Oh  you'd  be  nibling  with  her  ? 
She's  far  enough  I  hope,  I  know  not  where. 
She's  not  worth  caring  for,  a  lullen  thing. 
She  wou'd  not  take  my  Counfcl,  Jacky  and  fo 
I  parted  from  her. 

Wild.  Leave  her  to  her  Wants  ? 

Lur.  I  gave  her  a  little  Money,  what  I  could  fpare  ; 
She  had  a  Mind  to  th'  Country,  fhe  is  turn'd. 
By  this,  (6)  fome  Farmer's  dairy'Maid,  I  may  meet  her 
Riding  from  Market  one  Day,  'twixt  her  Dorlers, 
If  I  do,  by  this  Fiand  I  wo'not  fpare 
Her  Butter  Pence. 

JVild.  Thou  wilt  not  rob  thy  Sifter. 

Lur.  She  fnall  account  me  for  her  Eggs  and  Cheefes, 

(4)   No  halter  hangs  in  the  ixay, 

(,-)  and  come  within  Ujs  Danger.}  The  more  natural  Read- 
ing Ihould  feem  to  be  this, 

and  come  in  wiih  lefs  Danger. 

(6)  fome  Fariier's  dairy  Maid, ]     That  this  i>  Senfe, 

and  may  be  true,  I  won't  difpute  ;  but  I  can*t  yet  help  thinking  that 
the  better  Reading  is, 

•——a  Farmer'j  dairy  Maii^^'-m 

mid. 
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JVild.  A  prctry  Girl  ;  did  not  old  Algripe  Jove  her  ? 
A  very  pretty  Girl  fhe  was. 

hur.  Some  fuch  thing, 
But  he  was  too  wife  to  fallen  -,  let  her  paft. 

IVild.  Then  w here's  thy  Millrels  ? 

Lur    Where  you  flia*  not  find  her, 
Nor  know  what  StihT  fhe  is  made  on,  no  indeed,  Sir, 
(7)  I  chofe  her  not  for  your  ufe. 

IV'tld.  Sure  fhe*s  handfome. 

Lur.  Yes  indeed  is  Ihc,  fhe  is  very  handfome, 
But  that's  all  one. 

Wild.  You'll  come  to  th*  Marriage  ?     Lur,  Is  it 
To  Day  ?    Wild.  Now,  now,  they  arc  come  from  Church 
now. 

hur-  Any  great  Preparation, 
Docs  1\^!\!(\zz  Akripe  fhew  his  Power  ?  Wild.  Very  glorioii?, 
And  glorious  People  there.    Lur.    I  may  meet  with  him 
Yer  t-*cr  1  die,  as  cunning  as  he  is. 

Wild.  You  may  do  good,  To;/;,  fS)  at  the  Marriage, 
We've  Plate  and  dainty  things. 

Lur.  Do  you  no  harm,  Sir  ; 
For  yet  methinks  the  Marriage  (Tiould  be  marr'd 
U  thou  niay'fl:  have  thy  Will,  fiirewel,  fay  nothing.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Gentlemen. 

Wild.  You  are  welcome,  noble  Friends. 

I  Gent.  I  thank  you  Sir. 
Nephew  to  the  old  Lady,  his  Name's  Wildbrain, 
And  wild  his  befl  Condition.  2  Gent.  I  have  heard  of  him, 
I  pray  ye  tell  me,  Sir,  is  young  Maria  merry 
After  her  Marriage  Rites?  Does  fhe  look  lively? 
How  docs  fhe  like  her  Man  ?     Wild.  Very  icurvijy. 
And  as  untowardly  fhe  prepares  her  felf, 
But  it  is  mine  Aunt's  will,  that  this  dull  Metal 
Mufl  be  mixt  with  her,  to  allay  her  Handfomenefs. 
I  Gent.  Had  Heartlove  no  fall:  Friends  ? 
li^'ild.  His  Means  are  little. 
And  where  thofc  Littles  are,  as  little  Comforts 

(7)  /  choofc  her 

jg]  „■  at  the  Carriage, 

Ever 
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Ever  keep  Company:  I  know  flie  loves  him. 

His  Memory  beyond  the  Hopes  of 

Beyond  the  Indies  in  his  mouldy  Cabinets, 
But  'tis  her  unhandfome  Fate 

Enter  Frank  Heartlove. 

I  Gent.  I'm  forty  for't. 
Here  comes  poor  Frank  ;  nay  we  are  Friends,  ftart  not.  Sir, 
We  fee  your  Willow,  and  are  forry  for'r, 
And  though  it  be  a  Wedding,  we're  half  Mourners. 

Frank.  Good  Gentlemen,  remember  not  my  Fortunes, 
They  are  not  to  be  help'd  by  Words. 

M'^ild.  Look  up  Man, 
A  proper  fcnfible  Fellow,  and  fhrink  for  a  Wench  ? 
Are  there  no  more  ?  Or  is  flie  all  the  Handfomenefs  ? 

Frank.  Prithee  leave  fooling. 

Wild.  Prithee  leave  thou  whining  ; 
Have  Maids  forgot  to  love  ? 

Frank.  You  are  injurious. 

IFild.  Let  'em  alone  a  while,  they'll  follow  thee. 

1  Gent.  Come,  good  Frank, 
Forget  now,  fince  there  is  no  Remedy, 

And  fhew  a  merry  Face,  as  wife  Men  would  do. 

2  Gent.  Be  a  frtt  Guefl,  and  think  not  of  thofe  Paflagcs. 
Wild.  Think  how  to  nick  him  home,  thou  know'ft  llie 

doats  on  thee, 
(9)  Graffe  me  a  dainty  Medlar  on  his  Crabftock  ; 
Pay  me  the  dreaming  Puppy. 

Frank.  Well,  make  your  Mirth,  the  whilfl  I  bear  my 
Miftry: 
Honed  Minds  would  have  better  Thoughts. 

Pf^ild.  I  am  her  Kinfman, 
And  love  her  well,  am  tender  of  her  Youth, 
Yet  honeft  Frank,  before  I'd  have  that  Stinkard, 
That  walking  rotten  Tomb,  enjoy  her  Maidenhead— 

Frank.  Prithee  leave  mocking. 

H'^ild.  Prithee  Frank  believe  me  ; 
Go  to,  confider,  hark,  they  knock  to  dinner,  [^Knock  within. 

(9)  Graf  mc—^ 

Come 
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Come,  wo't  thou  go  ? 

2  Gent.  1  prithee  Fratik  go  with  us. 
And  hiugh  and  dance  as  we  do. 

Frank.    You're  light,  Gentlemen, 
Morhing  to  weigh  your  Hearts,  pray  give  me  leave, 
I'll  come  and  fee,  and  take  my  Leave. 

IVild.   We'll  look  for  you,  [when 

Do  not  defpair,  I  have  a  Trick  yet.  [Exit  ]  Frank.  ( lo)  Yes, 
I'm  mifchievous  I  will  believe  your  Frojcds .? 
She's  i^one,  for  ever  gonp,   I  cannot  help  it, 
Mv  Hopes  and  all  my  Happinefs  gone  with  her, 
Gone  like  a  pleafng  Dream  :  What  Mirth  and  Jollity 
Reigns  round  about  this  Houfe  ?  How  every  Office 
Sweats  with  new  Joys?  Can  fhe  be  merrv  too  .'' 
Is  all  this  Plcafurc  fet  by  her  Appointment  ? 
Sure  Ih'as  a  falfe  Heart  then  j  ftill  they  grow  louder—- 
The  old  Man'.s  God,  his  Gold,  has  won  upon  her, 
(Light-hearted  Cordial  Gold)  and  all  my  Services 
That  offer'd  naked  Trut*^,  are  clean  forgotten ; 
Yet  jf  Oie  were  compell'd  — but  it  can't  be. 
!■   I  could  but  imagine  her  Will  mine. 
Although  he  had  her  Body 

Enter  Lady  and  Wildbrain, 

Lady.  He  fliall  come  in. 
Walk  without  Doors  o'this  Day  ?  though  an  Enemy, 
It  mufl:  not  be. 

IVild.  You  muft:  compel  him.  Madam. 

Lady.  No,  fhe  (hall  fetch  him  in.  Nephew  't  fhall  be  fo, 

mid.    It  will  be  fittelh  lExit. 

Frank.  Cm  fair  Maria\oo\i  again  upon  me? 
Can  there  be  fo  much  Impudence  in  Sweetnefs? 

Enter  Maria. 

Or  has  flie  got  a  ftrong  Heart  to  defie  me  ? 
She  com-s  her  felf  j  how  rich  fhe  is  in  Jewels ! 
Methinks  they  fhow  like  frozen  Hides, 
Cold  Winter  had  hung  on  her  j  how  the  Rofes, 


(lo)  Frank.  When  J  am  mi/chicvout 


That 
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That  kept  continual  fpring  within  her  Cheeks, 

Are  wither'd  with  the  old  iVlan's  dull  Embraces  ? 

She  would  fpeak  to  me.     1  can  figh  too.  Lady, 

But  trom  a  founder  Heart :  Yes,  and  can  weep  too. 

But  'tis  for  you,  that  ever  1  belicv*d  you. 

Tears  of  more  pious  Value  than  your  Marriage; 

(i  i)  You  would  encafe  your  Iclf,  and  I  mufl:  credit  you. 

So  much  my  old  Obedience  compels  from  me; 

Go,  and  forget  me,  and  my  Poverty- 

1  need  not  bid  you,   you're  too  perteft  that  way  : 
But  ftill  remember  that  I  lov*d  Maria, 
Lov'd  with  a  loyal  Love ;  nay  turn  not  from  me, 
I  will  not  ask  a  Tear  more,  you  are  bountiful. 
Go  and  rejoice,  and  I  will  wait  upon  you 
That  little  of  my  Life  left. 

Mar.  Good  Sir,  hear  me  : 
"What  has  been  done,  was  th'  A(5l  of  my  Obedience 
And  not  my  Will,  forcd  from  me  by  my  Parents: 
Now  'tis  done,  do  as  I  do,  bear  it  handfumely. 
And  if  there  can  be  more  Society, 
Without  Difhonour  to  my  Tie  of  Marriage, 
Or  Place  for  noble  Love,  I  fhall  love  you  ftill. 
You  had  the  firft,  the  laft,  had  my  Will  profper*d. 
You  talk  of  little  time  of  Life,  dear  Frank, 
Certain  I  am  not  marry'd  for  Eternity  : 
The  Joy  my  Marriage  brings,  tells  me  Pm  mortal. 
And  fhorter  liv'd  than  you,  elfe  I  were  miferable  j 
Nor  can  the  Gold  and  Eafe  his  Age  hath  brought  me 
Add  what  I  coveted.   Content.     Go  with  me. 
They  feck  a  Day  of  Joy,  prithee  let's  fhow  it. 
Though  it  be  forc'd,  and  by  this  Kifs  believe  me. 
However,  I  muft  live  at  his  command  now, 
ril  die  at  yours. 

Frank.  I  have  enough,  I'll  honour  ye.  [ExetwL 

(i  i)  Tou  ivouU enczfe ycur  fe//, ]    There  is  a  Difficulty  in  this 

Word  encafe,  which  render^  the  Line  obfcure,  to  fay  no  more.  The 
Reader  is  left  to  underlland  it  if  he  can  :  But  I  rather  fuppole,  that 
excufe,  though  receding  a  gocd  deal  from  the  Trace  of  the  Letters, 
bids  faireft  for  the  genuine  Lcdion. 

Enter . 
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Enter  Lurcher. 

Lur.  Here  are  my  Trinkets,  and  this  lufty  Marriage 
I  mean  to  vifir,  I  have  Shifts  o/aiJ  Sorts, 
And  here  are  'thouHmd  Wheels  to  fet  *em  working  -, 
I'm  very  merry,  for  I  know  this  Wedding 
Will  yield  mc  lurty  Pillage:  If  mad  WildgocfCy 
That  debauch'd  Rogue,  keep  but  his  ancient  Revels, 
And  breed  a  Hubbub  in  the  Houfe,  I'm  happy. 

Entn  Boy, 

Now  what  are  you  ? 

Boy.  A  poor  diftrcfTcd  Boy,  Sir, 
Friendlefs  and  comfortlefs,  that  would  introat 
Some  Charity  and  Kindncfs  from  your  Worfhip  j 
I  would  fain  ferve.  Sir,  and  as  fain  endeavour 
With  duteous  Labour  to  deferve  the  Love 
Of  that  good  Gentleman  fliould  enter:ain  me. 

Lur.  A  pretty  Boy,  but  of  too  mild  a  Breeding, 
Too  tender,  and  too  bafliful  a  Behaviour : 
What  canft  thou  do  ? 

Boy.  I  can  learn  any  thing 
That's  good  and  honefl,  and  fliall  pleafe  a  Mafter. 

Lur.  He  blulhcs  as  he  fpeaks,  and  that  I  like  not, 
I  love  a  bold  and  fecurc  Confidence, 
An  Impudence  that  one  may  truft  :  This  Boy  now. 
Had  1  inflrudied  him,  had  been  a  Jewel, 
A  Treafure  for  my  Ufe  :  Thoucan'Il  not  lye? 

Boy.  I  would  not  willingly. 

Lur.  (12)  Nor  thou'It  no  Wit 
To  difTcmble  neatly  ? 

Boy.  Do  you  love  fuch  Boys,  Sir  ? 

Lur.  Oh  mainly,  mainly,  I'd  have  my  Boy  impudent. 
Out-face  all  Truth,  yet  do  it  pioufly  ; 
Like  Proteus^  caft  himfelf  into  ail  Forms, 
As  fudden  and  as  nimble  as  his  Thoughts  ; 
(13)  Blench  at  no  Danger,  though  it  be  the  Gallows, 
Nor  make  no  Confcicnce  of  a  Cofcnage, 

(12)  Nor  thou  III/}  not  Ult 

(13)  Blanch  at  ?io  Danger, 

Though'c 
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Though't  be  i'th*  Church.  Your  foft,  demure,  ftill  Chil- 
dren- 
Are  good  for  nothing,  but  to  get  long  Graces 
And  ling  Songs  to  dull  Tunes-,  I  would  i<.eep  thee 
And  cherifli  thee,  hadfl:  thou  any  adlive  Quality, 
And  be  a  tender  Mafter  to  thy  Knavery, 
But  thou'rt  not  for  my  ufe. 

Boy.  Do  you  fpeak  this  Terioufly  ? 

Lur.  Yes  indeed  do  I. 

Boy.  Would  you  have  your  Boy,  Sir, 
Read  in  thelc  moral  Milchiefs? 

Ltir.  Now  thou  mov'll  me. 

Boy.  And  be  a  well-train'd  Youth  in  all  Adivitics  ? 

Liir.  By  any  means. 

Boy.  Or  do  you  this  to  try  me. 
Fearing  a  pronenefs  ? 

Lur.   I  Ipcak  this  to  make  thee. 

Boy.  Then  take  me,  Sir,  and  cherifh  me,  and  love  me. 
You  have  me  what  you  would  :  believe  me,  Sir, 
1  can  do  any  thing  for  your  advantage. 
I  guefs  at  what  you  mean  j  I  can  lie  naturally, 
As  eafily  as  I  can  Qeep,  Sir,  and  fecurcly  j 
As  naturally  I  can  ftcal  too- 

Lur.  That  I'm  glad  on. 
Right  heart'] y  glad  on,  hold  thee  there,  thou'rt  excellent. 

Boy.  Steal  any  thing  from  any  Body  living. 

Lur.  Not  from  thy  Mafter, 

Boy.  That  is  mine  own  Body, 
And  mult  not  be. 

Lur.  The  Boy  mends  mightily. 

Boy.  A  rich  Man,  that  like  Snow  heaps  up  his  Monies, 
I  have  a  kind  of  pious  Zeal  to  meet  dill  ; 
A  Fool  that  not  defcrves  'em,  1  take  pity  on. 
For  fear  he  fliould  run  mad,  and  fo  I  eafe  him. 

Lur.  Excellent  Boy,  and  able  to  inftruft  me, 
Of  mine  ov/n  Nature  jufl. 

Boy.  I  fcorn  all  hazard. 
And  on  the  edge  of  Danger  I  do  bed,  Sir. 
I  have  a  thoufand  Faces  to  deceive, 
And  to  thofe,  twice  fo  many  Tcngues  to  flatter. 

An 
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An  Impudence,  no  Brafs  was  ever  tougher. 
And  tor  my  Conlcience 

Lnr.  Peace,   I've  found  a  Jewel, 
A  Jewel  all  the  Indies  cannot  match. 
And  thou  fha't  feel 

Boy.  This  tittle,  and  Pve  done,  Sir ; 
I  never  can  confefs,  I've  that  Spell  on  me  ; 
And  fuch  rare  Modefties  before  aMagiftrate, 
Such  Innocence  to  catch  a  Judge,  fuch  Ignorance  — 

Lur.  ril  learn  of  thee,  thou  art  mine  own,  come  Boy, 
I*J1  give  thee  adion  prcfently. 

Boy.  Have  at  you. 

Lur.  What  mull  I  call  thee  ? 

Boy.  Snap,  Sir. 

Lur.  'Tis  moft  natural, 
A  Name  born  to  thee,  fure  thou  art  a  Fairy  ; 
Shew  but  thy  Skill,  and  I  fhali  make  thee  happy. 

Enicr  Lady,  Nurfe,  Mijlrefs  Newlove  and  Toby. 

Lady.  Where  be  thefe  Knaves  i*  who  ftrews  up  all  the 
Liveries  ? 
Is  the  Bride's  Bed  made  ? 

Tohy.  Yes,   Madam,  and  a  Bell 
Hung  under  't  artificially. 

Lady.  Out,  Knave,  out, 
Mud  we  (14)  have  larums  now? 

Toby.  A  little  warning  [Madam ; 

That   we  (15)  may  know  when  to  begin  our  Healths, 
The  Juftice  is  a  kind  of  old  Jade,  Madam, 
That  will  go  merrieft  with  a  Bell. 

Lady.  All  the  Houfe  drunk  ? 

1'oby.  This  is  a  Houfe  of  Jubilee. 

Lady.  Are  the  bed  Hangings  up }  and  th'  Plate  fet  out  ? 
Who  makes  the  Pofler,  Nurfe  ? 

Nurfe.  The  Dairy  Maid, 
And  Ihe  will  put  that  in,  will  make  him  caper: 
Well,  Madam,  well,  you  might  ha'  chofe  another, 

(14)  ■  ■  haie  'larms  nonx  ? 

(15)  •-"  may  knoi':  to  begin. 
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(i6)  A  handfomer  for  your  Years. 

Lady.  Peace,  he  is  rich,  Nurfe, 
He  is  rich,  and  that's  Beauty. 

Nurfe.  I  am  fure  he  is  rotten,  {magdnt„ 

Would  he  had  been  hang*d  ( 1 7)  when  he  firft  faw  her.  Ter- 

Lady.  What  an  angry  Quean  is  this,  where,  who  looks 
to  him  ? 

*Toby.  Hc*s  very  merry.  Madam,  Mafter  IFildhrain 
Has  him  in  Hand,  i'th'  bottom  o*  the  Cellar, 
He  fighs  and  tipples- 

Nurfe.  Alas,  good  Gentleman, 
My  Heart's  fore  for  thee. 

Lady.  Sorrow  muft  have  his  Courfe,  Sirrah, 
Give  him  fome  Sack  to  dry  up  his  remembrance. 
How  does  the  Bridegroom  ?  I  was  afraid  of  him.     [hin7= 

Nurfe.  Hc*s  a  trim  Youth  to  be  tender  of,  Hemp  take 
Muft  my  fweet  new  blown  Rofe  find  fuch  a  Winter 
Before  her  Spring  be  near  ? 

Lady.  Peace,  peace,  thou  'rt  foolilh.  [hobbles, 

(18)  Nurfe.  And  dances  like  a  Town-Top,  and  reels  and 

Lady,  Alas,  good  Gentleman,  give  him  not  much  Wine, 

T'oby.  He  fhall  ha'none  by  my  Confent, 

Lady.  Are  th'  Women  comforting  my  Daughter? 

{xd)  A  handfomer  for  your  Tears.]  As  the  Lady  is  the  chufing  Per- 
fon,  and  her  Neice  (he,  for  whom  the  Choice  was  made,  poffibly  we 
ihould  read 

■  ■ '  ■»  for  her  Tears. 

('?)  •  ivhen  he  firjl  faiv  her.     Termagant.]     This  Wcrd 

feems  to  have  no  right  to  be  put  in  the  Nurfe's  Mouth,  but  pofllbly 
might  have  been  in  the  Lady's ;  and  I  fuppofe  the  Millake  to  have  pro- 
ceeded from  the  Author's  own  Copy,  who  dcfign'd  Termagant  to  ftand 
in  the  place  oi  Angry  ^ean,  and  put  it  over  the  Words  angry  ^eam 
without  daihing  them  out,  thus. 
Termagant 
Angry  ^ean. 
which  the  Editor  not  confidering,  took  the  Liberty  to  make  TermO' 
gant  the  Conclufion  of  the  Nurfe's  Speech,  and  fuffei'd  angry  ^ea» 
Itill  to  ftand  in  the  Lady's. 

{18)  Nurfe.  AnJ  dances  like  a  ToivnTop,']  The  putting  this  Line  ia 
the  Nurfe's  Mouth  is  againll.  all  Senfe  and  Reafon,  and  confounds  the 
Difcourfe:  I  fufpedl  thefe  Words  belong  to  Toby,  whofe  Speech  at 
Sighs  and  Tipples  being  inieriMpicd  by  the  Lady  and  the  Nunc,  is  here 
refum'd  and  finilhcd. 
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NevJ.  Yes,  yes,  Madam, 
And  reaJing  to  her  a  Pattern  of  true  Patience, 
They  read  and  pray  for  her  too. 

Nurff.  They  had  need. 
Ye  had  better  marry  her  to  her  Grave  a  great  deal : 
There  will  be  Peace  and  Reftj  alas  poor  Gentlewoman  ! 
Mud  fhe  become  a  Nurfe  now  in  her  Tendcrnefs? 
Well  Madam,  well,  my  Heart  bleeds. 

Lady.  Thou  'rt  a  Fool  dill — 

Nurfe.  Pray  Heav'n  I  be. 

Lady.  And  an  old  Fool  to  be  vext  thus. 
'Tis  late,  fhe  mud  to  Bed,  go.  Knave,  be  merry. 
Drink  for  a  Boy  -,  away  to  all  your  Charges.       [Exeunt. 

Enter  Wildbrain,  and  Frank  Heartlove. 

H^ild.  Do  as  thou  wo*t ;  but  if  thou  doft  refufc  it 
Thou  art  the  ftupid'ft  Afs — there's  no  Jong  arguing, 
I'ime  is  too  precious,  Frank. 

Frank.  I'm  hot  with  Wine, 
And  apt  now  to  believe  j  but  if  thou  doft  this 
Out  of  a  Villany,  to  make  me  wrong  her. 
As  thou  art  prone  enough 

IVild.  Does  (he  not  love  thee.'' 
Did  fhe  not  cry  down- right,  e'en  now,  to  part  with  thee  ? 
Had  fhe  not  fwooned  if  I  had  not  caught  her.^ 
Canft  thou  have  more  ? 

Frank.  I  muft  confefs  all  this. 

fi>lld.  Do  not  dand  prating,  and  mifdoubting,  cafting, 
If  fhe  go  from  thee  now,  flie*s  loft  for  ever  ; 
Now,  now  fhc's  going,  fhe  that  loves  thee  going. 
She  whom  thou  lov'ft 

Frank.  Pray  let  me  think  a  little.  [her. 

^Fild.  There  is  no  leifurci  think  when  thou'ft  embraced 
Can  fhe  imagine  thou  didft  ever  honour  her  ? 
Ever  believe  thy  Oaths,  that  tamely  fufFer'ft 
An  old  dry  Ham  of  Horfe-fleOi  to  enjoy  her? 
Enjoy  her  Maiden-head  ^  take  but  that  from  her. 
That  we  may  tell  Pofterity  a  Man  had  it, 
A  handfom  Man,  a  Gentleman,  a  young  Man, 
To  fave  the  Honour  of  our  Houfe,  the  Credit : 

»Tis 
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'Tis  no  great  matter  I  dcfire.     Frank.  I  hear  you, 

IVild.  Free  us  both  from  the  fear  of  breeding  Fools 
And  Ophs,  got  by  this  Shadow:  (19)  we  talk  too  long." 

Frank.  (20)  She's  going  now  to  Bed,  among  the  Women, 
What  opportunity  can  I  have  to  meet  her  ? 

IVild.  Let  me  alone,  haft  thou  a  Will?   fpeak  found  ly, 
Speak  difcreetly,  fpeak  home  and  handfomly, 
Is't  not  Pity,  nay  Mifery,  nay  Infamy,  to  leave 
So  rare  a  Pie  to  be  cut  up  by  a  Rafcal  ? 

(2 1 )  Frank.  I  will  go  prefently  j  now,  now,  I  (lay  thee. 

PFild.  Such  a  dainty  Doe  to  be  taken 
By  one  that  knows  not  Neck-beef  from  a  Pheafant, 
(22)  Nor  cannot  relifli  Braggat  from  Ambrofia. 

(19)   ijoe  walk  too  long. 

(20)  She  is  going  to  Bed. 

(21)  Frank.  I  ivill  go  prefently;  nomj,  now,  I  flay  thee."]  The  lat- 
ter half  of  this  Line  certainly  belongs  to  Wildbrain,  who  thinking 
Frank's  prefently,  too  cool  an  Expreflion  for  a  thing  fo  fuddenly  to  be 
executed,  as  the  cuckolding  of  the  Juilice,  fays,  Noiv,  noiv.  But 
what  then  is  or  can  be  the  Meaning  of,  I ftay  thee  ?  It  might  poiiibly 
be 

prefently.     Wildbrain.  Konv,  noiVy  Ifay. 

And  then  he  continues  his  former  Speech, 
Such  a  dainty  Doe. 

(22)  A^or  ffl^ffo/ rf/(/2' Braggat /row  Ambrofia.]  Our  Authors  in  this 
place  have  receded  from  the  common  Acceptation  oi  Ambrojia,  making 
that  the  Liquor  here,  which  the  general  Run  of  the  Clailics  call  the 
Meat  of  the  Gods.  But  they  are  not  deftitute  of  good  Authority  fcr  fo 
doing.  Thus  in  Athenaui.  B.  IL  C.  2.  AnaxarJrides  introduces 
one  Saying,  that  he  eats  Neftar  and  drinh  Ambrolla,  ijc.  And 
Sappho  too  to  the  fame  purpofe,  a  little  lower,  fays  in  one  of  her 
Poems, 

A  Banjul  Ambrofialiuas  jnixed. 
Apuleius,  B.  Vr.  amorg  the  Latins  takes  the  fame  liberty,  when  Ffycht 
is  to  be  made  immortal,   Mercury  holds  out  a  Cup  of  Ambrofia  to  htr^ 
and  bidi  her  drink  of  it,  i5c. 

After  I  had  wrote  this,  I  found  the  fame  Obfervation  had  been 
made  by  Le  Clerc,  in  his  Notes  upon  Hefiod^%  Theogony,  ver.  640. 
Neither  are  our  Authors  the  only  Englijh  Poets  who  make  Ambrofis 
the  Gods  Drink  :  Taylor,  the  Water  Poet,  has  done  the  fame  in  hi» 
Pennylefs  Pi/i^rimage, 

And  I  intreat  you  take  theft  Words  for  No-lyes  ; 

I  had  good  A(\\X'i.-\\t2e.,   RofaSo-lies, 

With  fxueet  Ambrofia  ( the  Gods  o'u;h  Drink) 

Mojl  excellent geere  for  Mortals  as  I  think. 
But  how  this  Perfor.  came  by  the  Knowledge  of  fuch  a  Thing,  I  have 
neither  Will  nor  Lcifure  to  examine  at  prefent^ 
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Is  it  not  Confcience  ? 

Frank.  Yes,  yes,  now  I  feel  it. 

fVild.  A  meritorious  thing? 

Frank.  Good  Father  l^fildgoofe^ 
I  do  confefs  it. 

If'Vd.  Come  then  follow  me. 
And  pluck  a  Man's  Heart  up-,  1*11  lock  thee  privately, 
Where  fhe  alone  fhall  prefently  pafs  by, 
None  near  to  interrupt  thee  ;  but  be  furc  ■ 

Frank.  I  fliali  be  (ure  enough,  lead  on,  and  crown  me. 

U^ild.  No  wringings  in  your  Mind  now  as  you  love  me. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Lady yM^na,  J ujlicey  Gentlemen^  Nur/e,  Newlove. 

Lady.  *Tis  time  you  were  a-bed. 

Jujl.  I  prithee,  Sweetheart, 
Confider  my  NccefTity,  why  art  fad? 
I  muft  tell  you  a  Tale  in  your  Ear  anon  — 

Nurfe.   Of  Tom  Tburnl; ; 
I  believe  that  will  prove  your  (lifFeft  Story. 

N^w.  I  pity  the  young  Wench. 

1  Gent.  And  fo  do  I  too. 

2  Gent.  Come,  old  Sticks  take  fire. 

1  Gent.  But  the  Plague  is,  he'll  burn  out  inftantly  ; 
Give  him  another  Cup. 

2  Gent.  Thole  are  but  flafhes, 

A  Tun  of  Sack  won't  fet  him  high  enough. 
Will  ye  to  Bed  ?         Mar.  I  mult. 

I  Gent.  Come,  have  a  good  Heart, 
(23)  And  win  him  like  a  Bowl  to  lye  clofe  to  you; 
Make  your  bed  ufc. 

jfuji.  Nay  prithee,  Duck,  go  inftantly, 
ril  dance  a  Jig  or  two  to  warm  my  Body. 

Enter  Wildbrain. 

fP^iId.  »Tis  almofl  Midnight. 
Lady.  Prithee  to  Bed,  Maria. 

(13)  /Inii  win  him  like   a  Boavf]   A  fingle  Letter  fccms  wanting 

hcce. 

And  wind  him  likt  a  Biirl. 

mid. 
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IVili.  Q<^  you  afore,  and  Jet  the  Ladies  follow, 
And  leave  her  to  her  Thoughts  awhile,  there  muft  be 
A  time  of  taking  leave  of  thefe  fame  fooleries, 
(24)  Bewailing  o'  their  Maiden-heads. 

Lady.  Come  then, 
We'll  wait  i'th'  next  Room.     Jufi.  Do  not  tarry  j  for  if 
Thou  doft,  by  my  troth  I  fhall  fall  afleep,  Mall.       [£y, 
IVild.  Do,  do,  and  dream  of  Dotcrcis,  get  you  to  Bed 
quickly, 
And  let  us  ha'  no  more  ftir,  come,  no  crying, 
*Tis  too  late  now,  (25)  carry  your  fclf  difcrectly  : 
The  old  Thief  loves  thee  dearly,  that's  the  benefit ; 
For  the  reft  you  muft  make  your  own  play  i  nay  not  that 

way, 
They'll  pull  ye  all  to  pieces  for  your  Whim-whams, 
Your  Garters  and  your  Gloves,  go  modcftly, 
And  privately  fteal  to  Bed,  'tis  very  late,  Mall^ 
For  if  you  go  by  them  fuch  a  new  larum  ■ 

Mar.  1  know  not  which  way  to  avoid  *em. 
JViU.  This  way. 
This  through  the  Cloyfters,  and  fo  fteal  to  Bed  j 
When  you  are  there  once,  all  will  feparatc 
And  give  ye  reft  ;  I  came  out  of  my  Pity 
To  fhew  you  this. 

Mar.  I  thank  you.     Wxld.  Here's  the  Keys, 
Go  prefently  and  lock  the  Doors  faft  after  ye, 
That  none  (hall  follow. 
Mar.  Good  Night. 
Wild.  Good  Night,  fweet  Coufin. 
A  good  and  fweet  Night,  or  I'll  curfe  thee,  Frank.    \_Ex, 

Enter  Frank  Heartlove. 

Prank.  She  ftays  long,  fure  young  IVtldgoofe  has  abus'd 
me, 
H*as  made  fport  wi'me,  I  may  yet  get  out  again, 

(24)  Bewailing  others  Maitien-heaJs.'\  I  have  made  no  fcrupJe  to 
recede  from  the  old  Text ;  as  Mr.  Theobald  concurrM  in  the  fame  Al- 
teration. 

(25)   tarry  your  felves. 

G  3  And 


102        lie  Night'Walker :  Or, 

And  I  may  fee  his  Face  once  more ;  I  ha'  foul  Intentions, 
But  they  are  drawn  on  by  a  fouler  dealing. 

Enter  Maria. 

Hark,  hark,  it  was  the  Door, 

Something  comes  this  way,  wondrous  dill  and  dealing, 
May  be  fomc  walking  Spirit  to  affright  mc. 
Mar.  Oh  Heav*n  my  Fortune. 
Frank.  'Tis  her  Voice,  day. 
Mar.  Save  me, 
Blefs  me,  you  better  Powers. 
frank.  I  am  no  Devil. 
Mar.  Y'are  little  better  to  didurb  mc  now. 
Frank.  My  Name  is  Heartlove. 
Mar.  Fie,  fie,  worthy  Friend. 
Fie,  noble  Sir. 

Frank.  I  mud  talk  farther  with  yc, 
You  know  my  fair  Affeftion— —  • 

Mar.  So  prefcrve  it ; 
You  know  1  am  married  now,  for  diame  be  civiler. 

Not  all  the  Earth  fliall  make  mc • 

Frank.   Pray  walk  this  way. 
And  if  you  ever  lov*d  me  ■ 

Mar.  Take  heed,  Franks 
^ow  you  divert  that  Love  to  Hate,  go  home  prithee. 
Frank.  Shall  he  enjoy  that  Sweet  ? 
Mar.  Nay  pray  unhand  me. 

Frank.  He  that  never  felt  what  Love  was  ?  Mar.  Then 
I  charge  yoj 
Stand  farther  off.  Frank.  I'm  tame,  but  let  me  walk  wi*ye. 
Talk  but  a  Minute. 

Mar.  So  your  Talk  be  honed, 
And  my  untainted  Honour  fuffcr  not, 
ril  walk  a  turn  or  two. 

Frank.  Give  me  your  Hand  then.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Wildbrain,  Jifftice,  Lady,  Nurfe^  Gentlemen^ 
JVotnen^  Newlovc. 

Juji.  She  is  not  in  her  Chamber. 
Lady,  She's  not  here. 

mid. 
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Wild.  And  I'll  tell  you  what  I  dream'd • 

"Juji.  Give  me  a  Torch. 

I  Gent.  Be  not  too  hafty,  Sir. 

Wild.  Nay  let  him  go  : 
For  if  my  Dream  be  true  he  mud  be  fpecdy. 
He  will  be  (26J  trickt,  and  blaz*d  elfe. 

Nurfe.  As  I  am  a  Woman 
I  cannot  blame  her  if  fhe  take  her  liberty  ; 
Would  fhe  would  make  thee  Cuckold,  thou  old  Bully, 
A  notorious  Cuckold,  for  tormenting  her. 

Lady.  I'll  hang  her  then. 

Nurfe.  I'll  blefs  her  then,  fhe  does  Juftice  -, 
Is  this  old  (linking  Dogs-flefh  for  her  Diet  ? 

IVild.  Honed  Nurfe  prithee  do  not  fret  too  much. 
For  fear  I  dream  you'll  hang  yourfelf  too. 

Jujl.  Th'  Cloifter .'  [Wild,  wbifpen  the  Juftice. 

Wild.  Such  was  my  fancy,  1  don't  fay  'tis  true, 
Nor  do  I  bid  you  be  too  confident. 

Juft.  Where  are  the  Keys,  the  Keys,  I  fay  >     Wild.  I 
dream'd  {he 
Had 'em  to  lock  herfelf  in.     Nurfe,  What  a  Devil 
Mean  you? 

Enter  Servant. 

Wild.  No  harm,  good  Nurfe,  be  patient. 

Ser.  They  are  not  in  the  Window,  where  they  ufe  to  be. 

Wtld.  What  foolifh  Dreams  are  thefe? 

Juft.  I'm  mad. 

Wild.  I  hope  fo. 
If  you  ben't  mad,  I'll  do  my  bed  to  make  ye. 

1  Gent.  This  is  feme  Trick. 

2  Gent.  I  fmcll  the  Wildgoofe. 

Juft.  Come,  Gentlemen,  come  quickly,  I  bcfeech  you, 
Quick  as  you  can,  this  may  be  your  Cafe,  Gentlemen  i 
And  bring  fome  Lights,   fome  Lights.  [Exit. 

Wild.  Move  fader,  fader,  you'll  come  too  late  elfc. 

(26)  ■  trickt,  and  hla'zd.'\  Tricking   is  drawing  any  Per- 

fon*s  Arms,  with  Pen  and  Ink  ;    Blazoning  them  ii  to  ftt  ihcm  forth 
in  their  proper  Colours. 
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I'll  (lay  behind  and  pray  for  yc,  1  had  rather  (he  wercdiflio- 
Than  thou  (houldft  have  her.  [neft 

Enter  Maria  and  Frank. 

Mar.  Y*arc  moft  unmanly  •,  yet  I  have  fomc Breath  left, 
And  this  Steel  to  defend  me  •,  come  not  near  me, 
por  if  you  offer  but  another  Violence, 
As  1  have  Life  1*11  kill  you  ;  if  I  mifs  that. 
Upon  my  own  Heart  will  1  execute. 
And  let  that  fair  Belief  out,  I  had  of  you.  [Follies: 

Frank.  Moft  virtuous  Maid,  I've  done,   forgive  my 
Pardon,  O  pardon,  I  now  fee  my  Wickednefs, 
And  what  a  monftrous  Shape  it  puts  upon  me. 
On  your  fair  Hand  I  fcal. 

Enter  Juflice, 

Jujl.  Down  with  the  Door. 

Mar.  We  are  bet  ray  *d  \  Oh  Frank  y  Frank! 

Frank.  I'll  die  for  ye. 
Jlathcr  than  you  (hail  fuffer,  I'll [Enier  all, 

Jujl.   Now  enter, 
Enter,  fweet  Gentlemen  ;  mine  Eyes,  mine  Eyes, 
O  how  my  Head  akes.     i  Gent.  Is  it  poffible  ? 

2  Gent.  Hold  her,  (he  finks.     Mar.  A  Plot  upon  my 
Honour 
To  poifon  my  fair  Name,  a  (ludy*d  Villany  : 
Farewcl,  as  I  have  hope  of  Peace,  l*m  honeft. 

JuJl.   My  Brains,  my  Brains,  my  monftrous  grains, 
they  bud  fure. 

Nurfe.  She  is  gone,  fhe  is  gone. 

Jujl.  A  handfome  riddance  of  her. 
Would  I  could  as  eas'ly  lofe  her  Memory. 

Nurfe.  Is  this  the  Sweet  of  Marriage,  have  I  bred  thee 
For  this  Reward? 

1  Gent.  Hold,  hold,  he's  defperate  too. 

JuJ}.  Be  fure  ye  hold  him  faft,  we'll  bind  him  over 
To  the  next  Seft'ions,  and  li  I  cari,  I'il  hang  him. 

Frank.  Nay  then  Til  live  to  be  a  Terror  to  thee. 
Sweet  Virgin  Rofc  farcwel  -,  Heav'n  has  thy  Beauty, 
That*s  only  fit  for  Hcav'n.     Vl\  live  a  litrle 

To 
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To  find  the  Villain  out  that  wroug;ht  this  Injury, 
And  then  mod  bleflcd  Soul  Til  climb  up  to  thee. 
Farewel,    I  feel  my  felf  another  Creature.  [£xf/. 

Lady,  Oh  Mifery  of  Miferies 

Nurfe.  I  told  ye,   Madam. 

Lady.  Carry  her  in,  you  will  pay  back  her  Portion  ? 

Jujl.  No  not  a  Penny,  pay  me  back  my  Credit, 
And  1*11  condition  wi'ye. 

Lady.  A  fad  Wedding ! 
Her  Grave  muft  be  her  Bridal-Bed  ;  oh  Mall^ 
Would  I  had  wed  thee  to  thy  own  Content, 
Then  I  had  had  thee  ftill. 

Juji.   I'm  mad,  farewel, 
Another  wanton  Wife  will  prove  a  Hell.  {^Exeunt, 


ACT     11.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Tom  Lurcher,  and  bis  Boy. 

Lur.  \  T  7  H  AT  haft  thou  done  ? 

VV    Boy.  I've  walked  through  all  the  Lodgings. 
A  Silence,  as  if  Death  dwelt  there,  inhabits. 

Lur.  What  haft  thou  leen  ? 

Boy.  Nought  but  a  (ad  Confufion, 
Every  thing  left  in  fuch  a  loofe  Dilbrder, 
That  were  there  twenty  Thieves,  they  would  be  laden. 

Lur.  *Tis  very  well,  I  like  thy  Care,  but  *tis  ftrangc 
A  wedding  Night  ftiould  be  fo  folitary.  [Sicknefs 

Boy.   Certainly  there's  fbme   Caufe,    fomc   Death  or 
Is  fallen  fuddenly  upon  feme  Friend, 
Or  fome  ft  range  News  is  come. 

Lur.  Are  they  all  a-bed? 

Boy.  I  think  fo,  and  found  afleep,  unlefs  it  be 
Some  Women  that  keep  watch  in  a  low  Parlor, 
And  drink,  and  weep,  I  know  not  to  what  end, 

Lur.  Where's  all  the  Plate? 

Boy.  Why  lockt  up  in  that  Room  : 
I  faw  th*  old  Lady,  e'er  flie  went  to  Bed, 
Put  up  her  Plate,  and  fomc  of  the  rich  Hangings 

In 
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In  a  fmall  long  Cheft  -,  Chains  and  Rings  arc  there  too  5 
It  flands  clofc  by  the  Table  on  a  Form. 

lAir.  *Twas  a  good  notice,  didft  thou  fee  the  Men  ? 

Boy.  I  faw  them  fad  too,  and  all  take  their  leaves. 
But  what  they  faid  I  was  too  far  to  hear.  Sir. 

Lur.  *ris  daintily  difcover*d,  we  (hall  certainly 
Have  a  moft  profp'rous  Night  j  which  way  ? 

Boy.  A  clole  one, 
A  Back-Door,  that  the  Women  have  left  open. 
To  go  in  and  out  to  fetch  Neceffaries, 
Clofe  on  the  Garden  fide. 

Lur.  I  love  diligence : 
Wert  thou  not  fearful  ? 

Boy,  Fearful.?  1*11  be  hang'd  firft. 

Lur.  Say  they  had  fpied  thee. 

Boy.  I  was  then  determin'd  [p^ny, 

T*  have  cry'd  downright  too,  and  have  kept  *em  Com- 
As  one  that  had  an  Intereft  in  their  Sadnefs  j 
Or  made  an  Errand  to  I  know  not  whom.  Sir. 

Lur.  My  dainty  Boy,  let  us  difcharge  ;  that  Plate 
Makes  a  perpetual  Motion  in  my  Fingers 
'Till  I  have  faft  hold  of  it. 

Boy.  Pray  be  wife,  Sir,  do*t  handfomly,  ben*t  greedy, 
Let's  handle  it  with  fuch  an  Excellence 
As  if  we  would  bring  thieving  into  Honour  : 
We  mud  difguife,  to  fright  thefe  reverend  Watches. 

Lur.  Still  my  blefl  Boy. 

Boy.  And  clear  the  Room  of  drunken  Jealoufies  \ 
The  Cheft  is  of  fome  weight,  and  we  may  make 
Such  noife  i'the  carriage  we  may  be  fnap*d. 

Lur.   Come  open,  here's  a  Devil's  Face. 

Boy.  No,  no,  Sir,  we'll  have  no  fhape  fo  terrible. 
We  will  not  do  the  Devil  fo  much  pleafure 
To  have  him  face  our  Plot. 

Lur.  A  winding  Sheet  then. 

Boy.  Thai's  too  cold  a  Shift, 
I  would  not  wear  the  Reward  of  my  Wickednefs; 
I  wonder  you're  an  old  Thief,  and  no  cunninger, 
W  here's  the  long  Cloak  ? 

Lur,  Here,  here. 

Boy.  Give  me  the  Turbant  And 


the  Lilt  tie  *Tbief.  i  o  7 

And  the  falfe  Beard  :  I  hear  fome  coming  this  way ; 
Stoop,  ftoop,  and  let  me  fit  upon  your  Shoulders, 
And  now  as  I  dire6t — (lay,  let  them  enter, 
And  when  I  touch  move  forward,  make  no  Noifc. 

Enter  Nurfe  and  Toby. 

Nurfe.  Oh  'tis  a  fad  time,  (27)  all  the  burnt  Wine's 

drank,  Nick. 
7'oby.  We  may  thank  your  dry  Chaps  for't,  th*  Ca- 
nary's gone  too. 
No  Subftance  lor  a  forrowful  Mind  to  work  upon  ; 
I  cannot  mourn  in  Beer :  if  fhe  (hould  walk  now, 
Asdifcontented  Sprites  are  wont  to  do— — 
JNurfi.  And  meet  us  in  the  Cellar. 
'toby.  What  fence  have  we  with  fingle  Beer  againft  her  ? 
What  Heart  can  we  defie  the  Devil  with  ? 
Nurfe.  The  March  Beer's  open. 
Toby.  A  Fortification  of  March  Beer  will  do  well, 
I  muft  confefs  'tis  a  moft  mighty  Armour, 
For  I  prefume  I  cannot  pray. 

Nurfe.  Why,  Nicholas?  [Prayers 

Toby.   We  Coachmen  have  fuch  tumbling  Faiths,  no 
Can  go  an  even  Pace. 

Nurfe.  Hold  up  your  Candle. 
Toby.  Verily  Nurfe,  I  havecry'd  fo  much 
For  my  young  Miftrefs  that  is  mortify'd. 
That  if  i  have  not  more  Sack  to  fupport  me, 
I  (hall  e'en  (leep  •,  Hey  ho,  for  another  Flaggon  ; 
Thefc  Burials  and  Chriftnings  are  the  mournfulft  Matters, 
And  they  ask  more  Drink. 

Nurfe.  Drink  to  a  fad  Heart's  needful. 
Toby.  Mine's  ever  fad,  for  I  am  ever  dry,  Nurfe. 
Nurfe.  Methinks  the  Light  burns  blue,  I  prithee  fnu(Fir, 
There's  a  Thief  in't,  I  think. 
Toby.  There  may  be  one  near  it. 
Nurfe.  What's  that  that  moves  there,  i'th'  Name  of — 
Nicholas  ? 
That  thing  that  walks. 

Toby.  Would  I  had  a  Ladder  to  behold  it; 

(27)   I  All  the  burnt  Wutt  is  burnt. 

Mercy 
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Mercy  upon  me,  the  Ghoft  of  one  o*ch'  Guard  fore, 
'  ris  the  Devil  by  his  CJaws,  he  fmclls  of  Brimftonc, 
Sure  he  t-irts  Fire,  what  an  Earthquake  I  have  in  mc ; 
Out  with  thy  Praycr-Book,   Nurfc. 

Niirfe.  It  felli'ch'  frying  Pan,  (28)  and  the  Cats  eat  it, 

T:ohy.  I  have  no  Power  to  pray  j  it  grows  ftili  longer, 
'Tis  Steeple  high  now,  and  it  fails  away  Nurfe. 
Let's  call  the  Butler  up,  for  he  fpeaks  Latin^ 
And  that  will  daunt  the  Devil:  I  am  blaftcd. 
My  Belly's  grown  to  nothing. 

Nurfe.  (29)  Flie,  flie,  Toby.  [Exit, 

Boy.  So  let  them  go,  and  whilft  they  are  aftonifh'd. 
Let's  prefently  upon  the  reft  now,  fuddenly. 

Lur.  Off,  off,  and  up  again  when  we're  near  th*  Parlor  ; 
Art  fure  thou  know'll  theCheft  ? 

Boy.  Though't  were  i'th'  dark,  Sir, 
I  can  go  to  it. 

Lur,  On  then,  and  be  happy.  \^Exit, 

Enter  Toby. 

^ohy.  How  my  Haunches  quake,  is  the  thing  hereftill? 
Now  can  I  out-do  any  Button-maker  at  his  own  Trade, 
I  have  fifteen  Fits  of  an  Ague— Nurfe-— 'tis  gone  I  hope: 
The  hard-hearted  Woman  has  left  me  alone.     Nurfe  — 
And  ftie  knows  too  I  ha'  but  a  lean  Confcience  to  keep 
me  Company.  {^Noife  within. 

The  Devil's  among  'cm  in  the  Parlour  fure. 
The  Ghofl  three  Stories  high,  he  has  the  Nurfe  fure, 
He's  boiling  of  her  Bones  now,  hark  how  Ihe  whiftles  : 
There's  Gentlewomen  within  too,  how  will  they  do  ? 
Til  to  the  Cook,  for  he  was  drunk  laft  Night, 
And  now  he's  valiant,  he's  a-kin  to  th'  Devil  too. 
And  fears  no  Fire. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Boy. 

Lur.  No  Light .? 

Boy.  None  left.  Sir, 
They're  gone,  and  carried  all  the  Candles  with  *em, 
Their  fright  is  infinite,  let's  make  good  ufe  on't, 

(28) and  thie  Cat's  eat  it. 

(29)  Bit,  fit y  Tob/. 

Wc 
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We  muft  be  quick.  Sir,  quick,  or  th'  Houfe  will  rifcelfe. 

Lur.  Was  this  the  Cheft? 

Boy.  Yes,  yes. 

Lur.  There  was  two  of  *em, 
Or  I  miftake. 

Boy.  1  know  the  right,  no  ftay,  Sir, 
Nor  no  Dircourft',   but  to  our  labour  Julliiy, 

Put  to  your  ftrength  and  make  as  little  noifc • 

Then  prcfently  out  at  the  back  Door. 

Lur.  Come,  Boy, 
Come  happy  Child,  and  let  me  hug  thy  Excellence.  [_Exc^ 

Enter  Wildbrain. 

Wild.  What  thoufand  noifespafsthro*  all  the  Rooms? 
What  cries  and  hurries  ?  Sure  the  Devil's  drunk. 
And  tumbles  through  the  Houfe  •,  my  Villanies, 
That  never  made  me  apprehend  before 
Danger  or  Fear,  a  little  now  moleft  me  i 
My  Coufin*s  Death,  fits  heavy  o'  my  Confcience, 
Would  I'd  been  half-hang'd  when  I  hammcr'd  it. 
I  aim'd  at  a  living  Divorce,  not  a  Burial, 
That  Frank  might  have  had  fome  hope ;  hark  dill, 
In  every  Room  Confufion,  they're  all  mad, 
Moft  certain  all  (lark  mad  within  the  Houfe, 
A  Puniftiment  inflifted  for  my  lev/dnefs. 
That  I  might  have  the  more  Senfe  of  my  Mifchief, 
And  run  the  more  mad  too ;  my  Aunt  is  hang*d  fure. 
Sure  hang'd  herfelf,  or  elfe  the  Fiend  has  fetch*d  her. 
I  heard  a  hundred  cries,  the  Devil,  the  Devil, 
Then  roaring,  and  then  tumbling  ;  all  the  Chambers 
Are  a  mere  Babel,  or  another  Bedlam. 
What  ftiould  1  think  ?  I  (hake  myfelf  too  :  Can  the 
Devil  find  no  time,  but  when  we  are  merry  ? 
Here's  fomething  comes. 

Enter  Newlove. 

New.  Oh  that  I  had  fome  Company, 
I  care  not  what  they  were,  to  cafe  my  Mifcry, 
To  comfort  me. 

mid.  Who's  that  .^ 

New, 
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New.  Again  ?  nay  then  receive  — 

JVild.  Hold,   hold,  I  am  no  Fury. 
The  Merchant's  Wife.  [/ffide. 

New.  Are  ye  a  Man  ?  Pray  Heav'n  ye  be. 

mid,  I  am. 

New.  Alas  I  have  met.  Sir, 
The  ftrangeft  things  to  Night. 

IVild.  Why  do  you  dare  ^ 

New.  Pray  comfort  me,  and  put  your  Candle  out. 
For  if  I  fee  the  Spirit  again  I  die  for't. 
And  hold  me  faft,  or  I  fhall  (hake  to  Pieces, 

IVild,  ril  warrant  you,  Pll  hold  ye. 
Hold  ye  as  tenderly  ;  Pve  put  the  Light  out. 
Retire  into  my  Chamber,  there  I'll  watch  wi*ye, 
I'll  keep  you  from  ail  Frights. 

New.  And  will  ye  keep  me  ? 

fVild.  Keep  you  as  fecurc.  Lady        ■  [us.' 

New.  You  mufl:  not  wrong  me  then,  the  Devil  will  have 

fVild.  No,  no,  Pll  love  you,  then  the  Devil  will  fear  us. 
For  he  fears  all  that  love  ;  pray  come  in  quickly. 
For  this  is  (30)  the  malicious  Hour  he  walks  in. 
The  Hour  he  blafts  fweet  Faces,  lames  the  Limbs  in. 
Depraves  the  Senfes  j  now  within  this  half  Hour 
He  will  have  Power  to  turn  all  Citizens  Wives 
Into  ftrange  Creatures,  Owls,  and  long  Tail'd  Monkies, 
Jays,  Pies,  and  Parrots  ;  quickly,  I  fmell  his  Brimftone. 

iV<f«;.  It  comes  again,  Pm  gone,  fhift  for  yourfelf.  Sir. 

lExit. 

Wild.  Sure  this  whole  Night  is  nothing  but  Illufion. 
Here*s  nothing  comes,  all  they  are  mad  ;  damn'd  Devil 
To  drive  her  back  again,  *c  had  been  thy  Policy 
To  have  let  us  alone,  we  might  have  done  fome  fine  thing 
To  have  made  thy  hel-hood  laugh  •,   'tis  a  dainty  Wench, 
If  I'd  her  again,  not  all  your  fellow  Goblins, 
Nor  all  their  Claws  fhould  fcratch  her  hence  i  Pll  (lay  ftill. 
May  be  her  Fright  will  bring  her  back  again. 
Yet  I  will  hope. 

{3c)    '  the  malicious  Houfe]  I  am  inclinable  to  think  that, 

Houfe  is  a  Corruption  ior  Hour,  and  if  the  Reader  con fideri  the  Paffage 
coolly*  I  make  no  doubc  but  he  will  be  of  my  Opinion. 

Enter 
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Enter  Toby. 

Toby.  I  can  find  no  Bed,  no  Body,  nor  no  Chamber, 
Sure  they  are  all  i'th' Cellar,  and  I  cannot  find  that  neither, 
I  am  led  up  and  down  like  a  tame  Afs,  my  Light's  oiit» 
And  I  grope  up  and  down  like  blind  Man  buffe. 
And  break  my  Face,  and  break  my  Pate. 

IVild.  It  comes  again,  fure 
I  fee  the  Shadow,  I'll  have  fafter  Hold  now, 
Sure  fhe's  mad,  I  long  to  lye  with  a  mad  Woman, 
She  muft  needs  have  rare  new  Tricks. 

Toby.  I  hear  onewhifper. 
If  it  be  the  Devil  now  to  allure  me  into  his  Clutches, 
For  Devils  have  a  kind  of  Tone  like  Crickets-— 

(31)  Wild.  I've  a  Glimpfe  ofher  Guife,  (32)  "tisfhe; 
(he  would  (leal  by  me. 
But  I'll  (land  fure. 

Toby.  I've  but  a  Dram  of  Wit  left. 
And  that's  even  ready  to  run ;  oh  for  my  Bed  now. 

Wild.  She  nam'd  a  Bed,  I  like  that,  (he  repents  fure. 
Where  is  (he  now  ?     Toby.  W  he's  that  ?      Wild.  Arc 

you  there :  In,  in. 
In  prefently. 

Toby,  I  feel  his  Tallons  through  me, 
*Tis  an  old  haggard  Devil,  what  will  he  do  with  me? 

Wild.  Let  me  kifs  thee  firft,  quick,  quick. 

Toby.  A  leach'rous  Devil. 

Wild.  What  a  hairy  Whore 'tis,  fure  (he  has  a  Muffler. 

Toby.  If  I  fhould  have  a  young  Satan  by  him,  for  I 
dare  not  deny  him. 
In  what  Cafe  were  I  ?  Who  durft  deliver  me? 

Wild.  'Tis  but  my  Fancy,  (he's  the  fame,  in  quickly, 
gently  my  fweet  Girl. 

Toby.  Sweet  De'eiJ,  be  good  to  me.  [^Exeunt ^ 

(31)  I  haie  a  Glimpfe  of  her, '\  The  dropping  of  Speakers,  as  well 
2s  the  wrong  naming  of"  them,  is  a  Fault  very  common  among  the 
Editors  of  our  Author's  Works.  The  former,  I  fuppofe,  with  Mr. 
^Theobald,  is  the  Cafe  here,  as  the  latter  is  afterwards  in  this  ver)'  Piay, 
iSc.     Wildbrain  ought  to  be  fixed  before 

/  have  a  Glimpfe  of  her^   &C. 

( \  ^    '  —  V;;  flft  ijjQuldpeal  me^ 

Enter 
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Enter  Tom  Lurcher  and  Boy. 

Lur.  Where's  my  Love  ?  Boy. 

Boy.  She's  coming  with  a  Candle, 
To  Ice  our  happy  Prize. 

Lur.  Tm  cruel  weary. 

Boy.  I  cannot  blame  ye,  Plate  is  very  heavy 
To  carry  without  Light  or  Help. 

Lur.   The  fear  too 
At  every  ftumble  to  be  difcover'd.  Boy, 
At  every  Cough  to  raife  a  Conftable ; 
"Well,  we*ll  be  merry  now. 

Boy.  We  have  fome  rcafon  ; 
Things  compafs'd  without  fear  or  eminent  danger, 
(33^  Arc  too  luxurious.  Sir,  to  live  upon. 
Mony  and  Wealth  got  thus,  are  as  full  venture, 
And  carry  in  their  Nature  as  much  Merit 
As  his,  that  digs 'em  out  o'th'  Mine,  (34)  they  taft  too 
Scafon'd  with  Doubts  and  Dangers  moft  dclicioufly  j 
Riches  that  fall  upon  us  arc  too  ripe. 
And  dull  our  Appetites. 

Lur.  A  moft  iearn'd  Child! 

Enter  Mijlrefs, 

M'tji.  You're  welcome,  where  have  you  left  it? 
Lur.  In  the  next  Room,  hard  by. 
Mi(i.   Is  it  Plate  all? 

Lur.  All,  all,  and  Jewels :  I  am  monftrous  weary. 
Prithee  let's  go  to  Bed. 

Mijl.  Pnthee  let's  fee*t  firft. 

(35)  Are  too  luxurious  to  live  upon  ]  The  meaning  of  luxurious  ieem% 
here  to  be  that  of  fweet,  cloying.  Sec.  a  Senfe  I  never  remember  to 
have  found  it  ufed  in:  If  the  Line  is  to  bealcer'd,  I  would  do  it  thus, 
Are  too  too  lufcious  to  lime  upon. 
(3^)  .  they  laft  tbo"]    Where  Corruptions  come  neareft  to 

Senle  they  are  the  mull  nonfenfical,  like  the  tuning  of  Inftruments,  the 
nearer  the  Strings  come  to  Unilbns  the  more  harlh  and  difcordant  they 
are  ;  fo  here,  laji^  which  is  but  one  Letter  below  Senfe,  makes  yet  the 
molt  terrible  Nonfenfe,  and  ought  to  be  wrote  thus, 

■  '  they  tajl  too 

SeaforCd  ivith  Doubts  and  Dangers,  moji  delichujly. 
Then  the  Mctajphor  is  continued,  and  the  Poets  ipeak  line  Senfe. 

LuTi 
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Lur.  To  Morrow*s  a  new  Day,  Sweet. 

Miji-  Yes,  to  melt  it ; 
But  let's  agree  to  Night,  how'c  Hull  be  handled. 
I'JJ  have  a  new  Gown  — 

Lur.  (35)  'Sha't  have  any  thing. 

MiJl.  And  fuch  a  riding  Suit  as  Miftrefs  Neivlove^s: 
What  though  I  be  no  Gentlewoman  born, 
I  hope  I  may  atchieve  it  by  my  carriage. 

Lur.  Thou  fay'ft  right. 

AJiJi.  You  promis'd  me  a  Horfe  too,  and  a  Lackqucy. 

Lur.  Thou  flialt  have  Horfes  fix,  and  a  Poftilion. 

Mifi.  That  will  be  (lately.  Sweet-heart;  a  Poftilion. 

Lur.  Nay,  we'll  be  in  falhion ;  he  fliail  ride  before  us 
In  Winter,  with  as  much  Dirt  would  damp  a  Musket  j 
The  infide  of  our  Coach  (hall  be  of  Scarlet. 

A///?.  That  will  be  dear. 

Lur.  There  is  a  Dye  projeding  ([thing 

Will  make  it  cheap.  Wench;  come,  thou  (halt  have  any 

AJiJt.  Where  is  this  Chefti*  I  long,  Sweet,  to  behold 
Our  Indies. 

Boy.  Miftrefs,  let's  melt  it  firft,  and  then  'tis  (it 
You  (hould  difpofe  it,  then  *tis  fafe  from  danger. 

MiJl.  I'll  be  a  loving  Miftrefs  to  my  Boy  too. 
Now  fetch  it  in,  and  let's  rejoice  upon't. 

Boy.  Hold  your  Light,  Miftrefs,  wc  may  fee  to  enter. 

MiJi.  Ha,  what's  here  ?  call  you  this  a  Cheft  ? 

Boy.  We  ha'  mifs'd.  Sir  ; 
Our  hafte  and  warn  of  light  made  us  miftakc. 

MiJl.  A  very  Co(fin. 

Lur.  How!  a  Coffin?  Boy,  'tis  very  like  one. 

Boy.  The  Devil  ow'd  us  a  fhame,  and  now  h'as  paid  w, ' 

MiJi.  Is  this  your  Treafure  ? 

Boy.  Bury  me  alive  in'r. 

Lur.  It  may  be  there  is  no  room. 

Mt/l.  Nay,  I  will  fearch  it: 

I'll  fee  what  Wealth's  within, A  Woman's  Face, 

And  a  fair  Woman's. 

Boy.  I  cannot  tell.  Sir, 
Belike  this  was  the  Sadnefs  that  polTcfs'd  *em  j 

(^0  That  tave  any  thing. 

Vol.  Vlir.  H  The 
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The  Plate  flood  next,   I*m  furc. 

iMr.  I  fhake,  I  (liake,  Boy,  what  a  cold  Sweat  ? 

Boy.  This  may  work,  what  will  become  on's,  Sir? 
Mijl.  She's  cold,  dead  cold  -,  d*yc  find  your  Confcience? 
D'ye  bring  your  Gillians  hither  ?  —  nay,  fhc*s  punifh'd. 
Your  coriceal'd  Love*s  cas'd  up.     Lur.    It  is  Maria^ 
The  very  fame,  the  Bride,  new  horror  ! 

AJiJf.  Thefe  are  fine  tricks,  you  hope  (he's  in  a  Swoon, 
But    'll  takf  order  fhe  fliall  i.e'cr  recover 
To  bore  my  Nole  •,  come,  take  her  up  and  bury  her 
Quickly,  or  I'JI  cry  out ;  take  her  up  inftantly. 

Lur.  Be  not  (o  hafiy.  Fool,  that  may  undo  us  ; 
We  may  be  in  for  Murder  fo  •,  be  patient. 
Thou  leeft  (he's  dead,  and  cannot  injure  thee. 

Miji.  I'm  fure  Hie  fhall  not. 

Boy.  Bl^  not,  Sir,  dejeded 
Too  much  :  a  flrange  miftake!  this  had  not  been  elfe, 
.It  makes  me  almofl:  weep  to  think  upon't. 

Lur.  What  an  unlucky  Thief  am  F  ? 

AIjA.  ril  no  confid'ring,  either  beftir  your  felf,  or— 

Lur.  Hold. 

MiJl.  Let  it  not  ftay,  to  fmell  then,  I  will  not 
Indurc  the  fbink  of  a  Rival. 

Lur.  Would  'twere  there  again. 

Boy.  We  mufl  bury  her. 

Lur.  But  where  o'th'  fudden,  or  with  what  Providence, 
That  no  Eyes  watch  us. 

MiJi.  Take  a  Spade  and  follow  me. 
The  next  fair  ground  we  meet,  make  the  Church-yard  ; 
As  I  live,  I'll  fee  her  lodg'd.  [£x7/. 

Lur.  It  muft  be  fo, 
How  heavy  my  Heart  is,  I  ha'  no  life  left. 

Boy.   I  am  paft  thinking  too;  no  underftanding .^ 
That  I  fhould  mifs  the  right  Cheft. 

Lur.  The  happy  Cheft. 

Boy.  That  which  I  faw  and  mark'd  too. 

Lur.  Well,  PafiTion  wo*not  help  us, 
Plad  I  twenty  falls  for  this  ? 

Boy, 
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(36)  Boy.  'Twas  my  Fault,  Sir. 

Lur.  And  twenty  thoufand  fears  for  this?  o'th'  Devil ! 
Now  could  I  curfe:  well,  we  have  her  now. 
And  muft  difpofe  her. 

Enter  Mijlrefs. 

Miji.  Hang  both  for  two  blind  Buzzards,  here's  a  Spade, 
Quickly,  or  I'll  call  the  Neighbours. 

(37)  There*s  no  remedy, 

\Vould  the  poor  hungry  Prifoners  had  this  Pally.   {^Exeunt, 

Enter  Jujlice^  and  a  Servant  with  a  Light, 

Ser.  *Twas  a  (Irange  mifchance.  Sir. 

Jujl.  Mifchance,  fay'ft  ?  No,  'twas  Happinefs  to  me^ 
There  is  fo  much  Charge  fav'd,  I  have  her  Portion, 
ril  marry  twenty  more  on  fuch  conditions. 

Ser,  Did  it  not  trouble  you,  Sir,  to  fee  her  dead  ? 

JuJl.  Not  much,  I  thank  my  Confcience; 
I  was  tormented  'till  that  happen*d  ;  Furies 
Were  in  my  Brain  to  think  my  felf  a  Cuckold 
At  that  time  of  the  Night. 

When  1  come  home,  I  charge  you  fhut  my  Doors, 
Locks,  Bolts,  and  Bars,  are  little  enough  to  fecure  me. 

Ser.  Why,  an  it  pleafe  you  ? 

Juji.  Fool,  to  ask  that  queftion  ; 
To  keep  out  Women.    I  expect  her  Mother 
Will  vifit  me  with  her  Clamours  ;  oh  I  hate 
Their  noifc,  and  do  abhor  the  whole  Sex  heartily  ; 
They  are  all  walking  Devils,  Harpyes :  I  will  ftudy 
A  Week  together  how  to  rail  fufliciently 
Upon  *cm  all,  and  that  I  may  be  furnifli'd, 

(36)   Boy.  ''Ttx.-as  my  Fault,  Sir. 

jlnd  tiventy  thoufand  fears  5:c.]  The  fmallell  Attention 
will  make  it  plain,  that  the  fecond  Line  here,  and  fo  on  to  Enter  Mif- 
trefs,  muil  belong  to  Lurcher. 

Had  I  (  fays  he)   t<v:erty  falls  for  this  ? 
Boy.  ^TiJjas  my  fault.   Sir. 

Lur.  Jnd  twenty  thoufand  fears  cLc     Thus  all  runs  roundly  ofF, 
'  und  the  Senfe  is  clear. 

{37)  There's  no  remedy,']    This  I  imagine  again  to  belong     toZ,«r- 
(her, 

H  2  Thou 


Ii6  7%e  Night-Walker :  Or, 

Thou  flialt  buy  all  the  railing  Books  and  Ballads, 
That  Malice  hath  invented  againft  Women, 
I  will  read  nothing  elfe,  and  pradlife  'cm, 
"Till  I  grow  fat  with  Curfes. 

Set.  If  you'll  go 
To  th*  Charge,  let  me  alone  to  find  you  Books. 

Juji.  They  come  near  us. 

Sir.  What's  that  ? 

JuJ}.   Where?  hold  up  the  Torch,  Knave. 

Sgr,  Did  you  hear  nothing,  'tis  a—— 

Juji.  Why  doft  make  a  ftand  ? 

Ser.  What's  that  ? 

JuJi.  Where,  where,  doft  fee  any  thing  ? 
We  are  hard  by  th*  Church-yard,  and  I  was  never 
Valiant  at  midnight  in  fuch  irkfome  places  ; 
They  fay  Ghofls  walk  fometimcs,  hark,  dy'e  hear  nothing  ? 

Enter  Lurcher,  Boy  and  Mijtrefs, 

Mijl.  No  farther,  dig  here,  and  lay  her  in  quickly. 

Lur.  What  Light  is  that.  Boy  ?  we  fhall  be  difcover'd  ? 
Set  the  Coffin  up  an  end,  and  get  behind  me, 
There's  no  avoiding.  Boy.  Oh !  Jufi.  Where  is  that  Groan  ? 
I  begin  to  be  afraid.     Ser.  What  fhall  we  do,  Sir .'' 

jfuji.    We  are  almoft  at  home  now,    thou   muft  go 
forward. 
Perhaps  *twas  my  Imagination. 

Lur,  'Tis  he  ? 

Boy.  I  know  him  too,  let  me  alone.     Ser.  Oh,  Sir, 
A  Ghofl:,  the  very  Ghoftof  Miftrefs  Bride, 
I  have  no  power  to  run  away. 

JuJl.  Curs'd  Ghoft blefs  me !  preferve  me ! 

I  do  command  thee,  what  fo-e*er  thou  art, 

I  do  conjure  thee  leave  me  ;  do  not  fright  me. 

If  thou  be*ft  a  Devil  vex  me  not  fo  foon, 

If  thou  be' ft —  the  Spirit  of  my  Wife.     Boy.  Thy  Wife. 

JuJi.  Shall  be  tormented.     Boy.  Thy  abufcd  Wife, 
That  cannot  peaceably  enjoy  her  Death  ; 
Thou  haft  an  evil  Confcience.     jfuji,  I  know  if. 

Boy.  Among  thy  other  Sins,  which  black  thy  Soul, 
Call  to  thy  Mind  thy  Vow  made  to  another. 

Whom 
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Whom  thou  haft  wrong'd,  and  make  her  Sati£fa<flion 

Now  I  am  dead,  thou  perjur'd  Man  5  or  elfe 

A  thoufand  black  Tormentors  fhall  purfue  thee. 

Until  thou  leap  into  eternal  Flames  i 

Where  Gold  which  thou  adoreft  here  on  Earth 

Melted,  the  Fiends  fhall  pour  into  thy  Throat ; 

For  this  time  pafs,  go  home  and  think  upon  me. 

Lur,    Away. 

Ser.  There  are  more  Sprites. 

Juji,  Thank  you  dear  Wife, 
I'll  beftow  twenty  Nobles  on  a  Tomb  for  thee, 
Thou  Ihalt  not  walk  and  catch  Cold  after  Death. 

{They  go  backward  in, 

Lur.  So,  fo,  they're  gone,  'twas  my  ingenious  Rafcal : 
But  how  doft  know  he  made  Vows  to  another  ? 

Boy.  I  over-heard  (38)  the  Women  talk  to  Night  on'tj 
But  now  let*s  lofe  no  time.  Sir,  pray  let's  bury 
This  Gentlewoman.     Where's  my  Miftrefs  ? 

Enter  Miftrefs. 

Mift.  Here,  I  durft  not  tarry. 

Lur.  We  ha'  fo  cozen'd  the  old  forty  i'th*  hundred. 
And  the  Devil  hinder  him  not,  he*il  go  a  Pilgrimage  5 
But  come,  about  our  Bufinefs,  let  her  down  again. 

Mar.  Oh! 

Lur.  She  groans,  ha. 

Mar.  Oh  ! 

Lur.  Again,  fhe  ftirs. 

Mift.  Let's  fly,  or  t\(t  we  fhall  be  torn  in  pieces. 

Lur.  And  you  be  good  at  that,  bury  your  felf. 
Or  let  the  Sexton  take  ye  for  his  Fee, 
Away,  Boy.  [^Eseunt. 

Mar.  I  am  very  cold,  dead  cold  ; 
Where  am  1  ?  What's  this?  a  Coffin  ?  where  have  I  been  ? 
Mercy  defend  me :  Ha  ?  I  do  remember 
I  was  betray'd,  and  fwoonded  -,  my  Heart  akes, 
I'm  wondrous  hungry  too,  dead  Bodies  eat  not; 
Sure  I  was  meant  for  burial,  I  am  frozen ; 

(38)  tht  Woman 

H  3  Death, 


Ii8  "The  Night'tValhr:   Or, 

Death,  like  a  cake  of  Ice,  dwells  round  about  me  ; 
Darknels  fpreads  o'er  the  World  too  ;  where  ?  what  Path  ? 
Bcfl:  Providence  dired  me.  [£xi7. 


ACT     III.       SCENE      I. 

Enter  Lady^  Wildbrain,  IVomen,  and  Toby. 

Lady.''~T^  Hou  art  the  mofl:  unfortunate  Fellow —  IFild. 

L  Why,  Aunt, 

"What  have  I  done  ?  Lady.  The  mofl:  malicious  Varlet — 
Thy  wicked  Head  never  at  reft,  but  hammering 
And  hatching  hclliOi  things,  and  to  no  purpofc. 
So  thou  mayrt  have  thy  bafe  Will. 

IFild.  Why  do  you  rail  thus  ? 
Cannot  a  fcurvy  accident  fall  out. 
But  '  muft  be  at  one  end  on't  ? 
Lady.  Thou  art  at  both  ends. 

Wild.  Cannot  young  fullen  Wenches  play  the  Fools, 
And  marry,  and  die,  but  I  muft  be  the  Agent  f 
All  that  I  did  (and  if  that  be  an  injury. 
Let  the  World  judge  it)  was  but  toperfwade  her. 
And,  as  I  take  it,  1  was  bound  to*t  too. 
To  make  the  reverend  Coxcomb  her  Husband  Cuckold  : 
"What  elfe  could  I  advife  her  ^  was  there  harm  i'  this  ! 
You  are  of  Years,  and  have  run  through  Experience, 
Would  you  be  content,  if  you  were  young  again, 
T'  have  a  continual  Cough  grow  to  your  Pillow  ? 
A  Rottenntfs,  that  Vaults  are  Perfumes  to. 
Hang  in  your  Roof,  and  like  a  Fog  infeft  you  .? 
Anointed  Hams,  to  keep  his  Hinges  turning, 
R<rc-k  ever  in  your  Nofc,  and  twenty  Night-Caps, 
With  twenty  feveral  Sweats  •? 

Toby.  Some  Jew,  fome  Juftice, 
A  thoul'and  Heathen  fmells  to  fay  truth.  Madam ; 
And  would  you  mellow  my  young  pretty  Miftrefs 
In  iuch  a  mif-ken  } 

Lay.      irrah. 
Where  is  the  Body  of  my  Girl  ? 

Wild, 
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Wild.  I  know  not, 
I  am  no  Conjurer,  you  may  look  the  Body : 
I  was  like  to  be  ftol'n  away  my  felt,  the  Spirit 
Had  like  to  ha'  iurpriz'd  me  in  the  fliape  of  a  Woman, 
Of  a  young  Woman,  and  you  know  thofe  are  dangerous. 

Tohy.  So  had  I,  Maciam,  fimply  though  I  (land  here, 
I  had  been  ravifhM  too:  I  had  twenty  Spirits, 
In  every  corner  of  the  Houfe  a  Fiend  met  me. 

Lady.  You  lye  like  Ralcals, 
Was  Miftrefs  Ncwlove  fuch  a  Spirit,  Sir, 
To  fright  your  Worfhip  ? 

Well,  1  difcharge  you.  Sir,  you're  now  at  liberty. 
Live  where  you  pleafe,  and  do  what  pranks  you  fancy. 
You  know  your  Subftance:  though  you  are  my  Nephew, 
I  am  no  way  bound,  Sir,  to  proted  your  mifchief : 
So  fare  you  well. 

Wild.  Farevvel,  good  Aunt,  I  thank  you. 
Adieu  honell  ISick  i  the  Devil,  if  h*as  Power, 
Will  perfecute  your  old  Bones  for  this  Marriage. 
Farewel,  Miltrefs  Win. 

Toby.  And  fhall  we  part  with  dry  Lips? 
Shall  we  that  have  been  Fellow  Devils  together 
Flinch  for  an  old  Woman's  Fart  ? 

Wild.  'Tis  a  fine  time  o'  Night  too,    but  we  mud 
part,  Nick. 

Tohy.  Shall  we  never  ring  again  ?  ne'er  tofs  the  Tenor, 
And  roul  the  Changes  (39)  in  a  Cup  of  Claret  ? 
You  fhall  not  want ;   what  e'er  I  lay  my  Hands  on 
(As  fure  as  I'm  Automedon  the  Coachman,) 
Shall  be  diftributed  ;  bear  up,  I  fay,  hang  S  )rrow. 
Give  me  that  Bird  abroad  that  lives  at  Pleafure. 

(40)  Sam  the  Butler's  true,  the  Cook  a  reverend  Trojan^ 
'I'he  Faulkner  fhall  fell  his  Hawks,  and  fwear  they  were 

rotten  ; 
There  be  fome  wandring  Spoons,  that  may  be  met  with  ; 

(41)  I'll  pawn  a  Coach  Horfe,  peace,  utter  no  Sentences. 

The 

(39)  into  a  Cup 
(40^  Sam.   the 

(4.1)   /'//  panvH  a  Coach  Horfe,    ieact,  utter   no  Sen  fences."]     The 
lauer  Fart  of  this  LinemigUc  originally  belong  t?  IVildbnun. 

H  4  /'// 
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(42)  The  Harnefs  fliall  be  us*d  in  our  Wars  alfo  ; 
Or  fliall  I  drive  her  (tell  me  but  your  will  now. 
Say  but  the  Word)  over  lome  rotten  Bridge, 
Or  by  a  Marl- Pit  fide  ?  fhe  may  flip  in  daintily. 
Let  me  alone  for  my  felf 

lyild.  No,  no,  farewel  Toby, 
Farewel  fpiny  Nicholas^  no  fuch  thing. 
There  be  ways  i'th'  World,  if  you  fee  mc 
A  day  or  two  hence,  may  be  we'll  crack  a  Quart  yet. 
And  pull  a  Bell,  commend  me  to  the  Houfliold  •, 
Nay,  cry  not  1'oby,  'twill  make  thy  Head  giddy. 

Tcby.   Sweet   Mafter  IFildbrain !      IFild.    No  more, 
toby,  go. 
The  Times  may  alter 

But  where's  the  Coarfe  of  my  dead  Coufin, 
(If  fhe  be  dead)  1  hop'd  'thad  but  diffembled. 
That  fits  here  heavy :  Toby^  honefl:  Toby^ 
Lend  me  thy  Lanthorn,  I  forgot  'twas  dark, 
I  had  need  look  to  my  ways  now. 

'Toby.  Take  a  Lodging  with  me  to  Night  in  the  Stable-, 
And  ride  away  to  Morrow  with  one  of  the  Horfes, 
Next  your  Heart,  pray  do.     IVild.  No, 
Good  Night  good  Neighbour  Toby,  I  will  wander  ; 
I  fcorn  to  fubmit  my  felf,  e'er  I  have  rambled' 
But  whither,  or  with  what?  that's  more  material  ; 
No  matter,  and  the  word  come,  'tis  but  dealing. 
And  my  Aunt  won't  fee  me  hang'd  for  her  own  Credit, 
And  farewel  in  a  Halter  cofts  me  nothing.  [^Exit. 

Enter  Frank  Heartlove. 

Frank.  The  Night,  and  all  the  Evil  the  Night  covers, 
The  Goblins,  Haggs  and  the  black  Spawn  of  Darknefs, 
Cannot  fright  me  \  no.  Death,  I  dare  thy  Cruelty. 
For  I  am  weary  both  of  Life  and  Light  too  j 

ni  pam-'ti  a  Ccack-Horfe r 

Wild.    Ptacr,  utter  no  Sentmces——— 
But  Tohy,   not  minding  this  Advice,   pufhes  forward  his  Talk  till  he 
has  finifli'd  what  he  intended  to  do  for  his  Friend. 
The  Harne/ifiaU  !c<;. 
(42)  Tbf  Harfhnefs 

Keep 
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Keep  my  Wits,  Heav'n,  they  fay  Spirits  appear 

To  melancholy  Minds,  and  the  Graves  open. 

I  would  fain  fee  the  fair  Maria's  Shadow, 

But  fpeak  unto  her  Spirit  e'er  I  dy*d, 

But  ask  upon  my  Knees  a  Mercy  from  her. 

I  was  a  Villain,  but  her  wretched  Kinfman, 

That  fet  this  Plot,  fhall  with  his  Heart  Blood  fatisfic 

Her  injur'd  Life  and  Honour.    What  Light's  this  ? 

Enter  Wildbrain  ivith  a  Lanthorn. 

WiU.  It  is  but  melancholy  walking  thus ; 
The  Tavern  Doors  are  baracado'd  too. 
Where  I  might  drink  'till  Morn,  in  Expe(5lation  } 
I  cannot  meet  the  Watch  neither  ;  nothing  in 
The  Likenefs  of  a  Conftable,  whom  I  might. 
In  my  Diftrefs,  abufe,  and  fo  be  carry'd. 
For  want  of  other  Lodging,  to  the  Counter. 

Frank.  *Tis  his  Voice,  Fate  I  thank  thee. 

Wild.  Ha,  who  is  that  ?  and  thou  be*ft  a  Man  fpeak  ; 
Frank  Heartlove,  then  I  bear  my  Deftinies ; 
Thou  art  the  Man  of  all  the  World  I  wifh'd  for  ; 
My  Aunt  has  turn'd  me  out  a-doors,  (he  has, 
At  this  unchriftian  Hour,  and  I  do  walk 
Methinks  like  Guido  Faux  with  my  dark  Lanthorn, 
Stealing  to  fet  the  Town  afire  ;  i'th*  Country 
I  (hould  be  ta'en  for  IVilliam  o'the  Wifpe, 
Or  Robin  Gocd-Felloiv.     And  how  doft  Frank  ? 

Frank.  The  worfe  for  you. 

Wild.  Come  thou'rt  a  Fool ;  art  going  to  thy  Lodging  ? 
1*11  lye  with  thee  to  Night,  and  tell  thee  Stories, 
How  many  Devils  we  ha'  met  withal ; 
Our  Houfe  is  haunted,  Frank,  whole  Legions 
Fifty  I  faw  for  my  Share. 

Frank.  Didft  not  fright  *em  ? 

Wild.  How  fright  'cm  ?  No,  they  frighted  me   ftffi- 
cicntly. 

Frank.  Thou  hadft  Wickednefs  enough  to  make  them 
ftare, 
And  be  afraid  o'thee,  malic'ous  Devil; 
Come,  draw  thy  Sword,  lor  by  Maria* ^  Soul, 

I 


Ill  7'hc  Night-Walker:  Or, 

I  will  not  let  thee  fcapc  to  do  more  Mifchief. 

JVild.  Thou  arc  mad,  what  doft  mean  ? 

Frank.  To  kill  thee,  nothing  elfe  will  eafe  my  Anger ; 
The  Injury  is  frefh,  1  bleed  withal, 
Nor  can  that  Word  cxprefs  it,  there's  no  Peace  in't, 
Nor  mull:  it  be  forgiven,  but  in  Death  ; 
Therefore  call  up  thy  Valour,  if  thou'ft  any, 
And  fummon  up  thy  Spirits  to  defend  thee  i 
Thy  Heart  mull  luffcr  for  thy  damned  l-'racfliccs 
Againlt  thy  noble  Coufin,  and  my  Innocence. 

fVild.  Hold,  hear  a  Word  ;  did  I  do  any  thing 
But  for  your  good  ?  and  that  you  might  have  her. 
That  in  that  def[)'ratc  time  I  might  redeem  her, 
Although  with  Ihew  of  Lofs. 

Frank.  Out,  ugly  Villain, 
Fling  on  her  the  moll  hated  Name  of  Whore 
To  the  World's  Eye,  and  face  it  out  in  Courtefie  ? 
Bring  hun  to  fec'c,  and  make  me  drunk  t'  attempt  it? 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  I  hear  fbme  Voices  this  way. 

Frank.  No  more,  if  you  can  pray,  do*t  as  you  fight. 

Mar.  What  new  Frights  oppofe  me?  I've  heard  that 
Tongue. 

IFild.  Mis  my  Fortune. 
You  could  not  take  me  in  a  better  time.  Sir, 
I've  nothing  to  lofe,  but  the  Love  1  lent  thee, 
My  Life  my  Sword  proted. 

Mar.  I  know  'em  both,  but  to  prevent  their  Ruins, 

Miirt  not  difcover Stay,  moft  defp'rate  Men  j 

The  Mifchief  you  are  forward  to  commit. 

Will  keep  me  from  my  Grave,  and  tie  my  Spirit 

To  endltis  Troubles  elfe. 

mid.  Ha,  'tis  her  Ghoft. 

Frank.   Maria  ? 

Mar.  Hear  me  both,  each  Wound  vou  make 
Runs  through  my  Soul,  and  is  a  new  Death  to  me. 
Each  threatning  Danger  will  affright  my  Kelt ; 
Look  on  me  Heartloi-e.,  and  my  Kinfman  view  me  ; 
Was  1  not  late,  in  my  unhappy  Marriage, 

Sufficient 
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Sufficient  miferable  ?  Full  of  all  Misfortunes? 

But  you  muft  add,  (43)  with  your  mort  impious  Angers, 

Unto  my  fleeping  Dult  this  InfoJence  ? 

Would  you  teach  Time  to  (peak  eternally 

Of  my  Difgraces  •,  make  Records  to  keep  'em. 

Keep  them  in  Brafs  ?  F'ight  then,  and  kill  my  Honour  j 

Fight  deadly  both,  and  let  your  bloody  Swords, 

Through  my  reviv*d  and  reeking  Infamy, 

(That  never  fliall  be  purg*d)  find  your  own  Ruins. 

Heartlove^  1  lov'd  thee  once,  and  hop*d  again 

In  a  more  blefled  Love  to  meet  thy  Spirit : 

If  thou  kill'ft  him,  thou  art  (44)  a  Murtherer, 

And  Murther  fhall  never  inherit  Heav'n  : 

My  time  is  come,  my  conceal'd  Grave  expeds  me, 

Farewel,  and  follow  not,  your  Feet  are  bloody. 

And  will  pollute  my  Peace.     I  hope  they  are  melted. 

This  is  my  way  fure.  \^Exit, 

Frank.  Stay,  blefs'd  Soul.     M^ild.  Would  \ht  had 
Come  fooner,  and  ha*  fav'd  fome  Blood.  Frank.  Doft  bleed  ? 
lF"dd.  Yes,  certainly,  I  can  both  fee  and  feel  it. 
Frank,  Now  I  well  hope  it  is  not  dangerous ; 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  (45)  as  farrc  as  Honour  guides  me, 
I  will  know  thee  again.  [^Exit. 

fVild.  I  thank  thee  heartily ; 
I  know  not  where  to  get  a  Surgeon ; 
This  Vifion  troubles  me,  fure  flie  is  living, 
And  I  was  fooliih  blind,   I  could  not  find  it ; 
I  bleed  apace  Hill,  and  my  Heart  grows  heavy. 
If  I  go  far  I  faint,  I'll  knock  at  this  Houfe, 
They  may  be  charitable,  would  'twere  perfect  Day. 

(43)  luith  you 

(44)  -  a  Murtltrer, 

And  Murther  Jhall  never  inherit  Heav'n :  ]     Mr.  Theobald 
reads  this  Place  thus. 

And  MurcherersyiZ'^//  ne'er  inherit  Heaven. 
I  had  coricfted  it  before  I  law  his  Conjcdure, 

a  Murthtrer, 

And  2,  Murtherer  >^i?// ne'er  inherit  kz. 

(45)  ~ '''^  Honour  guide i  me, 

ril  knovi)  thee  ^gain. 

Enter 
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Enter  Miftrefi. 

Mi/^-  '^Js  not  he :  What  would  you.  Sir  ? 

fful^.  I  would  crave  a  little  Reft,  Lady, 
And  for  my  Hurts  fome  Surgery  j  I  am 
A  Gentleman  that  Fortune  of  a  Fight        ■    - 

Miji-  A  handfome  Gentleman, 
Alas  he  bleeds,  a  very  handfome  Gentleman. 

fi^ild.  A  fweet  young  Wench,  befhrew  my  Heart  a 
fair  one  -, 
Fortune  has  made  me  now  fome  Recompence. 

A/r/?.  Pray,  Sir,  come  in,  the  Air  is  hurtful  for  you. 
Pray  let  me  lead  you,  I'll  have  a  Bed  for  you  prefently, 
y\\  be  your  Surgeon  too,  alas  fweet  Gentleman  I 

fFiU.    I  feel  no  hurts,  the  Morning  comes  too  faft  now. 

Afiji.  Softly,  I  befeech  you.  {_Exit, 

E?Jter  "Lady  and  Toby. 

Toby.  He  is  not  up  yet,  Madam,  what  meant  you 
To  come  forth  fo  early  ? 

Lady.   You  Blockhead  ; 
Your  Eyes  are  fow'd  up  (iill,  they  cannot  fee 
"When  it  is  Day  :  Oh  my  poor  Maria  ! 
Where  be  the  Women  ? 

Toby,  They  faid  they  would  follow  us.  • 

Lady.  He  fhall  not  laugh  thus  at  my  Mifery, 
And  kill  my  Child,  and  Itcal  away  her  Body, 
And  keep  her  Portion  too. 

Toby.   Let  him  be  hang'd  for't. 
You  have  my  Voice. 

Lady.  Thefe  Women  not  come  yet  ? 
A  Son-in-law  !  I'll  keep  a  Conjurer, 
But  I'll  find  out  his  Knavery. 

Toby.   Do,  and  Pll  help  him. 
And  \i  he  were  here,  this  Whip  fhould  conjure  him  ; 
Here*s  a  Capias.,  and  it  catch  hold  on*s  Breech, 
I*d  make  him  foon  believe  the  Devil  were  there. 

Lady.  An  old  Ufurer. 

Toby.  He  marry 'd  th'  Mony,  that  is  all  he  look'd  for  ; 
For  your  Daughter,  let  her  fink  or  fwim. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  I'll  fwim  him  ; 
This  is  his  Houfe,  I  wonder  they  ftay  thus. 
That  we  might  rail  him  out  on*s  Wits. 

Toby.  They'll  come, 
Fear  you  not,  Madam,  and  bring  Clappers  with 'em. 
Or  fome  have  loft  their  old  wont ;  I  have  heard. 
No  Difparagementto  yourLadyfhip,  fomeo'their  Tongues 
Like  lofn-a- Lincoln^  three  Miles  off. 

Lady.  Oh  fie, 
How  tedious  are  they  ? 

Toby.  What  and  we  loft  no  time. 
You  and  I  fhall  make  a  fhift  to  begin  with  him. 
And  tune  our  Inftruments  *till  th'  Confort  come 
To  make  up  the  full  Noife,  I'll  knock. 

Jufl.  Who  is  (46)  that  raps  fo  faucily  .?  [  Juftice  ahve.1 
Toby.  'Tis  I 
Tohy.,  come  down,  or  elfe  we*ll  fetch  you  down  ; 
'Las,  (47)tkis  is  but  theSaunce-Bell,  here's  a  Gentlewoman 
Will  ring  y'  another  Peal ;  come  down,  I  fay. 

Jujl.  Some  new  Fortifications,  look  to  my  Doors, 
Put  double  Barrs,  I  will  not  have  her  enter. 
Nor  any  of  her  Tribe,  they  come  to  terrifie  mc : 
Keep  out  her  Tongue  too,  if  you  can. 

Lady.  I  hear  you. 
And  1  will  lend  my  Tongue  up  to  your  Worfhip, 
The  Eccho  of  it  fhall  flye  o'er  the  Street ; 
(48)  My  Daughter  that  thou  kill'dft  with  Kindnefs,  Jew^ 
That  thou  betray'dft  to  Death,  thou  double  Jew^ 
And  after  ftoU'fther  Body. 

Toby.  Jew'sy  too  good  for  him. 

Jufi.  1  defie  you  both  ; 
Thy  Daughter  plaid  the  Villain,  and  betray'd  me. 
Betray 'd  my  Honour. 

(4.6)  that  rapt 

(47)  t/jis  is  but  the  Saints-Bell, 

(48)  My  Daughter  that  thou  kilVdJi ]  As  the  old  Lady  is  come 

to  expoUulate  the  Cafe  with  the  Jujiict,  wou'd  not  it  be  more  agree- 
able to  make  her  interrogate  him. 

Where'' s  my  Daughter  &c. 
'Tis  what  fhe  does  a  little  lower. 

Where' i  my  Daughter  s  Bodj  Sec. 

Lady. 
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Lady.   Honour?   Rafcal, 
And  kt  thdt  bear  an  Action,  PJl  try't  with  thee. 
Ho:. our  ? 

T  by.   Oh  Reprobate  ! 

Lji'dy.  Thou  mu(ly  Juftice, 
Buy  an  honourable  Halter  and  hang  thy  felf. 

Toby.  A  worfhipful  Rope's  end  is  too  good  for  him. 

Ladw  Gdt  Honour  that  way  ,^49 )  thou  wot  d ie  a  Dog  elfe. 

Toby.  Come  and  be  whipt  firft.  Lady.  Wlierc's  her  Por- 
tion ? 

Enter  Nurfe  ojid  Women. 

Jujl.  Where  I'll  keep  it  fafely.    Nurfe.   Traitor,   thou 
fhi'n't  keep  it. 

JuJl.  More  ot  the  Kennel  ?  Put  more  Bolts  to  th'  Doors 
there, 
And  arm  your  felves,  Hell  is  broke  loofe  upon  us. 

Toby.  I  am  glad  y"are  come,  we'll  blow  the  Houfe  down. 

Lady.  Oh,  Nurle,  I  have  iuch  Caufe —  lVo?n.  Villain, 
Viper  ; 
Although  you  had  no  Caufe,  we're  bound  to  help. 

Nurfe.  Yes,  and  believe,  we  come  not  here  t'  examine. 
And  it  you  pleafe  we'll  fire  the  Houfe. 

Jujl.  Call  the  Conftable. 

Toby.  A  charitable  Motion,  Fire  is  comfortable. 

Lady.  No,  no,  we'll  only  let  him  know  our  Minds, 
We  will  commit  no  Outrage,  he's  a  Lawyer. 

JuJl.  Give  me  my  Musket. 

Lady.   Where's  my  Daughter's  Body, 
That  I  may  bury  it  ? 

Worn,  bptak,  or  we'll  bury  thee. 

Nurfe.  Alive,  we'll  bury  thee,  fpeak,  old  Iniquity. 

Toby.  Bury  him  alive  by  all  Means  for  a  Teftimony. 

JuJl.  Their  \'oices  make  my  Houfe  reel,  oh  for  Officers : 
I'm  in  a  Dream,  thy  Daughter's  Spirit  walks 
A  Nights,  and  troubles  all  the  Neighbours  :    Go 
Hire  a  Conjurer,  Pil  fay  no  more. 

Lady.  The  Law  fiiall  fay  more. 

{49)  thou'It  Jie 

Worn, 
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PFom.  Nurfe.  We  are  WitnefTes, 
And  if  thou  bc'ft  noc  hang'd 


I 


Enttr  Lurcher  and  Boy. 

Lur.  Buy  a  Book  of  good  Manners, 
A  fhorc  Book  (>f  good  Manners. 

Boy    Buv  a  Ballad,  a  BalJad  of  the  Maid  was  got  with 

Child. 
Toby.  That  might  ha*  been  my  Cafe  laft  Night,  PJI  ha*r, 
What  e*er  it  coft  me. 

Boy.  A  Ballad  of  the  Witches  hang'd  at  Ludlow. 
Toby,  ril  have  that  too  ; 
There  was  an  Aunt  of  mine,  I  think,  among'fl  'em, 
I  would  be  glad  to  hear  her  Tcftament. 
Lur.  A  new  Book  of  Women. 
Juft.  The  Thunder's  laid,  how  they  ftare  at  him. 
Lur.  A  new  Book  of  Fools,  a  ftrange  Book, 
Very  ftrange  Fools. 

Juft.  ril  owe  thee  a  good  Turn,  what-e*cr  thou  arc. 
Lur.  A  Book  of  walking  Spirits. 
Juft.  That  1  like  not. 

Tcby.  Nor  I,  they  walk*d  me  the  Fools  Morris. 
Lur.  A  Book  of  wicked  Women. 
Juft.  That's  well  thought  on. 

Lur.  Of  rude,  malicious  Women,  of  proud  Women, 
Offcolding  Women.     We  fhall  ne'er  get  in. 
Boy.  A  Ballad  of  wrong'd  Maids. 
Lady.  I'll  buy  that. 
Lur.  A  little,  very  Jittle  Book, 
Of  good  and  godly  Women,  a  very  Jittle  one. 
So  little  you  may  put  it  in  a  NutflieJ. 

'Toby.  With  a  fmall  Print  that  no  Body  can  read  it. 
Nurfe.  Peace,  Sirrah,  or  Til  tear  your  Books. 
Juft.  Open  the  Door  and  let  him  in,  I  love  him. 
Lur.  A  Book  of  evil  Magiftrates.    Lady.  Ay,  marry. 
D'ye  hear  that,  Juftice  ?  Lur.  And  their  evillcr  Wives, 
That  wear  their  Places  in  their  Petticoats. 
Jufl.  D'ye  hear  that.  Lady  ? 

Boy.  A  Book  new  printed  againft  playing,  dancing. 
Masking,  Af^j-Polcs  ;  a  zealous  Brother's  Book, 

And 
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And  full  of  Fables. 

Lur.  Another  Book  of  Women,  of  mad  Women, 
Women  that  were  born  in  March.  \^Exit, 

Lady.  Are  you  got  in  ? 
We  would  ha*  pull'd  your  Knave's  Hide  elfe;  this  Fellow 
Was  fent  t'  abufe  us,  but  we  (hall  have  time 
To  talk  more  with  this  Juilice.     7«/?.  Farewel,  Madam, 
As  you  like  this,  come  vifit  me  again, 
You  and  your  treble  Strings,  now  fcold  your  Hearts  out — 

Worn.  Shall  he  carry't  thus  away  ?    l^urfe.  Go  to  the 
Judge 
And  what  you'll  have  us  fwear —  Lady.  I  thank  ye  heartily, 
I'll  keep  that  for  the  laft  i   I  will  go  home. 
And  leave  him  to  his  Confcience  for  a  while. 
If  it  fleep  long,  I'll  wake  it  with  a  Vengeance.  \_Eiiit. 

Enter  Servants. 

1  Ser.  What  Book  has  he  given  thee? 

2  Ser.  A  dainty  Book,  a  Book  of  the  great  Navy, 
Of  fifteen  hundred  Ships  of  Cannon  Proof, 

Built  upon  Whales  to  keep  their  Keels  from  finking. 
And  Dragons  in  'em,  that  fpit  Fire  ten  Mile, 
And  Elephants  that  carry  goodly  Callles. 

I  Ser.  Doft  thou  believe  it? 

(50)  2  Ser.  Shall  we  not  believe  Books  in  Print? 

1  Ser.  I  have  John  Taylor's  Book  of  Hempfecd  too. 
Which  for  two  Lines  I  hapncd  on  by  Chance, 

I  reverence. 

2  Ser.  I  prithee  what  are  they  ? 

I  Ser.  They  are  fo  pat  upon  the  Time,  as  if 
He  fludy'd  to  anfwer  the  late  Hiftriomaftix, 
Talking  of  Change  and  Transformations, 

Uo)  2  Ser.  Sha/I  ive  not  helien;e  Books  in  Print  ? 

1  Ser.  /  ha've  John  Taylor'j  Book 

2  Ser.   1  prithee 'what 

1  Ser.   They  are  fo  pat ]    The  Servants  Names  are  feem- 

ingly  here  wrong  plac'd.     I  would  reform  them  thus, 

2  Ser.  Shall  nve  tiol  believe  Books  in  Print  ? 

I  have  John  Taylor'j  &c. 

1  Ser.   I  pray  thee 

2  Scr.   They  are  fo  pat  » 

That 
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That  wittily,  and  learnedly  he  bangs  him, 

(51)  So  may  a  Puritan's  RufF,  though  ftarch'd,  in  Print, 

Be  turn'd  to  Paper,  and  a  Play  writ  in*t. 

And  confute  Horace  with  a  Water  Poet  : 

A  Play  in  a  Puritan's  RufF?  I'll  buy  his  Works  for*c. 

What  haft  there,  a  Ballad  too  ? 

2  Ser.  (52)  This?  This  is  a  Piece  of  Poetry  indeed  i 

\_Hefings ;  Jujiice  cries  within. 
What  Noife  is  that  ? 

1  Ser.  Some  Cry  i'th*  Streets  j  prithee  ling  on. 

\^Sin^  again ^ 

2  Ser.  Again,  doft  not  hear;  *tis  i'th*  Houfe  certainly. 

1  Ser.  *Tis  a  ftrange  Noife  ?  and  has  a  tang  o*th'  Juftice. 

2  Ser.  Let's  fee  ?  \l£xeunt. 

Enter  the  Servants  bringing  in  their  Majler  hound 
and  gagg*d. 

1  Ser.  Untie  his  Feet,  pull  out  his  Gag, 

He  will  choak  dk  j  what  defp'rate  Rogues  were  thcfc. 

2  Ser.  Give  him  frefh  Air. 

yuji.  V\l  never  ftudy  Books  more  ; 
I  am  undone,  thefe  Villains  have  undone  me. 
Rifled  my  Desk,  they  have  undone  me,  learnedly  : 
A  Fire  take  all  their  Books,  Pll  burn  my  Study  : 
Where  were  you  Rafcals  when  the  Villains  bound  me, 
You  could  not  hear  ? 

I  Ser.  He  gave  us  Books,  Sir,  dainty  Books  to  bufie  us  j 
And  we  were  reading,  in  that  which  was  the  Brew-houfe ; 

(50)  So  many  a  Puritan* j  ^«^,  &c.]  Our  Poets,  here,  wrote  by 
Memory,  without  having  recourfe  to  Taylor's  Book,  where  the  Lines 
run  thus, 

Thus  may  a  Brownill's  zealous  i^uff,  in  Print, 
Be  turn'd  to  Paper,  and  a  Play  <wr:t  in^t. 
But  this  is  not  the  only  Fault ;  the  two  Lines  that  follow  feem  to  have 
fufFcr'd  a  Change  of  Places,  as  well  as  undergone  the  lofs  of  a  Speaker  ; 
for  'tis  plain,  JnJ  confute  Horace  l^c.  has  no  Connexion  with  the 
preceding  Lines  of  Taylor.  To  fet  the  Place  right,  I  fuppofe  the 
xd.  Ser-vant^  Speech  to  end  full  with  the  Water- Poet's  Lines,  which 
ftrikes  the  ift.  Servant  fo  fmartly.that  he  cries  out, 

I  Ser.  A  Play  in  a  Puritan'' s  Ruff?   V II  buy  bis  Works  for' t. 
And  confute  Horace  njuith  a  Water  Pott. 
(q2)  This  is  n  Piece 

Vol.  VIII.  I  A 
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A  great  way  off,  wc  were  finging  Ballads  too. 
And  could  not  hear. 

Juj}.  This  was  a  precious  Thief, 
A  fubtle  Trick  to  keep  my  Servants  fafe. 

2  Ser.  What  ha' you  loll,  Sir? 

Jujl.  They  ranfack'd  all  before  my  Face,  and  threatncd 
To  kill  me  if  I  cough'd  ;  they  have  a  Chain, 
My  Rings,  my  Box  of  calling  Gold,  my  purfe  too. 
They  robb'd  me  miferably ;  but  that  which  moft  grieves  me. 
They  took  away  fome  Writings  •,  'twas  a  Rogue 
That  knew  me,  and  was  fet  on  by  th'  old  Lady  ; 
I  will  indite  her  for't. 

I  Ser.  Shall  we  purfue  'em  ? 

Juji.  Run,  run,  curfed  Rafcals ! 
I  am  out  of  my  Wits,  let  not  a  Creature  in. 
No  not  with  Neceflaries. 

1  Ser.  We  fhall  be  (larv'd. 

JuJl.  1*11  buy  my  Meat  at  Window  as  they  pafs  by  ; 
I  wonot  triift  my  Scriv'ner,  he  has  Books  too  : 
And  Bread  I'll  ha*  flung  up  -,  I  charge  ye  all 
Burn  all  tlie  Books  i'th'  Houfe. 

1  Ser.  Your  little  Prayer  Book  ? 

'j/uji,  I'll  never  Pray  again.    I'll  have  my  Doors 
Made  up,  nothing  but  Walls,  and  thick  ones  too  ; 
No  Sound  (hall  tempt  me  again,  remember  I 
Have  forfwore  Books. 

2  Ser.  If  you  fhould  be  call'd  to  take  your  Oath  ^ 
Juji.  I  will  forfwear  all  Oaths,  rather  than  fee 

A  thing  but  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Book  : 
And  I  were  condemn'd,  I'll  rather  chufe  to  hang. 
Than  read  again  ;  come  in,  and  fearch  all  Places, 
They  may  b'  about  the  Houfe  i  were  the  Doors  lock*d  ? 

I  Ser.  But  the  Keys  in  *em,  and  if  they  be  gone. 
They  could  not  want  the  wit  to  lock  us  in.  Sir. 

Jujt.   Never  was  a  Man  fo  miferably  undone, 
I'd  lofe  a  Limb,  to  fee  their  Roguelhips  totter.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lady  and  Nurfe. 

Lady.  Thy  Brother's  Daughter  fa  id,  and  born  in  fValesf 
Nurfe.  I  have  long  time  dcfired  to  fee  her,  and  I  hope 

Your 
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Your  Ladyfliip  won't  be  offended. 

Lady.  No,  no. 

Nurfe.  I  (hould  be  happy,  if  fhe  might  be  ferviceable 
To  you,  Madam. 

Lady.  Befhrew  me,  but  at  firft,  fhe  took  me  much. 
{§2)  Is  fhe  not  like  Maria  ?  fetting  afide 
Her  Language,  very  like  her,  and  1  love  her 
The  better  for't,  I  prithee  call  her  hither. 
She  fpeaks  feat  Englijh. 

Nurfe.  Why  Guennith^  Giiennith,  dti  hummah  Guenlth, 
She  is  coarfe.  Madam,  after  her  Country  guife. 
And  were  fhe  in  fine  Cloaths— - 

Lady.  I'll  have  her  handfome  : 

Enter  Maria. 

What  part  of  Wales  were  you  born  in  ? 

Mar.  In  j^hehundis.  Madam. 

Nurfe.  She  fpeaks  that  Name  in  Welfh^  which  we  call 
Brecknock. 

Lady,  What  can  you  do  ? 

Mar.  Her  was  toe  many  tings  in  WalU^  know  not  the 
fafhion  in  Londons?  her  was  Milk  the  Cows,  make  Seeze 
and  Butters,  and  fpin  very  well  the  JVelfh  freeze,  heif 
was  Cooke  to  te  Mountain  Cots,  and  fing  very  fine 
prittilh  Tunes,  was  mage  good  Ales  and  Breds,  and 
her  know  to  Dance  on  Sundays,  marge  you  now.  Ma- 
dams. 

Lady.  A  pretty  innocence,  I  do  like  her  infinitely,  Nurfe, 
And  if  I  live- 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Here's  Mr.  HeartlovCy  Madam,  come  to  fee  you. 
Lady.  Alas,  poor  Gentleman,  prithee  admit  him. 

Enter  Frank  Heartlove  and  Gentlemen. 

Prank.  Madam,  I'm  come  to  take  my  lafl  leave. 
Lady.  How,  Sir  .^ 

(53)  Is //}e  not  like  Mixxz} '\  I  wou'd  propofe  putting  the  Words 
that  follow  thefe,  in  the  Nur/e's  Mouth,  otherwife  the  Lady  will  aik 
the  Queftion  and  give  herfelt  the  Anfwer. 

I  2  Franks 
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Frank.  Of  all  my  home  AfFedions,  and  my  Friends: 
For  th*  Intercft  you  had  once  in  Maria, 
I  would  acquaint  you  when  I  leave  the  Kingdom. 

Lady.  Would  there  were  any  thing  in  my  poor  power 
That  might  divert  your  Will,  and  make  you  happy  j 
Tm  fure  I've  wrong'd  her  too,  but  let  your  pardon 
Afllire  me  you  are  charitable ;  fhe*s  dead. 
Which  makes  us  both  fad  :  What  do  you  look  on  ?. 
(54)  I  Gent.  The  liked  Face 

Mar.  Plefs  us  awle,  why  does  that  Sentilman  make  fuch 
Unders  and  Mazements  at  her,  I  know  her  not. 

Frank.  Be  not  offended,  Maid.  Lady.  How  the  Wench 
blulhes, 
She  reprefents  Maria's  lofs  to  him. 

Mar,  Will  the  Sentilman  hurt  her  ?  pray  you  be  her 
defences,  was  have  mad  Phifnomies,  is  her  troubled  with 
Lunaticks  in  her  Prain  Pans,  blefs  us  awle. 

Frank.  Where  had  you  this  Face .'' 

Mar.  Her  Faces  be  our  none,  I  warrant  her. 

Frank.  I  wonot  hurt  you,  all  the  Lineaments 
That  built  Maria  up  ;  all  thofe  fpringing  Beauties 
Dwell  on  tliis  thing,  change  but  her  Tongue  1  know  her ; 
Let  me  fee  your  hand. 

Mar.  Guennith  was  never  Thieves  and  Robberies  j  here 
is  no  findge  in  her  Hands  warrant  her. 

Frank.  Trufl:  me,  the  felf-fame  white. 
And  fofcnefs,  prithee  fpeak  our  Englxjh  Dialed. 

Mar.  Ha  leggs .''  what  does  her  Ipeage  hard  urds  to  her, 
to  make  poor  Guennith  ridicles,  was  no  mannerly  Sentil- 
man to  abufc  her. 

Frank.  By  the  love, 
That  everlafting  love  I  bear  Maria 

Mar.  Maria,  her  Name  was  Guennith,  and  good 
Names,  was  poor  elfe,  oman  Maid,   her  have  no  fine 

(1J4)  ^be  likeJlFace ]  This,  as  it  here  ilands,  is  the  End  of  the 

Lady's  Speech  ;  but  fure  it  can't  be  fo,  as  theleaft  Attention  will  make 
evident.  I  fafpcft  with  Mr.  Theobald,  that  Frank  Heartlo^ii  Name 
ought  to  be  prcfix'd  here,  or  elfe  write  with  the  oldeit  Quarto,  which 
Mr.  Theobald  overlook'd,  thus, 

I  Gent.  The  likejl  Fact. 

kanags. 
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kanags,  to  mage  her  tricfie,  {ss)  Y^^i  '"  ^^^  0^"  Cuntries 
was  held  a  fine  enfe  her  can  tells  her,  and  honed  enfe  too, 
marge  you  dat  now,  her  can  keep  her  little  Legs  clofe 
enough,  warrant  her. 

Lady.  How  prettily  this  anger  fliews. 

1  Gent.  She  gabbles  innocently. 

Frank.  Madam,  farewel,  and  all  good  Fortune  dwt-ll 
we*e, 
"With  me  my  own  Affections ;  farewel,  Maid, 
Fair  gentle  Maid. 

2  Gent.  She  fighs. 
Afar.  Du  cat  a  whee. 

Frank.  I  cannot  go,  there's  fomewhat  calls  me  back. 

Mar.  Poor  Franky 
How  gladly  would  I  entertain  thy  Love, 
And  meet  thy  worthy  Flame,  but  fliame  forbids  me  : 
If  pleafe  her  Ladyfhip  dwell   here  with  Guennith,    and 
learn  to  fpin  and  card  Oil,  to  mage  Flannels,  and  Linfeyes 
Ulfeis,  fal  tawge  cood  urds  to  her  Ladyfliips  urfliips  for 
her.  [^The  Tears  flow  from  bim. 

The  Tears  of  true  Affe<5lion,  woe  is  me. 
Oh  curfed  Love  that  glories  in  Maids  miferies. 
And  true  Mens  broken  Hearts.    Lady.   Alas,  I  pity  him. 
The  Wench  is  rude,  and  knows  you  not,  forgive  her. 

Mar.  Wipe  your  nyes  pray  you,  though  was  porn  in 
tValls  *mong  craggy  Rocks,  and  Mountains,  yet  heart  is 
foft,  look  you  hur  can  weep  too,  when  hur  fee  Men  mage 
prinie  Tears  and  Lamentations. 

Frank.  How  hard  fhe  holds  me  ? 
Juft  as  Maria  did,  weeps  the  fame  drops: 
Now  as  I  have  a  living  Soul,  {c^6)  her  Sigh  too  j 
What  fhall  1  think,  is  not  your  Name  Maria? 
If  it  be  not,  delude  me  with  fo  much  Charity 
To  fay  it  is. 

Mar.  Upon  her  life,  you  was  mighty  deal  in  Love  with 
fome  podies,  your  pale  Seekes  and  hollow  Nyes,  and 
pantings  upon  her  Pofom,  know  very  well,  becaufe  look 

(55)  in  her  eiun  Cuntries 

(56)  ber  fight 

I  3  you, 
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you,  her  think  her  honcfl:  Sentilman,  you  fall  call  \itxMaria. 
Frank.  Good  Madam,  think  not  ill  I  am  thus  faucy. 
Lady.  Oh  no,  Sir,  ben't  you  angry  with  the  Wench. 
Frank.  I  am  moft  pleas'd. 

1  Gent.  Let's  interrupt  him,  he'll  be  mad  outright  elfe. 

2  Gent.  Obferve  a  little  more. 

Frayik.  Would  I  could  in  your  Language  beg  a  Kifs. 
Mar.  If  her  have  neceflltics  of  a  Kifs,  look  you,  derc 
is  one  (57)  in  farities. 

Frank.  Let  me  fuffer  death, 
If  in  my  apprehenfion  two  twinn'd  Cherries 
Be  more  a  kin,  than  her  Lips  to  Maria's  : 
And  if  this  harfh  illufion  would  but  leave  her. 
She  were  the  fame.     Good  Madam,  fhall  1  have 
Your  confent  now  ?  Lady.  To  what  ?  Frank.  To  give  thij 

Virgin 
To  me.  Lady.  She  is  not  mine,  this  is  her  Kinfwoman, 
And  has  more  power  to  difpofe  j  alas,   I  pity  him. 
Pray,  Gentlemen,  prevail  with  him  to  go  j 
More  that  I  wifh  his  Comfort  than  his  Abfence. 

Frank.  You  have  been  always  kind  to  me,  will  you 
Deny  me  your  fair  Coufin  ? 

Nurfe.  *Twere  fit  you  firfl  obtain'd  her  own  Confent. 

Frank.  (58)  He  is  no  Friend  that  wiihes  my  departure, 
I  do  not  trouble  you. 

I  Gent.  'Tis  not  Maria. 

Frank.  Her  Shadow  is  enough,  I'll  dwell  with  that, 
Purfue  your  own  ways  •,  fliall  we  live  together  ? 

Mar.  If  her  will  come  to  Morrow  and  tauge  to  her,  her 
will  tell  her  more  of  her  meanings,  and  then  if  her  be  me- 
lancholy, her  will  fing  her  a  Welch  Song  too,  to  make  her 
merries,  but  Giiennith  was  very  honeft  ;  her  was  never 
love  but  one  Sentilman,  and  he  was  bear  her  great 
teal  of  good-ills  too,  was  marry  one  day  St.  T>avy^  her 
give  her  five  pair  of  white  Gloves,  if  her  will  Dane?  at 
her  Weddings. 

Frank.  All  I  am  worth, 
And  all  my  hopes  this  (Irange  Voice  would  forfake  her, 

((;7)  in  farieties,    /.  r  in  char:ty, 
(.J  8}  She  is 

For 
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For  then  fhe  fhould  be Prithee  ftay  a  little, 

Hark  in  thine  Ear,  dilTemble  not,  but  tell  me. 
And  fave  my  life  j  I  know  you  are  Maria  : 
Speak  but  as  I  do,  ten  words  to  confirm  me  ; 
You  have  an  Englijh  Soul,  do  not  difguife  it 

From  me  with  thefe  ftrange  Accents She  pinch'd  hard 

Again,  and  figh'd. 

Lady.  What  ails  the  Wench  ?  [ExU. 

Nurfe,  Why,  Guennith. 

Frank.  She  is  gone, 

2  Gent.  Come  leave  this  dream. 

Frank.  A  Dream  ?  I  think  lb  too, 
But  'twas  a  pleafing  one  :  now  1*11  obey, 
And  forget  all  thefe  wonders  j  lead  the  way.        [^Exeunt. 


ACT     IV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Wildbrain  and  Toby. 

mid.  O  Oneft  Tohy  ?  [met  w'ye. 

Jrl     Toby.  Sweet  Mr.  Wildbrain^-— Vm  giad  I  ha* 

Wild.  Why,  did  my  Aunt  fend  tor  me  ? 

J^oby,  Your  Aunt's  a  Mortal,  and  thinks  not  on  you, 
For  ought  I  can  perceive. 

H^ild.   Is  my  Coufin  alive  again  } 

Toby.  Neither,  and  yet  we  do  not  hear 
That  fhe's  buried. 

Wild.  What  fliould  make  thee  glad  then  ? 

Toby.  What  fhould  make  me  glad  ?  have  I  not  caufe  ? 
To  fee  your  Princely  Body  well,  and  walk  thus, 
Look  blithe  and  bonny,  and  your  Wardrobr  whole  Ilill. 

IFild.  The  cafe  is  clear,  and  I  ha*  found  a  Mine, 
A  perfe<Sb  Indie.,  fmce  my  Aunt  calhier'd  mej 
What  think'ft  of  this? 

Toby.  Oh  delicate  Bells. 

JVild.  Thou  putteft  me  in  mind. 
We  arc  to  ring  anon,  I  mean  to  fend  for  thee  ; 
Meet  me  at  the  old  Parilh  Church, 

Toby.  Say  no  more. 

i  4  mid. 
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IVild.  When  thy  Lady  isa-bed,  we  ha'  confpir'd 
A  midnight  Peal  for  joy. 

^oby.  If  1  fail,  hang  me  i'th'  Bell-ropes. 

wild.  And  how  ?  and  how  does  my  Aunt  ? 

*rohy.  She's  up  to  th'  Ears  in  Law  ; 
I  do  fo  whirl  her  to  the  Counfellors  Chambers, 
And  back  again,  and  bounce  her  for  more  Mony, 
And  too  again — I  know  not  what  they  do  with  her. 
But  Hie's  the  merrieft  thing  among  thefe  Law-drivers  j 
And's  in  their  Studies  half  a  day  together; 
If  they  do  get  her  with  Magna  Cbarla^  (he  fwears. 
By  all  th'  Ability  of  her  old  Body, 
She  will  fo  claw  the  Juftice — flie  will  fell 
The  Tiles  of  th'  Houfe  fhe  vows,  and  Sack  out  o'th*  Cellar, 
(That  fhe  worfhips  to  Idolatry)  but  fhe'll  hang  him. 

fVild.  I  would  fhe  could  :  but  hark  thee  honeft  TJ?^, 
If  a  Man  have  a  Miftrefs,  may  we  not, 
Without  my  Aunt's  leave,  borrow  now  and  then 
A  Coach  to  tumble  in,  towards  th*  Exchange, 
And  fo  forth  ? 

Toby.  A  Miflrefs  ? 

IVild.  She  may  be  thine  when  we  are  married. 

Toby.  Command,  Til  carry  ye  both  in  Pomp ; 
And  let  my  Lady  go  a-foot  a  Law-catching, 
And  exercile  her  Corns :  Where  is  fhe,  Matter  John  ? 

mid.  *Shat  fee  her. 

Toby.  Shall  we  ring  for  her  ? 

Wild.  Ay,  and  drink  her  health. 
■  Toby.  Drink  flifly  for  five  hours  ^ 

fFiId.  We'll  drink  fifteen. 

Toby.  To  Night?  we  will  ha'  twenty  Torches  then. 
And  through  the  Streets  drive  on  triumphantly. 
Triumphantly  we*ll  drive  ;  by  my  Lady's  Door, 
As  I'm  a  Chriflian  Coachman,  I  will  rattle  you. 
And  Urine  in  her  Porch,  and  fhe  fhall  fear  mc : 
If  you  fay  more,  I  fhall  run  mad  outright— —• 
I  will  drink  Sack,  and  furfeit  inftantly ; 
I  know  not  where  I  am  now.  [Exit, 

Enter 
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Enter  Lurcher. 

fVild.  Hold  for  thy  buttons  fake,  the  Knave's  tranfported* 

Lur.  Jack  JVildbrain  ? 

Wild,  Honeft  "Tomy  how  thrives  the  fclJonious  World 

with  thee  now  ? 
Lur.  You  look  and  talk  as  you  were  much  exalted. 
Wild.  Thou  art  i*th'  right,  Tofn.  I  will  tell  thee,  firft, 
I  ha*  fhook  off  my  Aunt,  and  yet  I  live  ftill. 
And  drink,  and  fing ;  her  Houfe  had  like  t'  ha*  fpoil'd  me ; 
I  keep  no  hours  now  ;   Nor  need  a  faife  Key 
To  the  old  Woman's  Cabinets ;  I  ha'  Mony 
Upon  my  word,  and  pawn  no  Oaths  to  th'  Butler. 
No  Matrimonial  Proteftations 
For  Sack-poffets,  to  the  Chambermaid. 
I  praife  my  Fate,  there  be  more  ways  to  th*  Wood,  Tom. 
Lur.  Prithee  releafe  my  wonder. 
JVild.  I'll  increafe  it,  wipe  thine  Eyes, 
Here  is  a  Chain  worth  Mony,  and  fome  Man  had  it, 

A  foolilh  Diamond,  and  other  Trifles 

Lur.  The  very  fame.     Oh  Gipfcy  !  Infidel .' 
4^11  that  I  fweat,  and  ventur'd  my  Neck  for, 
H'as  got  already  ;  who  would  truft:  a  Strumpet  ? 
Wild,  This.^  this  is  nothing  to  what  I  poffefs 
At  home. 
Lur.  What  home  ? 

Wild.  A  Houfe  that  fhall  be  namelefs ; 
The  Miftrefs  of  it  mine  too,  fuch  a  piece 

For  Flelh  and  Blood,  added  to  that  fo  loving 

Lur.  Is  fhe  married  ? 
Wild.  I  know  not,  nor  I  care  not : 
But  fuch  a  prize,  fo  mounting,  fo  delicious 
Thou  wilt  run  mad;  Til  tell  thee  more  hereafter. 
Lur.  Nay,  prithee  a  word  more. 
Wild.  I  took  no  pains  to  find  out  all  this  Paradife, 
My  Deftiny  threw  me  upon't  i'th'  dark,  I  found  it^ 
Wanting  a  Lodging  too. 
Lur.  No  old  Acquaintance  ? 
Wild.  Never,  never  favv  her  ; 
But  thefe  things  happen  not  in  ev'ry  Age : 

I 
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I  cannot  ftay.  If  thou  wilt  meet  anon 

At  my  own  Rendezvous,   thou  knowcft  the  Tavern, 

We'll  lup  together,  after  that  a  Company 

Of  merry  Lads  have  made  a  match  to  ring. 

Lur.  You  keep  your  Exercile  i'th*  old  Church  ? 

IVild.  No  other, 
There  is  no  Mufick  to  the  Bells ;  we  wou'd 
Have  Bonfires  if  we  durft  ;  apd  thou  wou'd  come 
'Tfhall  coft  thee  nothing,  Tom-^  hang  pilfering. 
And  keep  me  Company,  in  time  I  may 
Shew  thee  my  Wench  too. 

Lur.  I  cannot  promife;  but  you  will  be  there? 

Wild.  We'll  tofs  the  Bells,  and  make  the  Steeple  roar, 
Boy  ; 
But  come  to  Supper  then. 

Lur.  My  Hand,  expefl  me  : 
Yes,  I  will  come  or  fend,  and  to  fome  purpofc. 
Art  come,  Boy  ? 

Enter  Boy  with  Gown^  Beard^  and  ConJiahle*s  Staff. 

Excellent  Knave,  how  didft  thou  purchafe  thefe  ? 

Boy.  The  Staff  I  ftole  laft    Night    from  a    fleeping 
Conftable ; 
The  reft  I  borrow'd  by  my  Acquaintance  with 
The  Players  Boys ;  you  were  beft  to  lofe  no  time,  Sir. 

Lur.  So,  fo,  help  Boy,  'tis  very  well ;  don't  I  look 
Like  one  that  breaks  the  King's  Peace  with  Authority  ? 
You  know  your  Charge,  prepare  things  handlomly. 
My  diligent  Boy,  and  leave  me  to  my  Office. 

Boy.  There  wants  (59)  nothing,  already  -,  but  I  fly,  Sir. 

\_Exit. 

Lur,  Now  Fortune  prove  no  Slut,  and  I'll  adore  thee. 

[^Knocks, 

Within  Ser.  Who's  there  ? 

Lur.  A  Friend  wou'd  fpeak  with  Mafler  Juftice. 

Ser.  Who  are  you? 

Lur.  I'm  the  Conftable. 

Ser.  My  Mafter's  not  at  leifure  to  hear  bufinefs. 

(59)  _ — nothing  already  ;  ]  A  Letter  or  fo  feems  wanting  here.     I 
fuppofe,  •—'alts  ready  might  be  the  genuine  Reading. 

Lur, 
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Lur.  How  ?  Not  at  Leifure  to  do  the  King  Service  ? 
Take  heed  what  you  fay,  Sir ;  I  know  his  Worfliip, 
If  he  knew  my  Bufinefs,  would  no  Excufe. 

Ser.  You  muft  go  to  another  Juftice,  I'll  allure  you 
My  Mafter  is  not  well  in  Health. 

Lur.  I  know  not. 
But  if  your  Worfhipiul  be  not  at  Leifure 

To  do  himfelf  a  Benefit 1  am  gone.  Sir 

An  infinite  Benefit,  and  the  State  fhall  thank  him  for*t ; 
Thank  him,  and  think  on  him  too  :  I  am  an  Officer, 
And  know  my  Place,  but  I  do  love  the  Juftice  i 
I  honour  any  Authority  above  me  : 
Befide,  he  is  my  Neighbour,  and  I  worfhip  him. 

Ser.  You  have  no  Books,  nor  Ballads,  Mr.  Conftable, 
About  you  ? 

Lur.  What  fhould  1  do  with  Books  ?  does  it  become 
A  Man  of  my  Place  to  underftand  fuch  Matters  ? 
Pray  call  your  Mafter,  if  he  pleafe  to  follow  me, 
1  fliall  difcover  to  him  fuch  a  Plot, 
Shall  get  him  evcrlafting  Fame,  I'll  be  hang'd  for't. 
And  he  be  not  knighted  inftantly,  and  for  Reward 
Have  fome  of  the  Malefadors  Lands,  I'll  bring  him  to. 
But  I  can't  (60)  dally  time. 
Juft.  ['within.']  Who's  that  ? 

Ser,  A  Conftable,  Sir,  would  fpeak  about  fome  Bufinefs, 
He  fays  will  bring  you  Fame,  and  mighty  Profit. 

Lur.  Pleafe  your  Worihip  come  down,  PU  make  you 
happy  ; 
The  notableft  Piece  of  Villany  I've  in  hand.  Sir, 
And  you  fhall  find  it  out ;  I  ha'  made  Choice 
To  bring  your  Worfhip  to  the  firft  Knowledge,  and 
Thank  me,  as  you  find  the  good  oa't  afterwards. 
Juji.  What  is  it  f  Treafon  ? 
Lur.   'Tis  little  better,  1  can  tell  you  Tve  lodg'd 
A  Crew  of  the  moft  rank  and  defperate  Villains : 
They  talk  of  Robberies,  and  Ways  they  did  'em, 
And  how  they  left  Men  bound  in  their  Studies. 
Jufi.  With  Books  and  Ballads  .^ 

(60)    delay  time. 

Lur. 
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Lur.  That,  Sir,  that,  and  Murders, 
And  thoufand  Knaveries  more  ;  they're  very  rich,  Sir, 
In  Mony,  Jewels,  Chains,  and  a  hundred  more 
Devices. 

Juji.  Happy,  happy  Conftable,  1*11  meet  ye 
At  the  Back  door ;  get  ready,  Knaves. 

Lur.  Not  a  Man  J  befeech  you, 
Pve  privately  appointed  Strength  about  me  ; 
They  cannot  ftart  \  your  Men  would  breed  Sufpicion ; 
All  my  Defire  is,  you  would  come  alone. 
That  you  might  have  the  Hope  o'th'  Enterprize, 
That  you  might  hear  *em  firft,  and  then  proceed,  Sir. 

JuJi.  I  come,  I  come.  . 

Lur.  'Tis  very  well. 

JuJl.  Keep  all  my  Doors  faft,  it  is  fomething  late. 

Lur.  So,  fo,  and  pleafeyour  Worfhip  (61)  I'll  dired:you. 

[^Exeunt, 
Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  My  Mafter  flays,  I  doubt  his  Lime-Twigs  catch 
not. 
If  they  do,  all's  provided  5  but  I  all 
This  while  forget  my  own  State  ;  fair  Maria 
Is  certainly  alive,  I  met  her  in 
Another  Habit,  with  her  Nurfe,  *twas  {he  ; 
There  is  fome  Trick  in*t,  but  when  this  is  over 
I'll  find  it  out  •,  this  Projedl  for  the  Ufurer 
May  have  good  EfFed  ;  however,  'twill  be  Spore 
To  mortifie  him  a  little. 

Enter  Lurcher. 

He's  come  without  him  : 
Have  you  fail'd.  Sir? 

Lur.  Profper'd:  My  little  Ingineer,  away. 
He  is  i'th'  next  Room,  be  not  you  feen,  Sirrah.       [^Exit. 

Boy.  The  Pit-fall's  ready,  never  Juftice 
Was  caught  in  fuch  a  Noofe  :  E'er  he  get  out. 
He  (hall  run  through  a  fcouring  Purgatory, 
Shall  purge  him  to  the  quick,  'tis  Night  already. 


(61)    I  direilyou. 
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Enter  Algripe  and  Lurcher. 

Lur.  Come  foftly,  yet  Sir,  foftly,  ar*n*t  you  weary  ? 

Juji.  Thou'ft  brought  me  into  a  melancholy  Place, 
I  fee  no  Creature. 

Lur.  This  is,  Sir,  their  Den 
Where  they  fuppofe  themfelves  fecure :  I'm  faint 
(62)  With  making  hafte,  but  I  muft  be  thus  troubled. 
And  therefore  never  go  without  a  Cordial ; 
Without  this  I  fhould  die:  [^Seems  to  drink. 

How  it  refrefhes  me 

Already!  Will'tpleafe  your Worfliip?  I  might  have  had 
The  Manners  to  ha'  let  you  drink  before  me ; 
Now  I  am  lufty.      {^z)  J^fi-  *Twas  a  good    Tafte, 

Lur.  Tafte  ? 
How  d*ye  find  the  Virtue,  nay.  Sir,  fpare  not : 
My  Wife  has  the  Receipt;  does  it  not  ft:ir 
Your  Worfhip's  Body?  When  you  come  t'  examine, 
'Twill  make  you  fpeak  like  Thunder. 

Jufl.  Hoy  he  I  \He  yawns, 

Lur.  It  works  already. 

JuJl.  Is  there  ne'er  a  Chair,  I  was  wearier  than  I  thought ; 
But  who  (hall  we  have  to  take  *em,  Mr.  Conftable  ? 

Lur.  Let  me  alone,  when  I  but  give  the  Watch-word, 
We  will  have  Men  enough  to  furprize  an  Army. 

Jufi.  I  begin  to  be  fleepy  j  what,  haft  a  Chair  } 

(62)  With  making  hafie  hut  I  muft  be  thus  troubled,'\  But  why 
muft  he  be  thus  troubled?  The  Reader  fees  undoubtedly  the  Oddneis 
of  the  Place,  and  perhaps  may  think  with  me,  that  the  Text  might 
have  been  wrote  originally  fo, 

but  I'm  us'd  to  be  thus  troubled. 

The  fmall  Difference  betwixt  /  muf  and  Vm  kjV,  makes  it  very  pro- 
bable that  this  is  the  true  reading. 

(65)  Juft.  ^Tivai  a  good  Tafie ^  But  this  docs  not  anfwer  the 
meaning  of  what  the  Juftice  ftiould  fay,  for  it  is  not  the  Quantity,  but 
the  Quality  of  the  Liquor  that  he  here  (hou'd  be  fpeaking  of,  and 
therefore  I'm  for  reading, 

J uji.  'Thas  a  good  7aJJe. 

Enter 
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Enter  another  with  a  Chair, 

Lur.  (64)  They  do  not  dream  of  us:  *tis  early  rifing. 
Care,  Care,  and  early  rifing  -,  Common-wealth's  Men 
Are  ever  fubjecft  to  the  Nods;  fit  down,  Sir, 
A  fhort  Nap  is  not  much  amifs;  fo,  he's  fad, 
Faft  as  a  Fifh  i'  th'  Net ;  he  has  winking  Powder 
Shall  work  upon  him  to  our  Wifh,  remove  him : 
Nay,  we  may  cut  him  intoCollops  now, 
And  he  ne'er  feel  j  have  you  prepared  the  Vault,  Sirrah? 

Boy.  Yes,  yes.  Sir,  ev'ry  thing's  in's  Place. 

Ljtr.  When  {6^)  we  have  plac*d  him,  you,  and  I  Boy 
muft 
About  another  Project  hard  by,  his  Potion 
"Will  bind  him  fure  enough  'till  we  return  ; 
This  Villany  weighs  mainly,  but  we'll  purge  ye.    [^Exeunt, 

[Bells  ring. 
Enter   Sexton, 

Sex.  Now  for  mine  Ears,  mine  Ears  be  conftant  to  me ; 
They  ring  a  Wager,  and  I  muft  deal  juftly. 
Ha  Boys. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Boy^ 

Lur.  Doft  hear  *em,  hark,  thefe  be  the  Ringers  ? 

Boy.  Are  you  fure  the  fame  ? 

Lur.  Or  my  Diredlions  fail ; 
The  Coaft  is  clear: 

How  the  Bells  go }  How  daintily  they  tumble .? 
And  methjnks  feem  to  fay,  fine  Fools  1*11  fit  you. 

Sex.  Excellent  again,  good  Boys — oh  that  was  nought, 

Lur.  Who's  that? 

Boy.  Be  you  conceal'd  by  any  means  yet,  hark. 
They  ftop,  I  hope  they'll  to'c  again ;  clofe.  Sir. 

(64)  They  do  not  dream  of  us,  ^fis  ear/y  rijing ; 

Care,   Care,  and  early  rijlng,   Common-nutalthi  Men, 

Are  ever  fuhjea  to  the  Nods ; ]     This  is  curious  pointinj^j 

which  confounds  the  Senic  as  well  2S  dclUoys  th«  Humour  of  the 
Place, 

(65)  you  have 

Enter 
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Enter  Wildbrain,  Toby  and  Ringers, 

Wild.  A  palpable  Knock. 

Ring.  *Twas  none. 

Toby.  Be  judg*d  by  th*  Sexton  then, 
If  I  have  Ears. 

Sex.  A  Knock,  a  Knock,  a  grofs  one. 

Toby.  Carman,  your  Gallon  of  Wine,  you  ring  moft 
impioufly  ; 
Art  thou  o*  th'  worfliipful  Company   of  the  Knights 

o'th'Wcft, 
And  handle  a  Bell  with  no  more  Dexterity? 
You  think  you  are  in  Thames-Jireet 
Juftling  the  Carts  j  oh  a  clean  Hand's  a  Jewel. 

Boy.  Good  Speed  to  your  good  Exercifc. 

Toby.  Y'are  -welcome. 

Boy.  I  come.  Sir,  from  a  Gentleman,  and  Neighbour 
hard  by, 
One  that  loves  your  Mufick  well  — — 

Toby.  He  may  have  more  on*t — 
Handle  a  Bell,  as  you  were  haling  Timber? 
Grofs,  grofs,  and  bafe,  abfurd. 

Ring.  I'll  mend  it  next  Peal. 

Boy.  T'  intreat  a  Knowledge  of  you,  whether  *t  be 
By  th*  Ear  you  ring  thus  cunningly,  or  by  th'  Eyej 
For  to  be  plain,  he  has  laid  ten  Pounds  upon't. 

IVild.  But  which  way  has  he  laid  ? 

Boy.  That  your  Ear  guides  you. 
And  not  your  Eye.     Toby.  H*as  won,  h'as  won,  the  Ear's 
Our  only  Inftrument.     Boy.  But  how  fhall  we 
Be  fure  on*c?    Toby.  Put  all  the  Lights  out,  to  what  end 
Serve  our  Eyes  then  ?     Wild.  A  plain  Cafe.     Boy.  You 

fay  true, 
'Tis  a  fine  cunning  thing  to  ring  by  th'  Ear  fure  : 
And  can  you  ring  i'  th*  dark  fo  ? 

mid.  All  Night  long.  Boy. 

Boy.  *Tis  wonderful,  \ti  this  be  certain,  Gentlemen, 
And  half  his  Wager  he  allows  among  ye  ; 
Is't  poffible  that  you  fhould  ring  fo  ?     Toby.  Pofi^bJc? 
Thou  art  a  Child,  I'll  ring  when  I'm  dead  drunk. 

Out 
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Out  with  the  Lights,  {()6)  no  twinkling  of  a  Candle, 

1  know  my  Rope  too,  as  I  know  my  Nofe, 

And  can  bang  it  foundly  in  the  dark,  I  warrant  you. 

Wild.  Come  let's  confirm  him  ftraight,  and  win  the 
Wager.  [Exeunt. 

Boy.  Let  me  hear  to  ftrengihcn  me,  and  when  y'  have 
rung, 
rjl  bring  tiie  Mony  to  you. 

Lur.  So,  fo,  follow  'em  ; 
They  (hall  have  a  cool  Reward  i  one  hath  Gold  of  mine. 
Good  ftore*s  in's  Pocket,  [/?i«g". 

But  this  will  be  reveng'd  in  a  (hort  Warning. 
They're  at  it  luft'ly  j  hey,  how  wantonly 
They  ring  away  their  Cloaths,  how  it  delights  me  ! 

Enter  Boy  with  Cloaths. 

Boy.  Here,  here.  Sir. 

Lur.  Haft  midbrain's? 

Boy.  His  whole  Cafe,  Sir,  I  felt  it  out;  and  by  the 
Guards 
This  (hould  be  the  Coachman's,  another  Suit  too. 

Lur.  Away  Boy,  quickly  now  to  th*  Ufurer, 
His  Hour  to  wake  approaches. 

Boy.  That  once  finifh'd. 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  play,  Sir;  here  they  come.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Wildbrain,   Toby,  and  Ringers. 

Wild.  I'm  monftrous  weary. 

^ohy.  Fie,    how  1  fweat.^  Reach  mc  my  Cloak  to 
cover  me, 
I  run  to  Oil  like  a  Porpoife;  'twas  a  brave  Peal. 

Sex.  Let  me  light  the  Candle  firft,  then  Pll  wait  on  you. 

Wild.  A  very  brave  Peal.  [^Exit  Sexton, 

Toby.  Carman,  you  came  in  clofe  now. 

Wild.  Sure  'tis  paft  Midnight. 

Ring.  No  ftirring  in  the  Streets  I  hear.     Itoby.  Walk 
further. 
Was  that  a  Pillar  ?  'tis  harder  than  my  Nofe ; 
Where's  the  Boy  promis'd  us  five  Pounds?  Wild.  Room> 

(66)  net  nuinkling 
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I  fweat  ftlll  i  come,  come,  my  Cloak,  I  Ihall  take  cold. 

Enter  Sexton. 

Sex.  Where  lies  it? 

Wild.  Here,  her.,  and  all  our  Cloaths. 

Sex.   Where,  wuere? 

Ring.  I*  rh*  Corner. 

tohy.  Is  thy  Candle  blind  too?  give  me  the  Bottle, 
I  can  drink  like  a  Fj/1i  now,   like  an  Elep'iant. 

Sex.  Here  are  the  Corners,  but  here  are  no  Cloaths  \ 
Yes,  here's  a  Cuff. 

fi^ild.  A  Cuff'?  give  me  the  Candle, 
Cuffs  wo*not  cover  me — I  Imell  (67)  a  Knavery. 

Toby.  Is't  come  to  a  Cuff"?  My  whole  Suit  turn'd  t*  af 
Button  ?  '' 

Wild.    Now   ]*m    as  cold  again,    as  though  'twere 
Chrijlmafs ; 
Cold  with  my  Fear,  Pll  never  ring  by  th*  Ear  more. 

Toby.  My  new  Cloarhs  vanilVd  ? 

Wild.  All  my  Cloaths,  Toby. 

Ring.  Here's  none. 

Toby.  Not  one  of  my  Dragon's  Wings  left  to  adorn  me, 
(68)  Have  I  mewed  all  my  Feathers? 

Wild.  Cheated  by  ti^*  Ear-,  a  Plot  to  put  out  th'  Candle ; 
I  could  be  mad  ;  my  Chain,  my  Rings,  the  Gold,  the  Gold. 

Toby.  The  Cold,  the  Cold  I  cry,  and  I  cry  truly. 
Not  one  Sleeve,  nor  a  Cape  of  a  Cloak  to  warm  me. 

mid.  What  miferable  Fools  were  we  ? 

Toby.  We  had  e'en  beft.  Gentlemen, 
Every  Man  chufe  his  Rope  again,  and  fallen  it. 
And  take  a  fhorc  Turn  to  a  better  Fortune. 
To  be  Bawds  to  our  Miferies,  and  put  our  own  Lights  out  ? 

Wild.  Prithee  Sexton  let's  have  a  Fire  at  thy  Houfe, 

(67)  the  Knavery 

(68)  Have  I  muted /t/J  my  Feathers.']  Flere  we  have  certainly  a 
Term  of  Art  ftrangely  corrupted  ;  meix.'cd  h  without  Doubt  the  true 
Ledion,  but  the  Editors  of  the  firll  Copy  finding  it  probably  wrote 
thus,  mued,  and  fuppofing  that  a  Word  they  did  underrtand,  might 
do  better  than  one  ihey  did  not,  inferted  a  t  into  the  middle  of  mued, 
and  fo  made  muted  oi  it:  Mr.  Theobald  has  not  ventur'd  to  alter  the 
Place,  but  only  puts  a  Query,  whether  it  ihou'd  not  be  read,    mew'd. 

Vol.  VIII.  K  A 
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A  good  Fire,  weMl.pay  thee  fomc  way  for'r,  I  am  Stone  cold. 

Sex.  Alas,  I  pity  you-,  come  quickly.  Gentlemen. 

IVild.  Sure  I've  been  in  a  Dream,  I  had  no  Miftrcfs, 
Nor  Gold,  nor  Cloarhs,  but  am  a  ringing  Rafcal. 

Toby.  Fellows  in  Affliftion,  let  us  take  Hands  all  j^ 
Now  are  we  fit  for  Tumblers.  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Lurcher  and  others^   bringing  in  Algripc. 

Liir,  So,  fo,  prefcnily 
His  Sleep  will  leave,  and  Wonder  feize  upon  him  ; 
Bid  *em  within  be  ready. 

Jujl.  What  Sound's  this? 
What  horrid  Din?  What  difmal  Place  is  this? 
I  never  faw't  before,  and  now  behold  it. 
But  by  the  half  Light  of  a  L^mp,  that  burns  here : 
My  Spirits  fhake,  and  tremble  through  my  Body  j 
Help,  help. 

Enter  two  Furies  with  black  Tapers, 

Mercy  protedl  me,   my  Soul  quakes. 

What  dreadful  Apparitions!   How  I  fhudder! 

1 ,  1  Fur.  Mgripe.     Juji.  What  are  you.     i  Fur.  Wc 
are  Hell-hounds,  Hell-hounds, 
That  have  CommilTion  from  the  Prince  of  Darknefs, 
To  fetch  thy  black  Soul  to  him. 

JuJl.  Am  I  not  alive  ftill  ? 

1  Fur.  Thou  art,  but  we  have  brought  thee  Inftruments 
Will  quickly  rid  thy  miferable  Life. 

Stab — 1  Fur.  Poifon — i  Fur.  Hang  thyfclf,  this  Choice 
is  ofTer'd. 

2  Fur.  Thou  canft  not  hope  for  Heav*n ;  thy  bafe  Soul  is 
Loft  to  all  Hope  of  Mercy. 

1  Fur.  Quickly,  quickly, 
The  Torments  cool. 

2  Fur.  And  all  {6^)  the  Fiends  expedl  thee. 
Come  with  us  to  that  Pit  of  endlcfs  Horror, 
Or  we  will  force  thee. 

JuJi.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

(69)  thy  Friemis  expeSl  thee. 

I  Fur, 
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1  Fur.  Groans  are  too  late :  fooner  the  Ravifiier, 
Whofe  Soul  is  hurl'd  into  eternal  Froft. 

Stung  with  the  Force  of  twenty  thoufand  Winters, 
To  punifh  the  Diftcmpers  of  his  Blood, 
Shall  hope  to  get  from  thence,  than  thou  avoid 
The  certainty  of  meeting  Hell  where  he  is. 
Shall  Murderers  be  there  for  ever  dying. 
Their  Souls  fliot  through  with  Adders,  torn  on  Engines, 
Dying  as  many  Deaths  for  killing  one, 
(Could  any  Imagination  number  them,) 
As  there  be  Moments  in  Eternity  : 
And  fhall  that  Juftice  fpare  thee,  that  has  flain, 
Murder*d  by  thy  Extortion,  fo  many  ? 
Jujl.  Oh,  oh. 

2  Fur.  Do  Execution  quickly,  or  we'll  carry  thee 
Alive  (70;  to  Hell. 

Jufi.  Gently,  ye  gentle  Devils,  do  not  force  me 
To  kill  myfclf,  nor  do  not  you  do't  for  me  ; 

0  let  me  hve,   I'll  make  amends  for  all. 

I  Fur.  Tell  us  of  thy  Repentance  ^  Pcrjur'd  Villain  ! 
Pinch  off  his  Flefh,  he  mud  be  whipt,  faked  and  whipt. 

JuJl.  Oh  Mifery  of  Miferies!         [Recorders  play  foftly. 

(71)  I,  2,  Fur.  Tear  his  accurs'd  ijmbs,  to  Hell  v/ith 
him ;  ha! 
A  Mifchief  on  that  Innocent  Face,  away.  [Creep  in. 

(70)  into  Hell. 

(71)  Recorders  l,  ZyTcar  his  accursed  Limhs,  to  Hellivith  him;  ha! 
A  Mifchief  on  that  Innocent  Face,  aivay.  [Creep  in. 

Enter  Boy  like  an  Angel. 

1  have  made  no  fcruple  of  altering  the  old  Stage-Direfllon  here,  and 
putting  one  which  the  Poets  poffibly  might  have  given,  fuppofing  this 
Play  to  have  been  our  Authors,  which  is  not  however  fo  clear,  as  not 
to  be  doubted.  The  Direftion  intended  to  tell  us,  that  while  the  t^vo 
Furies  were  faying,  Tear  his  accurs'd.  Sec.  the  Recorders  fhould  play  a 
foft  Strain,  as  a  Prelude  to  the  Angel-like  Boy's  appearing  on  tjie  Stage, 
but  that  immediately  upon  his  Entrance  tliey  were  to  change  their 
Tone,  and  cry  out 

J  Mifchitf  on  that  SiC.    and  fo  creep  in. 
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Enter  Boy  like  an  Jngel. 

"Boy.  Malicious  Furies,  hence,  choak  not  the  Seeds 
Of  holy  Penitence. 

'Jufi.  This  nuift  be  an  Angel, 
How  at  his  Prefence  the  Fiends  crawl  away? 
Here  is  fome  light  of  Mercy. 

Boy.  Be  thou  wife. 
And  entertain  it,  wretched,  wretched  Man  : 
What  poor  Defence  hath  all  thy  Wealth  been  to  thee  ? 
"What  lays  thy  Confcicnce  now  ? 

Jufi.  Be  my  good  Angel,  here  I  promife  thee 
To  become  honeft,  and  renounce  all  Villany  ; 
Enjoin  me  any  Penance,  Pll  build  Churches, 
A  whole  City  of  Hofpitals. 

Boy.  Take  heed. 
There  is  no  dallying,  nor  are  thefe  impos'd. 

Juji.  Name  any  thing  within  my  Power,  fweet  Angel ; 
And  if  I  do  not  faithfully  perform  it. 
Then  whip  me  every  Day,  burn  me  each  Minute, 
"Whole  Years  together  let  me  freeze  to  Ificles. 

Boy.  V  th*  number  of  thy  foul  Opprefllons, 
Thou  haft  undone  a  faithful  Gentleman, 
By  taking  forfeit  ot  his  Land. 

Juji.  Young  Lurci>er^ 
I  do  confefs. 

Boy.  He  lives  moft  miferable. 
And  in  Defpair  may  hang  or  drown  himfelf : 
Prevent  his  Ruin,  or  his  Blood  will  be 
More  Sin  in  thy  Account ;  haft  thou  forgotten 
He  had  a  Sifter? 

JuJi.  I  do  well  remember  it. 

Boy.  Could'ft  thou  for  Mammon  break  thy  folemn  Vow, 
Made  once  to  that  unhappy  Maid,  that  weeps 
A  thoufand  Tears  a  Day  for  thy  Unkindnefs  ? 
Was  not  thy  Faith  contrafted,  and  thy  Heart  ? 
And  couldft  thou  marry  another  ? 

JuJi.  But  ftie»s  dead. 
And  I  will  make  true  fatisfaftion. 
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Boy.  What  do  I  inftance  thefe,  that  has  been  falfe 
To  all  the  World. 

Jup,.  I  know  it,  and  will  henceforth 
Pra6tife  Repentance  ;  do  not  frown,  fweet  Angel, 
I  will  reflorc  all  Mortgages,   forfvvear 
Abominable  Ufury,  live  chafte  ; 
For  I've  been  wanton  in  my  Shroud,  my  Age-, 
And  if  that  innocent  Maid  I  fo  abus'd, 
Be  living,  I  will  marry  her,  and  fpend 
My  days  to  come,   religioufly. 

Boy.  I  was  commanded  but  a  Meflenger 
To  tell  thee  this,  and  refcue  thee  from  thofe, 
Whofe  Malice  would  have  dragg'd  thee  quick  to  Hell : 
If  thou  abufe  this  Mercy,  and  repent  nor. 
Double  Damnation  will  expefl  thee  for  it  j 
But  if  thy  Life  be  virtuous  hereafter, 
A  bleflednefs  fliall  reward  thy  good  Example ; 
Thy  fright  hath  much  diftraded  thy  weak  Senfes, 
Drink  of  this  ^''iol,  and  renew  thy  Spirits, 
I  ha'  done  my  OfHce,   think  on*t  and  be  happy. 

Lur,  So,  fo,  he  gapes  already,  now  he's  tall  j 
Thou'ft  a6led  rarely,  but  this  is  not  all  \  Firll-, 
Help  to  convey  him  outo'th'  Vault.     Boy.  You  will 
Difpenfd  with  me  now,  as  you  promis'd,  Sir? 

Lur.  We  will  make  fhift  without  thee,  thou'fl:  done  well. 
By  our  Device  (72)  this  Bandog  may  'fcape  Hell.    [£x//. 

Enter  Lady^  Niirfe,  and  Maria. 

Lady.  Didft  think,  Maria,  this  poor  Outfide,  and 
DilTembiing  of  thy  Voice,  could  hide  thee  from 
A  Mother's  fearching  Eye  ?  though  too  much  fear, 
Left  thou  wert  not  the  fame,  might  blind  a  Lover 
That  thought  thee  dead  too  ;  oh  my  dear  Maria,] 
I  hardly  kept  my  Joys  in  from  betraying  thee: 
Welcome  again  to  life,  we  fhall  find  out 
The  myftery  of  thy  Abfence  •,  conceal 
Thy  Perfon  flill,  for  Algripe  muft  not  know  thee, 
And  exercife  this  pretty  Dialect  •,' 
If  there  be  any  courfe  in  Law  to  free  thee, 

(72)  this  Bondage 

K  3         .  .    Thou 
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Thou  (halt  not  be  fo  miferable ;  be  filent. 
Good  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  You  fliould  not  need  to  fear  me,  Madam, 
I  do  not  love  the  ufuring  Jew  fo  well ; 
Befide,  *twas  my  crick  to  difguife  her  fo. 

Lady.  Be  not  dejedcd,  Mall. 

Mar.  Your  care  may  comfort  me » 
But  1  defpair  of  Happinefs : 
HeartlovCy  I  dare  not  lee  him. 

]<iurfe.  We'll  withdraw. 

(73)  Lady.  I  ihall  but  grieve  to  fee  his  Paflions  too. 
Since  there's  no  poflibility  to  relieve  him.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Frank  Hcartlove. 

Frank.  The  World's  a  Labyrinth,  where  nnguided  Men 
Walk  up  and  down  to  find  their  wearinefs  ; 
No  fooner  have  \vc  meafurcd  with  much  toil 
One  crooked  path  with  hope  to  gain  our  freedom. 
But  it  betrays  us  to  a  new  AfBiftion  •, 
What  a  ftrange  mockery  will  Man  become 
Shortly  to  all  the  Creatures  ?  Oh  Maria! 
If  thou  be'il  dead,   wliy  does  thy  Shadow  fright  me? 
Sure  *tis  becaufe  1  Hve;    were  I  but  certain 
To  meet  thee  in  one  Grave,   and  that  our  Dull 
Might  have  the  Privilege  to  mix  in  filence. 
How  quickly  (hould  my  Soul  fhake  off  this  burthen! 

Enter  Boy. 

Thus  far  my  Wiflies  have  fuccefs,   I'll  lofe 

No  time :  Sir,  are  not  you  call*d  Mr.  Heartlove  ? 

Pardon  my  rudenefs.  Frank.  What  does  that  concern  thee. 

Boy,  'tis  a  Name  cannot  advantage  thee, 

And  I  am  weary  on*t. 

Boy.  Had  you  conceal'd, 
Or  I  forgot  it,  Sir,  fo  large  were  my 

(73)  Lur.  1 11} all  but grie'ue  —  ]  How  his  Name  comes  to  fland 
here  when  he  had  made  \\is,Exit  a  little  before,  I  can't  conceive: 
Lady,  I  conjcdui'd,  was  the  Perfon  changed,  and  fo  I  found  upon  Exa- 
jninauon  the  old  Quarto  had  it,  which  is  another  Corrcdlion  Mr.  Jheo- 
bald  had  not  obferv'd. 

Directions, 
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Dire(5Hons,  that  you  could  not  fpeak  this  Language, 
But  I  Ihould  know  you  by  your  Sorrow. 

Frank.  Thou 
Wert  well  inform*d,  it  feems ;  well,  what's  your  bufinefs? 

Boy    I  come  to  bring  you  comfort. 

Frank.  Is  Maria 
Alive  again  ?  that's  fomewhat,  and  yet  not 
Enough  to  make  my  Expcftation  rife,  to 
Paft  half  a  Bieinng;  fince  we  cannot  meet 
To  make  it  up  a  full  one  -,  thou'rt  miftaken. 

Boy.  When  you  have  heard  me,  you'll  think  other  wife : 
In  vain  I  fhould  report  Maria  living  : 
The  comfort  that  1  bring  you,  mult  depend 
Upon  her  Death. 

Frank.  Thou'rt  a  diflembling  Boy, 
Some  one  has  fent  thee  to  mock  me  j  though  my  anger 
Stoop  not  to  punifh  thy  green  Years,  unripe 
For  Malice ;  did  I  know  what  Perfon  fent  thee 
(74)  To  tempt  my  Sorrow  thus,  I  (hould  revenge  it. 

Boy.  Indeed  I've  no  thought  fo  uncharitable, 
Nor  am  I  fent  to  grieve  you,  let  me  fuffcr 
More  Punifliment  than  ever  Boy  deferv'd. 
If  you  do  find  me  falfe  •,  I  ferve  a  Miftrefs 
Would  rather  die  than  play  with  your  Misfortunes  j  ' 
Then  good  Sir  hear  me  out. 

Frank.  Who  is  your  Miftrefs? 

Boy.  Before  I  name  her,  give  me  fome  Encouragement, 
That  you'll  receive  her  Mellage:  She  is  one 
That's  full  acquainted  with  your  mifery,   . 
And  can  bring  fuch  a  portion  of  her  Sorrow 
In  every  Circumftance  fo  like  your  own, 
You'll  love  and  pity  her,  and  wifli  your  Griefs 

(74)  To  tempt  my  SorroiM  thus, ]  From  obferving  what  Fra«/4 

fays  at  the  Beginning  of  this  Speech, 

one  has  fent  thee  to  mock  me  ;  ■       ■    ■ 

I  once  imagined,  (if  the  reading  is  corrupt)  that  it  might  be  cafily 
corredled  thus, 

To  taunt  my  Sorroivs, 
And  to  confirm  this,  the  Boy  fays  in  his  'Anfvver, 

— — ■         Ifer've  a  Mijlrefs 

Would  rather  die  than  play  nuith  your  Misfortunes. 

K  4  Might 
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Might  marry  one  anothcrs. 

Frank.  1  iiou  an  wild: 
Caii*ft  thou  bring  Comfort  from  fo  fad  a  Creature? 
Her  miferable  Story  can  ar  bcIV, 
But  fwell  my  Volume,  large  enough  already. 

Boy.  She  was  late  bclov'd,  as  you  were,  promis'd  Faith, 
And  Marriage ;  and  was  worthy  of  a  better 
Than  he,  that  dole  Marians  Heart. 
Frank.   How's  that? 

Boy.  Juft  as  Maria  dealt  with  your  Affedion, 
Did  he  that  married  her  deal  with  my  Miftrefs  i 
Wheji  carclcfs  both  of  Honour  and  Religion, 
Thry  cruelly  gave  away  ti.cir  Hearts  to  Strangers. 

Frank.  Part  of  this  truth  I  know,    but  prithee  Boy 
Proceed  to  that  thou  cani'ft  for;  thou  didft  promife 
Something,  thy  Language  cannot  hitherto 
Encourage  me  to  hope  for. 

Boy.  That  1  come  to : 
My.Miltrefs  thus  unkindly  dealt  withal, 
You  may  imagine,  wanted  no  afflidlion  i 
And  had,  e*cr  this,  weptherfelf  dry  as  Marble, 
Had  not  your  fortune  come  to  her  relief. 
And  twin  to  htr  own  Sorrow,  brought  her  Comfort. 

Frank.  Could  the  condition  of  my  Fate  fo  equal, 
Leflen  Jier  Sufferings  ? 

Boy.  I  know  not  how 
Companions  in  Grief  fometimes  diminifh 
And  make  the  prefTure  eafie ;  by  degrees 
She  threw  her  troubles  off,  remembring  yours. 
And  from  her  pity  of  your  wrongs,   there  grew 
Affed:ion  to  yourPcrfon;    this  incrcas'd, 
And  with  it,  Confidence,  that  thofe  whom  Nature 
Had  m:ide  fo  even  in  their  weight  of  forrow. 
Could  not  but  love  as  equally  one  another. 
Were  things  but  well  prepar'd ;  this  gave  her  boldnefs 
T' employ  me  thus  f:ir. 

Frank.  A  flrange  Meflage,  Boy. 
Boy.  If  you  incline  to  meet  my  Miflrefs'  Love, 
It  miy  beget  your  comforts;  befides  that, 
"Tis  fome  revenge,  that  you  above  their  fcorn 

And 
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And  pride  can  laugh  at  them,  whole  Perjury 
Hath  made  you  happy,  and  undone  themfelves, 

Frank.  Have  you  done,  Boy  I 

Boy.  Only  this  little  more ; 
When  you  but  fee,  and  know  my  Miftrefs  well, 
You  will  forgive  my  tedioufnefs,  fht's  fair, 
Fair  as  Maria  was- 

Frank.  I'll  hear  no  more, 
Go  foolifli  Boy,  and  tell  thy  fonder  Miftrefs 
She  has  no  fecond  Faith  to  give  away  ; 
And  mine  was  giv'n  Maria.  Though  her  Death 
Allow  me  freedom — fee  the  Pidure  of  her • 

Enter  Maria,  and  Nurfe. 

I'd  give  ten  thoufand  Empires  for  the  Subftance ; 

Yet  for  Mafia's  fike,  whofe  divine  Figure 

That  rude  Frame  carries,   I  will  love  this  Counterfeit 

(75)'Bove  all  the  World,  and  had  thy  Miftrefs  all 

The  Grace  and  BloiTom  of  her  Sex ;  now  (he 

Is  gone,  (y6)  that  was  a  walking  Spring  of  Beauty, 

I  would  not  look  upon  her. 

Boy.  Sir,  your  pardon, 
I  have  but  done  a  Melfage,  as  becomes 
A  Servant,  nor  did  fhe  on  whofe  Commands 
I  gladly  waited,  bid  me  urge  her  Love 
To  your  Difquier,  flie  would  chide  my  diligence 
If  1  fhould  make  you  angry. 

Frank.   Pretty  Boy. 

Boy.  Indeed  I  fear  I  have  offended  you  j 
Pray  if  I  have,  enjoin  me  any  Penance  for'r  : 
1  have  periorm'd  one  Duty,  and  could  as  willingly, 
To  purge  my  fault,  and  lhe\w  I  fufter  with  you. 
Plead  your  caufe  to  another. 

Frank.  And  Pll  take  thee 
At  thy  word.  Boy,  thou  halt  a  moving  Language : 
That  pretty  innocent  Copy  of  Maria 
h  ail  1  love,  I  know  not  how  to  ipeak  5 


(7O   Above  all  the  World, 

(76)  that  I'JaSy  nvalking^a  Spring 
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Win  her  to  think  well  of  me,  and  I  will 
Reward  thee  to  thy  wifh. 

Boy.  I  undertake 
Nothing  for  gain,  but  fince  you  have  rcfolv'd 
To  love  no  other,  I'll  be  faithful  to  you, 
And  my  prophctick  Thoughts  bid  me  already 
Say  I  fhall  profper. 

Frank.  Thou  wert  fent  to  blcfs  me. 

Boy.  Pray  give  us  opportunity. 

Frank.  Be  happy.  [£«'/. 

Nurfe.  He's  gone. 

Boy.  With  your  fair  leave,  Miftrefs. 

Mar.  (77JHave  you  pufincfse  with  her,  pray  you? 

Boy.  1  have  a  melTage  from  a  Gentleman, 
Pleafe  you  vouchfafe  your  Ear  more  private. 

X^urfe.  You  fhall  have  my  abfence,  Niece.  [^Exit. 

Mar.  Was  the  Sentleman  afcard  to  declare  his  matters 
openly,  here  was  no  Bodies  was  not  very  honeft,  if  her 
like  not  her  Errands  the  petter,  was  wift  to  keep  her 
preaths  to  cool  her  Porridges,  can  tell  her  that  now,  for 
aule  her  private  hearings  and  tawgings. 

Boy.  You  may,  if  pleafe  you,  find  another  Language, 
And  with  lefs  pains  be  underftood. 

Mar.  What  is  her  meaning  ? 

Boy.  Come,  pray  fpcak  your  own  Englijh. 
'  Mar.  Have  Boys  loft  her  lets  and  Memories?  plefsusaulc. 

Boy.  I  muft  be  plain  then.  Come,  I  know  you  arc 
Maria,  this  thin  vail  cannot  obfcure  you  : 
1*11  tell  the  World,  you  live  ?  I  have  not  loft  ye. 
Since  firft,  with  Grief  and  Shame  to  be  furpriz'd, 
A  violent  Trance  took  away  Ihew  of  Life  j 
I  could  difcover  by  what  Accident 
You  were  convey'd  away  (78) at  Midnight,  in 
Your  Coffin,  could  declare  the  Place  and  Minute 
W  hen  you  reviv'd,  what  you  have  done  fince,  as  perfeftly— • 

Afar.  Alas,  I  am  betray'd  to  new  Misfortunes. 

Boy.  You  are  not,  for  my  knowledge ;  Pll  be  dumb 
For  ever,  rather  than  be  fuch  a  Traitor ; 

(77)  Have  you  hu{ini(s 

(78)  by  Midnight, 

Indeed 
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Indeed  I  pity  you,  and  bring  no  thoughts, 
But  full  oi  Peace  •,  call  home  your  modeft  Blood, 
Pale  hath  too  long  ufurp'd  upon  your  Face ; 
Think  upon  Love  again,  and  the  pofTefflon 
Of  full-blown  joys,  now  ready  to  falute  you. 

Aiar.  Thefe  words  undo  me  more  than  my  own  Griefs. 

Boy.  I  fee  how  Fear  would  play  the  Tyrant  with  you. 
But  Pll  remove  Sufpicion  ;  have  you  in 
Your  Heart,  an  Entertainment  for  his  Love 
To  whom  your  Virgin  Faith  made  the  firft  Promife? 

Mar.  If  thou  mean'ft  Henrtlove^  thou  doft  wound  me  ftill, 
I  have  no  Life  without  his  Memory, 
Nor  with  it  any  hope  to  keep  it  long: 
Thou  feed  I  walk  in  darknefs  like  a  Thief, 
That  fears  to  fee  the  World  in  his  own  (hape ; 
My  very  Shadow  frights  me,  'tis  a  death 
To  live  thus,  and  not  to  look  Day  in  the  Face. 
Away,  I  know  thee  not. 

Boy.  You  fhall  hereafter  know,  and  thank  me,  Lady, 
Pll  bring  you  a  difchargc  at  my  next  Vifit, 
Of  all  your  fears ;  be  content,  fair  Maria^ 
'Tis  worth  your  wonder. 

Mar.  ImpofTible.     Boy.  Be  wife  and  filent,  (79)  drefs 
yourfelf. 
You  Ihall  be  what  you  wifli.     Mar.  Do  this,  and  be 
My  better  Angel. 

Boy.  All  your  care's  on  me.  [Exeunt. 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Boy. 

Lur.T  Mud  applaud  thy  Diligence. 

L     Boy.  It  had  been  nothing 
T*  have  left  him  in  the  Porch  j  1  call'd  his  Servants, 

(79)  ■ Drefs  yourfelf , 

You  fhall  be  nxihat  yowwifh, — ]  Dr(/}  here  feems  to  confound 
tliC  Senfe  greatly,  and  I  propofe  reading,  if  the  Place  is  wrong, 
Re'l  yourfelf.— i.  t.  reft  and  repofc  yourfelf,  and  all  your  Caits 
en  me. 

With 


156         The  Night-Walhr  :  Or, 

With  Wonders  they  acknowledg'd  him,  I  pretended 
It  was  Ibnie  Spice  Ture  ot  the  falling  Sicknefs, 
And  that  'twas  Charity  to  bring  him  home; 
They  rub'd  and  chal'd  him,  ply'd  him  with  ftrong-water, 
Still  he  was  fcnfelefs,  clamours  could  not  wake  him  i 
I  vvifh'd  'em  then  get  him  to  Bed,  they  did  fo. 
And  almolt  fmother'd  him  with  Rugs  and  Pillows ; 
And  'caufe  they  Ihould  have  no  Caule  to  fuiped  me, 
CSo)  I  watch'd  them  'till  he  wak'd. 
Lur.  *Twas  excellent. 

Boy,  When  his  time  came  to  yawn,  and  ftretch  himfclf, 
I  bid  'em  not  be  hafty  to  difcover 
How  he  was  brought  home  ;  liis  Eyes  fully  open. 
With  trembling  he  began  to  call  his  Servants, 
And  told  *em  he  had  leen  ftrange  Vifions, 
That  Iliould  convert  him  from  his  Heathen  courfes  j 
They  wondred,  and  werefilcnt;  there  he  preach'd 
How  fwect  the  Air  of  a  contented  ConfciciiCe 
Smelt  in  his  Nofe  now,  ask'd  'cm  all  forgivenefs 
For  their  hard  Failure  fince  they  liv'd  with  him  ; 
Bid  'em  believe,  and  fetch  out  the  cold  Surloin, 
Pierce  the  Strong  Beer,  and  let  the  Neighbours  joy  in*t: 
The  conceal'd  Muskadine  fhould  now  lie  open 
To  every  Mouth  ;  that  he  would  give  to  th'  Poor, 
And  mend  their  Wages  j  that  his  Doors  fliould  be 
Open  to  every  mikrablc  Suitor. 

Lur.  What  faid  his  Servants  then  ? 

Boy.  They  durft  not  fpeak. 
But  bled  themfelves,  and  the  ftrange  means  that  had 
Made  him  a  Chriftian  :  In  this  overjoy 
I  took  my  leave,  and  bad  'em  fay  their  Prayers, 
And  humour  him,  left  he  turn'dycftc;  again. 

Lur.  Enough,  enough.     Who's  this? 

Enter  Toby. 
'Tis  one  of  my  Ringers  j  ftand  clofe,  my  Lady's  Coachman. 

(80)  /watch'd  'em  till  he  n.K!aK'd.'\  I  would  rer.d  the  Place  thur, 
/  nvatch'd  him,  /.  e.  Juftice,  or  /  'v:atch''d  with  'em,  /.  e.  Ser- 
vants, ^c.^  The  pielei.t  reading  does  not  come  up  to  what  the  Bey 
would  fay. 

lohy. 
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Wv.  Buy  a  Mat  for  a  Bed,  buy  a  Mat. 
Woufd  I  were  at  rack  and  manger  among  my  Horfes  ;  we 
have  divided  the  Sexton's  Houfhold-ftuff  among  us  •,  one 
has  the  Rug,  and  he's  turn'd  Irijh^  and  another  has^  a 
Blanket,  and  he  muft  beg  in*t  -,  the  Sheets  ferve  another  for 
a  Frock,  and  with  the  Bed-cord  he  m.iy  pafs  for  a  Porter  ; 
nothing  but  the  Mat  would  fall  to  my  fliare,  which  with 
the  help  of  a  Tune,  and  a  HalTock  outo'th'  Church,  may 
dilgude  me  'till  I  get  home;  a  pox  o'  Bell-ringing  by 
the  Ear,  if  any  Man  take  me  at  it  again,  let  him  pull 
mine  to  the  Pillory  :  I  could  wifli  I  had  loft  mine  Ears,  fo  I 
had  my  Cloaths  again  :  the  Weather  wo'not  allow  this 
falhion,   I  do  look  for  an  Ague  befides. 

Lnr.  How  the  Rafcal  fhakes  ? 

T^ohy,  Here  arc  company  : 
Buy  a  Mat  for  a  Bed,  buy  a  Mat  : 
A  HafTock  for  your  Feet,  or  a  Fifs  clean  and  fweet ; 
Buy  a  Mat  tor  a  Bed,  buy  a  Mat : 
Rin2;ing  I  renounce  thee,  I'll  never  come  to  Church  more. 

L^/^ '  You  with  a  Mat.     "tohy.  I'm  call'd.    If  any  one 
fliould 
Ofrer  to  buy  my  Mat,  what  a  Cafe  were  I  in  ? 

0  .  that  I  were  in  my  Oat-tub  with  a  Horfe-Loaf, 
Something  to  hearten  me  :  I  dare  not  hear  'em  ; 
Buy  a  Mat  for  a  Bed,   buy  a  Mat. 

Lur.  He's  deaf. 

"Toby.   I  am  glad  I  am :  Buy  a  Mat  for  a  Bed. 
Lur.  How  the  Rafcal  fweats  ?  What  a  Pickle  he  is  In  ? 
Every  Street  he  goes  through  will  be  a  new  Torment. 
Tohy.  If  ever  1  meet  at  Midnight  more  a  jangling 

1  am  cold,  and  yet  I  drop buy  a  Mat  for  a  Bed,  buy 

a  Mat. 
Lur.  He  has  punilhment  enough.  [£x;V  Toby. 

Enter  Wildbrain. 

Who's  this  ?  my  t'other  Youth  ?  he  is  turn*d  Bear. 
Wild.   [  am  halt  afraid  of  my  felf:  This  poorfhift 
I  got  o'th'  Sexton,  to  convey  me  handfomely 
T  o  fome  Harbour,  the  Wench  will  hardly  know  me  ; 
1  hey'U  take  me  for  fome  Watchman  o'th'  Parifh, 

I 
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I  ha*  ne*er  a  Penny  left  me,  that's  one  Comfort ; 
And  Ringing  has  begot  a  monftrous  Stomach, 
And  that's  another  Mifchief :  I  were  beft  go  home. 
For  every  thing  will  fcorn  me  in  this  Habit. 
Befides,  I  am  lb  full  of  thefe  young  Bell  Ringers  ; 
If  I  get  in  a  Doors,  not  the  Pow'r  o*th'  Country, 
Nor  all  my  Aunt's  Curfcs,  fhall  difembogue  me. 

Lur.  Bid  her  come  hither  prefently, hum,  *tis  he. 

{Exit  Servant. 
Wild.  I'm  betray'd  to  one  that  will  eternally  laugh  at  me. 
Three  of  thefe  Rogues  will  jeer  a  Horfe  to  Death. 

Lur.  'TisMr.  fVildbrain  fure,  and  yet  methinks 
His  Fafhion's  ftrangely  altered  ;  Sirrah,  Watchman, 
You  Rugamuffin,  turn  you  louzy  Bear's  Skin  : 
You  with  the  Bed-rid  Bill. 

^Plld.  H'as  found  me  out, 
There's  no  avoiding  him  ;  I'd  rather  now 
Be  arraign'd  at  Newgate  for  a  Robbery, 
Than  anfwer  to  his  Articles;  Your  Will,  Sir, 
I  am  in  hafte. 

Lur.  Nay,  then  I  will  make  bold  wi'ye  -, 
A  Watchman,  and  afham'd  to  fhew  his  Countenance, 
His  Face  of  Authority  ?  I  have  feen  that  Phyfiognomy  ; 
Were  you  never  in  Prifon  for  pilfering? 
PTild.  How  the  Rogue  worries  me. 
Lur.  Why  may  not  this 
Be  th'  Villain  robb'd  my  Houfe  lad  Night, 
And  walks  difguis'd  in  this  malignant  Rug, 
Arm'd  with  a  Tun  of  Iron  ?  I  will  have  you 
Before  a  Magiftrate. 

fVild.  What  will  become  of  me? 
Lur.  What  art  thou  ?  fpeak. 

Wild.  I  am  the  wandring  Jew,  and  pleafe  your  Worlhip. 
Lur.  By  your  leave.  Rabbi,  I  will  fhew  you  then 
A  Synagogue,  yclept  Bridewell  where  you. 
Under  Correction,  may  reft  your  felf :  fWhips 

You  have  brought  a  Bill  to  guard  you,  there  be  Dog- 
To  firk  fuch  rugg'd  Curs,  Whips  without  BelJs 
Indeed. 
mid.  Bells? 

Lur. 
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Lur,  How  he  fweats  ? 

Wild.  I  muft  be  known,  as  good  at  firfl ;  now  jeer  on. 
But  do  not  anger  me  too  impudently, 
The  Rahh'i  will  be  mov'd  then. 

Lur.  How ?  Jack  Wildhra'm ? 
What  time  o'th'  Moon  is*t,  Man,  ha  ?  What  ftrange  Bells 
Haft  in  thy  Brains  ? 

Wild.  No  more  Bells, 
No  more  Bells,  they  ring  backwards. 

Lur,  Why  where's  the  Wench,  the  Blefling  that  befel 
thee  ? 
The  unexpedcd  Happinefs?  Where's  that,  Jack? 
Where  are  thy  golden  Days  ? 

Wild.  It  was  his  Trick,  as  fure  as  I  am  louzy. 
But  how  to  be  reveng'd —  Lur.  Fie,  lie,  Jacky  marry 
A  Watchman's  Widow  in  thy  young  days,  with  a 
Revenue  of  old  Iron  and  a  Rug  ? 
Is  this  the  Paragon,  the  dainty  Piece, 
The  delicate  divine  Rogue  ? 

IVild.  *Tis  enough,  I  am  undone, 
MarkM  for  a  Mifery,  and  fo  leave  prating  ; 
Give  me  my  Bill. 

Lur,  You  need  not  ask  your  Tailor's, 
Unlefs  y'  had  better  Linings ;  it  may  be, 
1  o  avoid  Sufpicion,  you  are  going  thus 
Difguis'd  to  your  fair  Miftrefs. 

Wild.  Mock  no  further. 
Or  as  I  live,  I'll  lay  my  Bill  o*thy  Pate, 
ril  take  a  Watchman's  Fury  into  my  Fingers, 
To  ha'  no  Judgment  to  diftinguifh  Perfons, 
And  knock  thee  down. 

Lur.  Come,  I  ha*  done,  and  now 
Will  fpeak  fome  Comfort  to  thee,  I  will  lead  thcc 
Now  to  my  Miftrefs  hitherto  conceal'd  ; 
She  Ihall  take  Pity  on  thee  too,  fhe  loves 
A  handfome  Man;  thy  Mifery  invites  me 
To  do  thee  good,  1*11  not  be  jealous.  Jack ; 
Her  Beauty  fhall  commend  it  felf ;  but  do  not, 
When  I  have  brought  you  into  Grace,  fupplant  me. 
Wild,  Arc  thou  in  carneft  ?  by  this  cold  iron— - 

Lur. 
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Lur.  No  Oaths,  I  am  not  coflive  ;  here  flie  comes. 
Enter  Mijlrefs. 

Sweet-hcarr,  I  here  have  brought  a  Gentleman, 
A  Friend  ot  mine,  to  be  acquainted  with  you, 
He's  otlier  than  he  feems ;  why  d'ye  ftare  thus? 

Alijl.  O  Sir,  forgive  me,  I  have  done  ye  wrong. 

[To  Lurcher. 

Lur.  What  is  the  Matter  ?  didft  e'er  fee  her  afore,  Jack  ? 

f'f'ild.  Prithee  do  what  thou  wot  \vi'  me,  if  thou  hafl: 
A  Mind,  hang  me  up  quickly. 

Lur.  Never  defpair,  I'Jl  give  thee  my  fliare  rather. 
Take  her,  [  hope  fhe  loves  thee  at  fir  ft  Sight, 
Sh'as  Petticoats  will  patch  thee  up  a  Suit ; 
I  refign  all,  only  Pll  keep  thefe  Trifles, 
I  took  fome  Pains  for  *em,  I  take  it,  Jack ; 
What  think  you.  Pink  of  Beauty  ?  Come,  let  mc 
Counfel  you  both  to  marry,  fh'as  a  Trade, 
Jf  you've  Audacity  to  hook  in  Gamefters : 
Let's  ha*  a  Wedding,  you'll  be  wondrous  rich  ; 
For  flie  is  impudent,  and  thou  art  miferable  i 
'Twill  be  a  rare  Match. 

Miji.   As  you're  a  Man,  forgive  me,  I'll  redeem  all, 

Lur.  You  wo'not  to  this  Geer  of  Marriage  then  ? 

IVild.  No,  no,  I  thank  you  Tom.,  I  can  watch  for 
A  Groat  a  Night,  and  be  ev'ry  Gentleman's  Fellow. 

[£,%•//  Mijlrefs. 

Lur.  Rife  and  be  good,   keep  home,  fSi)  and  tend 
your  Bufinefs. 

IP'^ild.  Thou'ft  done't  to  purpofe,  give  me  thy  Hand 
Torn ; 
Shall  we  be  Friends  ?  Thou  fee'ft  what  State  Pm  in, 
ril  undertake  this  Penance  to  my  Aunt, 
Juft  as  I  am,  and  openly  Pll  go  ; 
Where,  if  I  be  rcceiv'd  again  for  currant. 
And  Fortune  fmilc  once  more  ■         Lur.  Nay,  nay,  Pm 

fatisfy'd. 
So  farewel,  honeft  \ov;^Kjack.    fFild.  I  cannot 

(5i)  and  attend 

Help 
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Help  if,  fome  Men  meet  with  ftrange  Deftinies. 

If  things  go  right  thou  may'ft  be  hang'd,  and  I 

May  live  to  kt*ty  and  purchafe  thy  Apparel  j 

So  farewcl  1'om.     Commend  me  to  thy  Polcat.        [Exlti 

Enter  Lady,  Nurfe  and  Servant. 

Lady.    Now,    that  IVc  my  Counfcl  ready,  and  my 
Caufe  ripe  ; 
The  Judges  all  informed  of  the  Abufes ; 
Now,  that  he  (hould  be  gone 

Nurfe.  No  Man  knows  whither. 
And  yet  they  talk  he  went  forth  with  a  Conftable 
That  told  him  of  ftrange  Bufinefs,  that  would  bring  hinj 
Mony  and  Lands,  and  Heav'n  knows  what ;  but  they 
Have  fearch*d,  and  cannot  find  out  fuch  an  Officer; 
And  as  a  Secret,  Madam,  they  told  your  Man 
Nicholas,  whom  you  fent  thither  as  a  Spy, 
They  had  a  fhrewd  fufpicion  'twas  the  Devil 
l*th*  likenefs  of  a  Conftable,  that  has  tempted  him 
By  this  time  to  ftrange  things  j  there  have  been  Men 
As  rich  as  he,  have  met  convenient  Rivers, 
And  fo  forth ;  many  Trees  have  born  ftrange  Fruits  1 
D'ye  think  he  has  not  hang'd  himfelf  ? 

Lady.  Jf  he  be  hang'd,  who  has  his  Goods  ? 

Nurfe.  They  are  forfeited,  they  fay. 

Lady.   He  has  hang'd  himfelf  for  certain  then. 
Only  to  cozen  me  of  my  Girl's  Portion. 

Nurfe.  Very  likely. 

Lady.  Or  did  not  th' Conftable  Carry  himtofomePrifon? 

Nurfe.  They  thought  on  that  too,  and  fcarch*d  every 
where. 

Lady.  He  may  be  clofe  for  Treafon,  perhaps  executed* 

Nurfe.  Nay,  they  did  look  among  the  Qiiartcrs  too. 
And  muttered  all  the  Bridge- Houfe  for  his  Night-cap. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  here  is  the  Gentleman  again. 

Lady.  What  Gentleman  ? 

Ser.  He  that  lov'd  my  young  Miftrefs. 

Lady.  Alas,  *tis  Heartlsve,  'twill  but  feed  his  Melancholy 
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To  let  him  fee  Maria^  fince  we  dare  not 

Yet  tell  the  World  (he  lives  •,  and  certainly. 

Did  not  the  violence  of  his  PafTion  blind  him, 

He  would  fee  pad  her  borrowM  Tongue  and  Habit. 

Kurfe.   Pleafe  you  to  entertain  him  awhile,   Madam, 
I'll  calt  about  for  lomcthing  with  your  Daughter. 

Lady.  Do  what  thou  wo't  ;  pray  Mr.  Heartlove  enter. 
\_Exeunt  Servant  and  Nurfe  fever allj. 

Enter  Frank  Heartlove. 

Frank.  Madam,  I  come  to  ask  your  gentle  Pardon. 

Lady.  Pardon,  for  what  ?  you  ne'er  offended  mc. 

Frank.   Yes,  if  you  be  the  Mother  of  Maria. 

Lady.   I  was  her  Mother,  but  that  word  is  cancellM, 
And  buried  with  her  in  that  very  minute 
Her  Soul  fled  from  her ;  we  loft  both  our  Names 
Of  Mother  and  of  Daughter. 

Frank.  Alas,  Madam, 
If  your  Relation  did  confift  but  in 
Thofe  naked  Terms,  I  had  a  Title  nearer. 
Since  Love. unites  more  than  the  tie  of  Blood  ; 
No  matter  for  the  empty  Voice  of  Mother ; 
Your  Nature  ftill  is  left,  which  in  her  abfence 
Muft  love  Mar'ia^  and  not  fee  her  Aflies 
And  Memory  polluted.     Lady.  You  amaze  me  ; 
By  whom  ?  Frank.  By  me,  I  am  the  vile  Profaner. 

Lady.  Why  do  you  fpeak  thus  indifcreetly.  Sir? 
You  ever  honour*d  her. 

Frank.   (82)  I  did  alive. 
But  fince  (he  died,  I  ha'  been  a  Villain  to  her. 
Lady.  I  do  bcfeech  you  fay  not  fo ;  all  this 
Is  but  to  make  me  know  how  much  I  finn'd. 
In  forcing  her  to  marry. 

Frank.  Do  not  mock  me, 
I  charge  you  by  the  Virgin  you  have  wept  for; 
For  I  have  done  an  impious  a(ft  againft  her, 
A  deed  able  to  fright  her  from  her  flcep. 
And  through  her  Marble,  ou^^ht  to  be  reveng'd  ; 

(83)  I  did  \i\ey 
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A  wickedi^s,  that  \^  I  fhould  be  filcnt. 
You  as  a  Witnefs  muft  accufe  mc  for*t. 

Lady.   Was  I  a  Witnefs  ? 

Frank.  Yes,  you  knew  I  lov'd 
Maria  once  j  or  grant,  you  did  but  think  fo. 
By  what  I  ha'  profcfs'd,  or  fhc  has  told  you, 
Was't  not  a  fliult  unpardonable  in  me, 
When  I  fhould  drop  my  Tears  upon  her  Grave  ? 
Yes,  and  proof  fufficicnt. — ^— ^- 

Lady.  To  what  ? 

Frank.  That  I,  forgetful  of  my  Fame  and  Vows 
To  fair  Maria.,  e*cr  the  Worm  could  pierce 
Her  tender  Shroud,  had  chang'd  her  for  another  ; 
Did  you  not  blufh  to  fee  me  turn  a  Rebel  ? 
So  foon  to  court  a  Shadow,  a  ftrange  thing. 
Without  a  Name?  Did  you  not  curfe  my  levity. 
Or  think  upon  her  Death  with  the  lefs  forrow. 
That  fhe  had  fcap'd  a  Punifliment  more  killing? 
Oh  how  I  fhame  to  think  on't ! 

Lady.  Sir,  in  my 
Opinion,  'twas  an  Argument  of  Love 
To  your  Maria^  for  whofe  fake  you  could 
AfFe(5lone  that  but  carried  her  fmall  likenefs. 

Frank.  No  more,  you  are  too  charitable,  but 
I  know  my  guilt,  and  will  from  henceforth  never 
Change  words  with  that  ftrange  Maid,  whofe  innocent 

Face 
Like  your  Maria's  won  fo  late  upon  mc  : 
My  Pafllons  are  corredcd,  and  I  can 
Look  on  her  now,  and  Woman-kind,  without 
Love  in  a  thought  ;  *tis  this,  I  came  to  tell  you. 
If  after  this  acknowledgment,  you'll  be 
So  kind  to  (hew  me  in  what  filent  Grave 
You  have  difpos*d  your  Daughter,  I  will  ask 
Forgivencfs  of  her  Duft,  and  never  leave, 
*  rill  with  a  loud  ConfefTion  of  my  Shame, 
I  wake  her  Ghoft,  and  that  pronounce  my  Parcjon  : 
Will  you  deny  this  favour  ?  then  farewel, 
I'll  never  fee  you  more :  Ha! 
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Enter  Nurfe^  Maria  in  her  ovjn  Apparel  \  after  fome 
Jhew  of  wonder,  Heartlove  goes  towards  her. 

Lady.  Be  not  deluded.  Sir,  upon  my  Life 
This  is  the  Soul  whom  you  but  thought  Alaria 
In  my  Daughter's  Habit  •,    what  did  you  mean,   Nurfe  ? 
1  knew  flie  would  but  cozen  you,  (83)  is  llic  not  like  now? 
Frank.  One  Dew  unto  another  is  not  nearer. 
Nurfe.  She  thinks  flie  is  a  Gentlewoman  ; 
And  tluit  Imagination  has  fo  taken  her. 
She  (corns  to  fpeak  ;  how  handlbmly  Ihe  carries  it, 
As  if  rhc  were  a  well-bred  thing,  her  Body  ? 
And  I  warrant  you,  what  looks  ? 
Lady.  Pray  be  not  foolilh. 
Frank.  1  difturb  no  Body,  fpeak  but  half  a  word 
And   I  am  fatisfy'd  j  but  what  needs  that? 
I'll  fwear  'tis  fhe. 

Lady.  But  do  not,  I  befeech  you  ; 
For  truft  me.  Sir,  you  know  not  what  I  know. 

Frank.  Peace  then. 
And  let  me  pray  ;  ihe  holds  up  her  hands  with  me. 
Lady.  This  will  betray  all. 
Frank.  Love,  ever  honour'd. 
And  ever  young,  thou  Sovereign  of  all  Hearts, 
(84)  Of  all  our  Sorrows  the  fvveet  eafe.     \^Sbe  weeps  noWi 
Does  Hie  ft  ill  cozen  me  ? 

Nurfe.  You'll  fee  anon  ; 
'Twas  her  defire,  expedt  the  iflue.  Madam. 

Frank.  My  Soul's  fo  big,  1  cannot  pray  j  *tis  flic, 
I  will  go  nearer. 

Enter  Algripe,  Lurcher,  and  Boy, 
Nurfe.  Here  is  Mr.  Algripe, 

(83)    -        is  ftje  not  like  no%v  ? 

One  Denv  vnto  another  is  not  nearer.'^  Mr.  Theobald  (nv/  vi\\.\i 
me,  that  Frank  Heat  tlo've's  Name  was  again  dropt  lic:e,  which  I 
have  made  no  fcruple  to  inl'ert  in  the  Text. 

{84)  0/ all  our  Sorrovus  the  Jhveet  eafe.  [She  wccps  now, 

Mr.  jheobuU  izysialiiiMs-rgin,  She  iveeps  noiv,  which  is  here  only 
madf  a  Staj;e  Diiedlion,  muft  be  Part  of  the  Text.  However,  I  have  nqt 
dai'd  to  follow  hi?  Opinion,  as  it  either  might  or  might  not  have  been, 
fo  the  Reader  is  left  to  his  own  Judgment  cither  to  admit  or  rcjed  it. 

And 
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And  other  Strangers,  Madam. 

Alg.   Here,  good  Lady, 
Upon  my  Knees  I  ask  thy  Worfliip's  Pardon  ; 
Here*s  the  whole  Sum  I  had  with  thy  fair  Daughter  ; 
Would  (he  were  living,  I  might  have  her  peace  too, 
And  yield  her  up  again  to  her  old  liberty  : 
I  had  a  Wife  before,  and  could  not  marry  ; 
IVIy  Penance  (hall  be,  on  that  Man  that  honour'd  her 
To  confer  fome  Land, 

hady.  This  is  incredible. 

Jig.  *Tis  truth. 

Lur.  Do  you  know  me,  Sir  ? 

Alg.  Ha!    the  Gentleman  I  dcceiv*J. 

hur.  My  Name  is  Lurcher. 

Alg.  'Shat  have  thy  Mortgage. 

Lur.  I  ha'  that  already,  no  matter  for  the  Deed 
If  you  releafe  it. 

Alg.  Pll  do't  before  thy  witnefs  i 
But  where's  thy  Siller .?  if  flie  live  I  am  happy, 
Though  I  conceal  our  Contracfl,  which  was  Itol'n  from  mc 
With  the  Evidence  of  this  Land. 

^he  Boy  goes  to  Maria,  and  gives  her  a  Paper  y  /he  won- 
der s^and  fmiles  upon  Heartlove;  he  atnaz^d^  approaches 
her:  afterwards  Jhe  Jhews  it  her  Mother.,  and  then 
gives  it  to  Heartlove. 

Nurfe.  Your  Daughter  fmiles. 

Lur.  I  hope  fhe  lives,  but  where,  I  cannot  tell.  Sir. 

Boy.  E'en  here,  and  pleafe  you,  Sir. 

Jig.   Hov/  ? 

Bcr^.   Nay,  'cis  fhe  •, 
To  work  thy  f.iir  way,  I  preferv'd  you.   Brother, 
That  would  have  loft  me  willingly,  and  ferv'd  ye 
Thus  like  a  Boy  ;   I  ferv'd  you  taichfuily. 
And  caft  your  {"^c)  Pio:s  but  to  preferve  your  Credit ; 
Your  foul  ones  I  diverted  to  fair  ufes  ; 
So  far  as  you  would  hearken  to  my  Counfel  ; 
That  all  the  World  may  know  how  much  you  owe  me. 

(85)    riots  to  preftwt 
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j4!g.  Welcome  entirely,  welcome  my  dear  Jffdthe^ 
And  when  I  lofe  thee  again,   Blefling  tbrfake  mc  : 
Nay,  let  me  kifs  thee  in  thefe  Cioaths. 

Lur.   And  I  too, 
And  blefs  the  time  I  had  fo  wife  a  Sifter. 
Wert  thou  the  little  Thief? 

Boy.  I  ftole  the  Contrafl,  I  muft  confefs. 
And  kept  it  to  my  felf,  it  moft  concern'd  mc. 

Frank.  Contradled  ?  this  deftroys  his  after-Marriage. 

Mar.  Dare  you  give  this  Hand 
To  this  young  Gentleman  ?  my  Heart  goes  with  it. 

Alg.  Maria  d.\\vt\  how  my  Heart's  exalted!  *tismydutyj 
Take  her,  Frank  Heartlove.,  take  her  ;  and  all  Joys 
With  her ;  befides  fome  Lands  t*  advance  her  Jointure. 

Lady.  What  I  have  is  your  own,  and  bleflings  crown  ye. 

Frank.  Give  me  room. 
And  frefh  Air  to  confider,  Gentlemen, 
My  hopes  are  too  high. 

Mar.  Be  more  temperate. 
Or  I'il  be  fVelJJj  again. 

Alg.  A  Day  of  wonder. 

Lur.  Lady,  your  Love,  I  ha*  kept  my  word  ;  there  was 
A  time,  when  my  much  fuffering  made  mc  hate  you. 
And  to  that  end  I  did  my  bcft  to  crofs  you  : 
And  fearing  you  were  dead,   I  flole  your  Coffin, 
I'hat  you  might  never  more  ufurp  my  Office: 
Many  more  knacks  I  did,  which  at  the  Weddings 
Shall  be  told  of  as  harmlefs  Tales.  [Shout  within. 

Enter  Wildbrain. 

IVild.  Hollow  your  Throats  apieces,  I'm  at  honric; 
If  you  can  roar  me  out  again 

Lady.  What  thing  is  this? 

Lur.  A  continent  of  Fleas :  room  for  the  Pageant ; 
Make  room  afore  there  ;  your  Kinfman,  Madam. 

Lady.   My  Kinfman  ?  let  me  wonder  I 

IVild.  Do,  and  I'll  wonder  too  to  fee  this  Company 
At  peace  one  with  another  ;  'tis  not  worth 
Your  admiration,  I  was  never  dead  yet  i 
You're  merry  Aunt,  I  fee,  and  aJI  your  Company: 
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If  ye  be  not,  PIl  fool  up,  and  provoke  ye  •, 

I  will  do  any  thing  to  get  your  love  again  : 

1*11  forfwear  Midnight-Taverns  and  Temptations  ; 

Give  good  Example  to  your  Grooms,  the  Maids 

Shall  go  to  Bed,  and  take  their  reft  this  Year  i 

None  fhall  appear  with  Blifters  in  their  Bellies. 

Lur.  And  when  you'll  fool  again,  you  may  go  Ring. 

fVild.  Madam,  have  mercy. 

Lady.  Your  Submifllon,  Sir, 
I  gladly  take  ;  we  will 
Enquire  the  reafon  of  this  Habit  afterwards  ; 
Now  you  are  foundly  fham'd,  well,  wcreftoreyou. 
Where's  1'oby  ?  where's  the  Coachman  ? 

Nurfe.  He's  a- bed.  Madam, 
And  has  an  Ague,  he  fays. 

Lur.  I'll  be  his  Phyfician. 

Lady.  We  muft  afoot  then. 

Lur.  E'er  the  Prieft  ha*  done, 
Toby  fhall  wait  upon  you  with  his  Coach, 
And  make  your  Flanders  Mares  dance  back  again  we*ye, 
I  warrant  you.  Madam,  you  are  mortified, 
Your  Suit  fliall  be  granted  too. 

fVtld.  Make,  make  room  (86)  afore  there. 

Lady.  Home  forward  with  glad  Hearts,  home,  Child. 

Mar.  I  wait  you. 

Frank.  On  joyfully,  the  Cure  of  all  our  Grief, 
Is  owing  to  this  pretty  little  Thief.  [^Exeunt  omna. 

(86)  afore  thcc. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Lj^dies,  to  you f  in  whofe  Defence  and  Right j 
Fletchcr'j  brave  Mufe  prepar'd  herfelf  to  fight 
A  Battle  without  Blood,  *twas  well  fought  too^ 
( The  FiiJory^s  yours,  though  got  with  much  ado.)     ■ 
We  do  prefent  this  Comedy,  in  which 
A  Rivulet  of  pure  Wit  flows,  Jlrong  and  rich 
In  Fancy,  Language,  and  all  Parts,  that  may 
Add  Grace  and  Ornament  /'  a  merry  Play. 
Which  this  may  prove.     Tet  not  to  go  too  far 
In  promifes  from  this  our  Female  War, 
IVe  do  intreat  the  angry  Men  would  not 
E)cpe5i  the  Mazes  of  a  fubtle  Plot, 
Set  Speeches,  high  Exprejfions,  and  what*s  worfe. 
In  a  true  Comedy,  politick  Difcourfe. 
The  end  we  aim  at ,  is  to  make  you  Sport ; 
■Tet  neither  gall  the  City  nor  the  Court, 
Hear,  and  ohferve  his  Comick  Strain,  and  wh^n 
T*  are  fick  of  Melancholy,  fee''t  again. 
*  Tis  no  dear  Phyfick,  ftnce  *  twill  quit  the  Cofl  : 
Or  bis  Intentions,  with  our  Pains,  are  loft. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONM, 

MEN. 

Orofo,  an  old  rich  doating  Citizen^  Suitor  to  Li- 
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110. 


^  "  •       '  f  Two  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  Petruchi 
1  ranio,       3 

Petruchio,  An  Italian  Gentleman^  Husband  to  Maria. 

Rowland,  A  young  Gentleman^  in  Love  with  Livia. 

Pctronius,  Father  to  Maria  and  Livia. 

Pedro  '  \  ^^^  ^^^^  Servants  to  Petruchio. 
Vo^lor. 

Apothecary. 
Watchmen. 
Porters. 

WOMEN, 

Maria,  a  chajle  witty  Lady^  ^  The  two  Mafculine  Daugh- 
Livia,  Mijirefs  to  Rowland,?     ters  ^/ Petronius. 
Bianca,   Their  Omfin^   and  Commander  in  chief. 

^Coinf'lvives  }  ^^'°.^°^^^  '^  ^^'^  Relief  of  the  Ladies, 
Maids. 

SCENE,      L  O  N   D  O  N. 


THE 


THE 


WOMAN'S  PRIZE; 


OR,    THE 


TAMER    TAM'D. 


ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 

Enter  Morofo,  Sophocles,   and  Tranio,  with  Rofemary^ 
as  fro?n  a  Wedding, 

MOROSO. 

JjlH^f^  O  D  give  *em  Joy. 
V\^.     2>^.  Amen. 

So^h,  Amen,  fay  I  too.  [Wench, 

The  Pudding's  now  i*  th' Proof :  alas  poor 
Through  what  a  Mine  of  Patience  muft  thou 
work. 
E'er  thou  know'ft  good  Hour  more  ? 

2>/2.  (i)  *Tis  too  true,  certain: 
Methinks  her  Father  has  dealt  harlhly  with  her, 

(l)   '7Vj  too  true  i  certain, 

Methinks — ]  This  llrange  pointing  greatly  confounds  theSenfe 
here  ;  certain,  methinks  is  a  veiy  odd  beginning  of  a  Sentence ;  I 
have  cndeavour'd  to  fet  the  Paffagc  right  in  the  prefcnt  Text. 

Exceed' 
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Exceeding  harfhly,  and  not  like  a  Father, 
To  match  lier  to  this  Dragon  i  I  proteft 
I  pity  the  poor  Gentlewoman. 

Mor.  Methinks  now. 
He's  not  fo  terrible  as  People  think  him. 

^oph.  This  old  Thief  flatters,  out  of  meer  Devotion, 
To  pleafe  the  Father  for  his  fecond  Daughter. 

Tra.  But  fhall  he  have  her? 

Scph.  Yes,  when  I  have  Rome, 
And  yet  the  Father's  for  him. 

Mor.  ril  aflure  ye, 
I  hold  him  a  good  Man. 

So^h.  Yes  fure,    a  wealthy. 
But  whether  a  good  Woman's  Man  Is  doubtful. 

2>j.  Would  'twere  no  worfe. 

Mor,  What  though  his  other  Wife, 
Out  of  her  moft  abundant  foberncfs. 
Out  of  her  daily  Hue  and  Cries  upon  him, 
(For  fure  fhe  was  a  Rebel)  turn'd  his  Temper, 
And  forc'd  him  blow  as  high  as  (he  •,  Docs't  follow 
He  muft  retain  that  long  fince  buried  Tempeft, 
To  this  foft  Maid  ? 

Soph.  I  fear  it. 

'Tra.  So  do  I  too : 
And  fo  far,  that  if  God  had  made  me  Woman, 
And  his  Wife  that  muft  be-— 

Mor.  What  wou'd  you  do,  Sir? 

'Tra.  I'd  learn  to  eat  Coals  with  an  angry  Cat, 
And  fpit  fire  at  him:  I  would,  to  prevent  him. 
Do  all  the  ramping,  roaring  Tricks,  a  Whore 
Being  drunk,  and  tumbling  ripe,  would  tremble  at: 
There's  no  fafety  elfe,  nor  moral  Wifdom, 
To  be  a  Wife,  and  his. 

Soph.  So  I  fhould  think  too. 

Tra.  For  yet  the  bare  remembrance  of  his  firft  Wife 
(I  tell  ye  on  my  Knowledge,  and  a  Truth  too) 
Will  make  him  dart  in's  fleep,  and  very  often 
Cry  out  for  Cudgels,  Coleftaves,  any  thing  ; 
Hiding  his  Breeches,  out  of  fear  her  Ghoft 
Should  walk,  and  wear  *cm  yec.    Since  his  firft  Marriage, 

He 
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He  Is  no  more  the  ftill  Peiruchh, 
Than  I  am  Babylon. 

Soph.  He's  a  good  Fellow, 
And  on  my  word  I  love  him  ;  but  to  think 

A  fit  match  for  this  tender  Soul* 

tra.  (2;  His  very  frown,  if  Ihe  but  fay  her  Prayers 
Louder  than  Men  talk  Treafon,  makes  him  Tinder ; 
The  motion  of  a  Dial,  when  he's  tefty. 
Is  the  fame  trouble  to  him  as  a  Water-work ; 
She  muft  do  nothing  of  herfelf,  not  eat. 
Drink,  fay,  Sir,  how  do  ye?  make  her  ready,  unready, 
Unlefs  he  bid  her. 

Soph.  He  will  bury  her, 
Ten  Pound  to  twenty  Shillings,  wkhin  thcfe  three  Weeks, 

7ra.  1*11  be  your  half. 

Enier  Jaques  wiib  a  Pot  of  fVme. 

Mor.  He  loves  her  mod  cxtreamly. 
And  fo  long  'twill  be  Honey-moon.     Now  Jaques, 
You  are  a  bufie  Man  I  am  fure. 

Jaq.  Yes,  certain. 
This  old  fport  muft  have  Eggs. 

Soph.  Not  yet  this  ten  Days. 

Jaq.  Sweet  Gentleman,  with  Muskadel. 

"Tra.  That's  right.  Sir. 

Mor.  This  Fellow  broods  his  Matter ;  fpeed  ye,  Jaques, 

Soph.  We  ihall  be  for  you  prefently. 

Jaq.  Your  Worfhips 
Shall  have  it  rich  and  neat,  and  o*  my  Confcicncc 
As  welcome  as  our  Lady-day :  Oh  my  old  Sir, 
When  (hall  we  fee  your  Worfliip  run  at  Ring  ? 
That  hour,  a  ftanding  were  worth  Mony. 


(2)   His  <very  frown  » 

■  makes  him  finder.  }  This  very  unintelligible  Paflage,  we 
have  no  Afliltance  from  any  Authority  to  fet  right  :  what  Stuff  is  it  to 
fay,  that  Petruchio's  own  Frown,  if  his  Wife  fays  her  Prayers,  (sfc.  mak** 
him  [Petruchio]  Tinder.  If  I  may  venture  to  conjefture  what  the  Poets 
did  write,  it  (hou'd  be  thus,  Her  <very  Sound,  or,  as  it  might  be  wrote 
nearer  to  the  trace  of  the  Letters  in  Chaucer's  Manner,  Htr  verj 
Sown,  i.  0.  Voice,  and  chea  the  paHjig*  w«tt'd  be  Senfe. 
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Mor.  So,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Upon  my  little  Honefty,  your  Miftrcfs, 
If  I  have  any  Speculation, 
Muft  think  this  fingle  thrumming  of  a  Fiddle, 
Without  a  Bow,  but  e*en  poor  Iporc. 

Mor.  You're  merry. 

Jaq.  Would  I  were  wife  too,  fo  God  blcfs  your  Worfliip. 

3>^.  The  Fellow  tells  you  true.  \_Exit  Jaq. 

Soph.  When  is  the  day,  Man  ? 
Come,  come,  youMl  (leal  a  Marriage. 

Mor,  Nay,  believe  me : 
But  when  her  Father  pleafes,  I  am  ready, 
And  all  my  Friends  fhall  know  it. 

Tra.  Why  not  now  ^ 
One  charge  had  ferv'd  for  both. 

Mor.  There's  reafon  in*t. 

Soph.  Call*d  Rowland 

Mor.  Will  ye  walk? 
They'll  think  we  are  loft  :  Come  Gentlemen. 

2r<?.  YouVe  wip'd  him  now. 

Soph.  So  will  he  ne'er  the  Wench,  I  hope. 

2>J.  i  wifli  it.  \_Exeunt, 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Livia. 

Row.  Now  Livia^  if  you'll  go  away  to  Night, 
If  your  Affedlions  be  not  made  of  Words 

Liv.  I  love  you,  and  you  know  how  dearly,  Rowland, 
Is  there  none  near  us  ?  My  AfFcftions  ever 
Have  been  your  Servants,  with  what  Superftition 
I've  ever  Sainted  you- 

Row.  Why  then  take  this  way. 

Liv.  'Twill  be  a  childifli,  and  lefs  profperous  Courfc, 
Than  his  that  knows  not  Care;  why  fhould  we  do 
Our  honeft  and  our  hearty  love  fuch  wrong, 
To  over-run  our  Fortunes.^ 

Row.  Then  you  flatter. 

Liv,  Alas,  you  know  I  cannot-- 

Row, 
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Row.  What  hope's  left  elfe 
But  flying,  to  enjoy  ye? 

Liv.  None  fo  far. 
For  let  it  be  admitted,  we  have  time, 
And  all  things  now  in  other  Expeclation, 
My  Father's  bent  againft  us ;  what  but  Ruin, 
Can  fuch  a  by-way  bring  us?  If  your  fears 
Would  \zt  you  look  with  my  Eyes,  I  would  fhew  you, 
And  certain,  how  our  flaying  here  would  win  us 
A  Courfe,  though  fomewhat  longer,  yet  far  furer. 

Row.  And  then  Morofo  h'as  ye. 

Liv.  No  fuch  matter  •, 
For  hold  this  certain.  Begging,  Stealing,  Whoring, 
Selling  (which  is  a  Sin  unpardonable) 
Of  counterfeit  Cods,  or  mufty  Engl'ijh  Crocus^ 
Switches,  or  Stones  for  th'  Tooth-ach,  fooncr  finds  me, 
Than  that  drawn  Fox,  Morofo. 

Row.  But  his  Mony, 
If  Wealth  may  win  you——— 

Liv.  If  a  Hog  may  be 
High-Prieft  among  ihtjeivs.     His  Mony,  Rowland? 
Oh  Love  forgive  me,  what  a  Faith  haft  thou? 
Why,  can  his  Mony  kifs  me? 

Row.  Yes. 

Liv.  Behind, 
(3)  L-acM  out  upon  a  Petticoat ;  or  grafpe  me 
While  I  cry.  Oh  good  thank  you?  O*  my  Troth 
Thou  mak'ft  me  merry  with  thy  fear :  Or  lie  with  me^j, 
As  you  may  do?  Alas,  what  fools  you  Men  are? 
His  mouldy  Mony  ?  Half  a  dozen  Riders, 
That  cannot  fit,  but  ftampt  faft  to  their  Saddles  ? 
No  Rowland,  no  Man  Ihall  make  ufe  of  me ; 
My  Beauty  was  born  free,  and  free  I'll  give  it 
To  him  that  loves,  not  buys  me.     You  yet  doubt  mc. 
Row.  1  cannot  fay  I  doubt  ye. 
Liv.  Go  thy  ways. 
Thou  art  the  prettieft  puling  piece  of  PalHon — - 

(3)  l^iid  out  upon  a  Petticoat; — ]     Lac' J  for  /atJ ii  from  the  old 
Folio,  with  a  little  Alteration,  'tis  thus  wrote  there, 
LasM  out  ufori'  ■ 

Vol.  VIII.  M  Tfajth 
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I'faith  I  will  not  fail  thee. 

Row.  I  had  rather- 

Liv.  Prithee  believe  me,  if  I  dD  not  carry  it. 
For  both  our  goods  ' 

Row.  But 

Liv.  What  but? 

Row.  I  would  tell  you. 

Liv.  I  know  all  you  can  tell  me,  all's  but  this. 
You'd  have  me,  and  lie  with  me  j  is't  not  fo.? 

Row.  Yes. 

Liv.  Why  you  (hall,  will  that  content  you  ?  Go. 

Row.  I  am  very  Joath  to  go. 

Enter  Bianca  jind  Maria. 

Liv.  Now  o*  my  Confcience 
Thou  art  an  honeft  Fellow,  here's  my  Sifter  ; 
Go,  prithee  go ;  this  Kifs,  and  credit  me. 
E'er  I  am  three  Nights  older,  1  am  for  thee: 
You  fhall  hear  what  I  do.     Farewel.     Row.  Farewel. 

[_Ei(lt  Rowland. 

Liv.  Alas  poor  Fool,  how't  looks  ? 
It  would  ev»n  hang  itfelf,  fhould  I  but  crofs  it. 
For  pure  Love  to  the  matter  I  muft  hatch  it. 

Bia.  Nay,  never  look  for  merry  hour,  Maria, 
If  now  you  make  it  not ;  let  not  your  Blulhes, 
Your  Modefty,  and  tendernefs  of  Spirit, 
Make  you  continual  AnviJe  to  his  Anger : 
Believe  me,  fince  his  firft  Wife  fet  him  going. 
Nothing  can  bind  his  Rage:  Take  your  own  Council,' 
You  fhall  not  fay  that  I  perfuaded  you. 
But  if  you  fuffcr  him 

Mar.  Stay,  fliall  I  do*t  ? 

Bia.  Have  you  a  Stomach  to*t? 

Mar,  I  never  fhew'd  it. 

Bia.  'Twill  fhew  C4)  the  rarer  and  the  ftronger  in  you. 
But  do  not  fay  I  urg'd  you. 

(4)  the  rarer  and  the  ftronger  in  you.'\     There  feems  to  want 

•nly  the  Alteration  of  a  fingle  Letter  here,    to  make   the    PaiTage 
right,  thu»,  -'—'the  rarer  and  the  iitd^ng^it  in  you. 

Mar, 
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Mar.  I  am  pcrfecfl. 
Like  Curtius,  to  redeem  my  Country,  IVc  leap*d 
Into  this  gulph  of  Marriage,  and  I'll  do  it. 
Farewcl  all  poorer  Thoughts,  but  Spight  and  Anger, 
Till  I  have  wrought  a  Miracle.     Now  Coufin, 
I  am  no  more  the  gentle,  tame  Maria  \ 
Miftake  me  not,  I  have  a  new  Soul  in  me 
Made  of  a  North- wind,  nothing  but  Tempeft; 
And  like  a  Tempeft  fhall  it  make  all  Ruin, 
Till  I  have  run  my  Will  out. 

Bia.  This  is  brave  now. 
If  you  continue  it,  but  your  own  Will  lead  you. 

Mar.  Adieu  all  Tendernefs,  I  dare  continue; 
Maids  that  are  made  of  Fears,  and  modeft  Blufiiej, 
View  me,  and  love  Example. 

Bia.  Here's  your  Sifter. 

Mar.  Here's  the  brave  old  Man's  Love  ■  • 

Bia.  That  loves  the  young  Man. 

Mar.  Ay,  and  hold  thee  there  Wench :  What  a  grief 
of  Heart  is*t  ? 
When  Paphos  Revels  fhould  up-roufe  old  Night, 
To  fweat  againft  a  Cork,  to  lie  and  tell 
The  Clock  o'  th'  Lungs,  to  rife  fport-ftarv*d. 

Liv.  Dear,  Sifter, 
Where  have  you  been,  you  talk  thus? 

Mar.  W^hy  at  Church,  Wench ; 
Where  I  am  ty'd  to  talk  thus:  I'm  a  Wife  now. 

Liv.  It  feems  fo,  and  a  modeft. 

Mar.  You're  an  Afs ; 
When  thou  art  married  once,  thy  Modcfty 
Will  never  buy  thee  Pins. 

Liv.  'Blefs  me. 

Mar.  From  what? 

Bia.  From  fuch  a  tame  Fool  as  our  Coufin  Livia  ? 

Liv.  You  are  not  mad. 

Mar.  Yes  Wench,  and  fo  muft  you  be. 
Or  none  of  our  acquaintance  -,  mark  me,  Uviw, 
Or  indeed  fit  for  our  Sex :  'Tis  Bed-time, 
Pardon  me,  yellow  Hymen.,  that  I  mean 

M  2  Thine 
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Thine  Offerings  to  protradl,  or  to  keep  fading 
My  valiant  Bridegroom. 

Liv.  Whither  will  this  Woman? 

Bia.  You  may  perceive  her  end. 

Liv.  Or  rather  fear  it. 

Mar.  Dare  you  be  Partner  in't } 

Liv.  Leave  it  Maria. 
(I  fear  I've  mark'd  too  much,)  for  goodnefs  leave  it ; 
Divert  you  with  obedient  Hands,  to  Bed • 

Mar.  To  Bed  ?  No,  Livia,  there  are  Comets  hang 
Prodigious  over  that  yet;  there's  a  Fellow 
Muft  yet,  before  I  know  that  heat  (ne*er  dart  Wench) 
Be  made  a  Man,  for  yet  he  is  a  Monfter  i 
Here  muft  his  Head  be,  Llvia. 

Liv.  Never  hope  it. 
*Tis  as  eafy  with  a  Sieve  to  fcoop  the  Ocean,  as 
To  tame  Petruchio. 

Mar.  Stay:  Lucina^  hear  me, 
Never  unlock  the  Treafure  of  my  Womb 
For  humane  Fruit,  to  make  it  capable  ; 
Nor  never  with  thy  fecret  Hand  make  brief  / 

A  Mother's  Labour  to  me,  if  I  do 
Give  way  unto  my  married  Husband's  Will, 
Or  be  a  Wife  in  any  thing  but  hopes : 
Till  I  have  made  him  eafie  as  a  Child,  Z 

And  tame  as  Fear,  he  fhall  not  win  a  fmile. 
Or  a  pleas'd  look,  from  this  Aufterity, 
Though  it  would  pull  another  Jointure  from  him. 
And  make  him  ev'ry  day  another  Man ; 
And  when  I  kifs  him,  till  I  have  my  Will, 
May  I  be  barren  of  Delights,  and  know 
Only  what  Pleafures  are  in  Dreams,  and  GuefTes. 

Liv.  A  ft  range  Exordium. 

Bia.  All  the  feveral  Wrongs 
Done  by  Imperious  Husbands  to  their  Wives 
Thefe  thoufand  Years  .md  upwards,  ftrengthen  thee : 
Thou  haft  a  brave  Caufe. 

Mar.  And  I'll  do  it  bravely. 
Or  may  I  knit  my  Life  out  ever  after. 

Liv, 
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Liv.  (5)  In  what  part  of  the  World  got  Hie  this  Spirit? 
Yet  pray  Maria^  look  before  you  truly, 
Befides  the  Obedience  of  a  Wife, 
Which  you  will  find  a  heavy  imputation, 
Which  yet  I  cannot  think  your  own,  it  fhews 
So  diftant  from  your  fweetnefs • 

Mar.    *Tis,  I  fwear. 

Liv.  Weigh  but  the  Perfon,  and  the  hopes  you  have. 
To  work  this  defperate  Cure. 

Mar.  A  weaker  Subjedt 
Would  (hame  the  end  I  aim  at,  Difobedience. 
You  talk  too  tamely  :  By  the  faith  I  have 
In  mine  own  noble  Will,  that  childifh  Woman 
That  lives  a  Prisoner  to  her  Husband's  Pleafure, 
Has  loft  her  making,  and  becomes  a  Beaft, 
Created  for  his  Ufe,  not  Fellowfhip. 

Liv.  His  firft  Wife  faid  as  much. 

Mar.  She  was  a  Fool, 
And  took  a  fcurvy  Courfe ;  let  her  be  nam*d 
'Mongft  thofe  that  wilh  for  things,  but  dare  not  do  *em : 
I  have  a  new  Dance  for  him.     Liv.  Are  you  of 
This  Faith  ?  Bia.  Yes  truly,  and  will  die  in't.  Ziv.  Why  then 
Let*s  all  wear  Breeches. 

Mar.  Now  thou  com'ft  near  the  nature  of  a  Woman. 
Hang  thefetame  hearted  EyalTes,  that  no  fooner 
See  the  Lure  out,  and  hear  their  Husband's  hollow, 

(5)   In  nvhal  part  of  the  World ]     Thefc  fix  fubfequent  Lines 

feem  almofl  all  mifplac'd.  As  they  now  Hand,  part  of  the  Sentence  is 
jntermixt  with  the  Parenthefis,  and  makes  aParenthefis  to  the  Parcn- 
thefis.     I  read  the  whole  thus. 

Livia.    In  nvhat  part  of  the  World  got  /he  this  Spirit  ? 
Which  yet  I  cannot  think  your  oivn,   it  Jhcwt 

So  diflant  from  your  f-juettnifi 

Mar,  ^Tis,  I  /wear. 

Livia.  Tet  prayM-Zxh,  look  before  you  trulf, 
Bejides  the  due  Obedience  of  a  Wife, 
(Which you  nuill  find  a  heavy  imputation) 
Weigh  but  the,  &c. 
I  have  jnferted  an  Adjeftire  in  the  fifth  Line,   which  fcems  to  have 
been  drop'd  by  Accident,  it  is  nccefTary  to  the  Meafure,  natural  to 
the  ExprcfSon,  and  is  ufcd  in  the  fame  manner  in  another  part  of 
the  Play.  Mr.  Se-ward. 
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But  cry  like  Kites  upon  *em  :  The  free  Haggard 

(  Which  is  that  Woman,  that  hath  Wing,  and  knows  it. 

Spirit  and  Plume)  will  make  an  hundred  checks^ 

To  fhew  her  freedom,  fail  in  ev'ry  Air, 

And  look  out  ev'ry  Pleafure,  not  regarding 

Lure,   nor  Quarry,  till  her  pitch  command 

What  fhe  defires,  making  her  found  red  Keeper 

Be  glad  to  fling  out  Trains,  and  golden  ones, 

To  take  her  down  again. 

Liv.  You're  learned.  Sifter  \ 
Yet  I  fay  ftill  take  heed. 
Mar.  A  witty  faying. 
I'll  tell  t\\&tLivia^  had  this  Fellow  tired 
As  many  Wives  as  Horfes  under  him. 
With  fpurring  of  their  Patience  ;  had  he  got 
A  Patent,  with  an  Office  to  reclaim  us, 
Confirm'd  by  Parliament ;  had  he  all  the  Malice 
And  fubtilty  of  Devils,  or  of  us. 
Or  any  thing  that's  worfe  than  both— 
Liv.  Hey,   hey  Boys,  this  is  excellent. 
Mar.  Or  could  he 
Caft  his  Wives  new  again,  like  Bells,  to  make  *em 
Sound  to  his  Will  -,  or  had  the  fearful  Name 
Of  the  firft  breaker  of  wild  Women;  yet, 
Yet  would  I  undertake  this  Man,  thus  Tingle, 
And,  fpight  of  all  the  freedom  he  has  reach'd  to. 
Turn  him  and  bend  him  as  I  lift,  and  mould  him 
Into  a  Ba.be  again,  that  aged  Women, 
Wanting  both  Teeth  and  Spleen,  may  maftcr  him. 
Bia.  Thou  wilt  be  Chronicl'd. 
Mar.  That's  all  I  aim  at. 
Liv.  I  muft  confefs,  I  do  with  all  my  Heart 
Hate  an  imperious  Husband,  and  in  time 
Might  be  fo  wrought  upon. 
Bia.  To  make  him  Cuckold  .'' 
Mar,  If  he  defer ve  it. 
Liv.  Then  Pll  leave  ye.  Ladies. 
Bia.  Thou  haft  not  fo  much  noble  Anger  in  thef . 
Mar.  Go  fleep,  go  fleep ;  what  we  intend  to  do. 
Lies  not  for  fuch  ftarv'd  Souls,  as  thou  haft,  Livia. 

Liv. 
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Liv.   Good  night,  the  Bridegroom  will  be  with  you 
prefently. 

Mar.  That's  more  than  you  know. 

Liv.  If  ye  work  upon  him, 
As  you  have  promifed,  ye  may  give  Example, 
Which  no  doubt  will  be  followed.     Mar.  So.  Bia.  Good 

Night, 
We'll  trouble  you  no  further. 

Mar.  If  you  intend  no  good,  pray  do  no  harm.' 

Liv.  None,  but  pray  for  you.  [£«•//  Livi),. 

Bia.  Cheer  Wench. 

Mar.  Now  Bianca^ 
Thofe  wits  we  have,  let's  wind  *em  to  the  height. 
My  reft  is  up.  Wench,  and  I  pull  for  that 
Will  make  me  ever  famous.     They  that  lay 
Foundations,  are  half- builders,  all  Men  fay. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  My  Mafter,  forfooth 

Mar.  Oh  how  does  thy  Mafter.  Prithee  commend  mc 
to  him. 

Jaq.  How's  this.  My  Mafter  ftays,  forfooth 

Mar.  Why  let  him  (lay,  who  hinders  him,  forfooth? 

Jaq.  The  Revel's  ended  now,  to  vifit  you. 

Mar.  1  am  not  fick.    Jaq.  I  mean  to  fee  his  Chamber, 
Forfooth.    (6)  Mar.  Am  I  his  Groom.?  Where  lay  he laft 

Night, 
Forfooth  ?  Jaq.  In  the  low  matted  Parlour.  M^ar.  There  lies 
His  way  by  the  long  Gallery.     Jaq.  I  mran 
Your  Chamber:  You  are  very  merry,  Miftrefs. 

Mar.  *Tis  a  good  fign  I  am  found -hearted,  Ja^u<s: 
But  if  you'll  know  where  1  lie,  follow  me; 
And  what  thou  fecft,  deliver  to  thy  Mafter. 

Bia.  Do,  gentle  Jaques.  [^Exeunt, 

Jaq.  Ha,  is  the  Wind  in  that  Door? 
By'rLady  we  ftiall  have  foul  weather  then: 
I  do  not  like  the  fliuffling  of  thefc  Women, 

(6)  Jaq.  Am  I  his  Groom? ]  The  Keforination  nude  in  the 

Speakers  here  is  from  tlve  Aiil  folio  Copy. 

M  4  They 
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They  are  mad  Beafts,  when  they  knock  their  Heads  to- 
gether : 
I  have  obferv'd  them  all  this  Day,  their  Whifpers, 
One  in  another's  Ear  \  their  figns  and  pinches, 
And  breaking  often  into  violent  Laughters  : 
As  if  the  end  they  purpos'd  were  their  own. 
Call  you  this  Weddings  ?  Sure  this  is  a  Knavery, 
A  very  Trick,  and  dainty  Knavery, 
Marvellous  finely  carried,  that's  the  Comfort: 
What  would  thele  Women  do  in  ways  of  Honour, 
That  are  fuch  Mafters  this  way  ?  Well,  my  Sir 
Has  been  as  good  at  finding  out  thefc  Toys, 
As  any  Jiving  j  if  he  lofe  it  now. 
At  his  own  Peril  be  it.     I  muft  follow.  [Exit. 

SCENE      in. 

Enter  Scrvanti  zvith  Lights^  Petruchio,  Petronius, 
Morofo,  Tranio,  and  Sophocles. 

Petru.  You  that  are  married,  Gentlemen  j  have  at  ye 
For  a  round  Wagtr  now. 
Soph.  Of  this  Night's  Stage? 

Petru.  Yes.      Soph.  I  am  your  firfl:  Man,    a  pair  of 
Gloves 
Of  twenty  Shillings.     Petru.  Done  j  who  takes  me  up 

next  ? 
I  am  for  all  bets. 

Mor.  Well,  lufty  Lawrence^  were  but  my  Night  now, 
Old  as  I  am,  I'd  make  you  clap  on  Spurs, 
But  I  would  reach,  and  bring  you  to  your  trot  too : 
I  would.  Gallants. 

Pet.   Well  faid,  good  Will  ;  but  (7)  where's  the  Staff 
Boy,  ha  } 

(7)  ivhere's  the  Staff  5<?v,  ha?'\     Tho'  I  take  no  Pleafure 

in  the  raking  into  a  Dunghil,  yet  the  amending  of  Paffages  to  the 
Honour  of  our  Authors  good  Senfc,  whether  innocent  or  obicene,  is 
the  Duty  of  every  caieful  Editor;  for  Staf,  therefore,  I  propoferead- 
ing  Stuff,  and  the  following  Line  fcems  to  confirm  the  Alteration. 

but  nvhere^s  the  Stuff  Bov,  ha  ? 

Old  father  Time,  your  Hourglafs  is  empty. 

Old 
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Old  father  Time,  your  Hour-glafs  is  empty. 

Tra.  A  good  tough  train  would  break  thee  to  all  pieces  ; 
Thou  haft  not  breath  enough  to  fay  thy  Prayers. 

Fetro.  See  how  thefe  Boys  defpife  us.     Will  you   to 
Bed,  Son  ? 
This  pride  will  have  a  fall. 

Petru.  Upon  your  Daughter  ; 
But  I  (hall  rife  again,  if  there  be  truth 
In  Eggs,  and  butter'd  Parfnips. 

Fetro.  (8)  Will  you  to  Bed,  Son,  and  leave  talking  ? 
To  morrow  Morning  we  fhall  have  you  look. 
For  all  your  great  words,  like  St.  George  at  Kmflotiy 
Running  a  Foot-back  from  the  furious  Dragon, 
That  with  her  angry  Tail  belabours  him 
For  being  lazie. 

Tra.  JHis  Courage  quench'd,  and  fo  far  quench'd  - 

Petru.    'Tis  very  well,  Sir. 
What  then  ? 

Soph.  Fly,  fly,  quoth  then  the  fearful  Dwarf e  •, 
Here  is  no  place  for  living  Alan. 

Petru.  Well,  my  Matters,  if  I  do  fink  under  my  bufinefs, 
as  I  find  'tis  very  pofTiblc,  I  am  not  the  firft  that  has  mif- 
carried  ;  So  that's  my  Comfort,  what  may  be  done  with- 
out impeach  or  wafte,  I  can  and  will  do. 

Enter  Jaques. 

How  now,  is  my  fair  Bride  a-bed  ? 

Jaq.  No  truly.  Sir. 

Fetro.  Not  a-bed  yet .?  Body  o*  me  ;  we'll  up  and 
rifle  her  ;  here's  a  coil  with  a  Maiden-head,  *cis  not  in- 
tail'd,  is  it  ? 

Petru.  If  it  be,  Pll  try  all  the  Law  i'th'  Land,  but  I'll 
cut  it  off-,  let's  up,  Iet*s  up,  come. 

(8)   }f^iIJ  you  to  Bed,  Son,   and  leanje  talking  ? 
To  morroio  Morning  ive  Jhall  ha've  you  look. 

For  all  your  great  ivords, ]     The  Gravity  of  the  Speaker, 

old  Petronius,  made  me  fufpicious  that,  For  all  your  great  Sec  mull 
behmg  to  Sophocles:  And  if  they  won't  come  more  decently,  yet  cer- 
tainly they  will  flow  more  properly  from  his  than  the  old  Gtintleman's 
Mouth.  Mr.  SeiuarJ  too  advanc'd  the  fame  Alteration,  aitho'  I 
have  not  dar'd  to  difturb  the  Text. 
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Jaq.  That  you  cannot  neichcr. 

Petru.   Why  ? 

Jaq.  Unlefs  you'll  drop  through  the  Chimney  like  a 
Paw,  or  force  a  breach  i'th*  Windows  \  you  may  untile 
the  Houfe,  'tis  pofTible. 

Petru.  What  doft  thou  mean  } 

Jaq.  A  Moral,  Sir,  the  Ballad  will  cxprcfs  it ; 

fhe  Wind  and  the  Rain, 

Has  t urn* d  you  back  again. 
And  you  cannot  be  lodged  there. 

The  truth  is,  all  the  Doors  are  baracadoed  ; 
Not  a  Cat- hole,  but  holds  a  murd'rer  in't. 
She's  viduall'd  for  this  Month. 

Petru.  Art  not  thou  drunk  ? 

Soph.  He's  drunk,  he's  drunk  i  come,  come,  let's  up. 

Jaq.  Yes,  yes,  I  am  drunk  j  ye  may  go  up,  ye  may 
Gentlemen,  but  take  heed  to  your  Heads ;  I  fay  no  more. 

Soph.  I'll  try  that.  [Exit  Soph. 

Petro,  How  doft  thou  fay  ?  the  Door  faft  lock'd.  Fellow  ? 

Jaq.  Yes  truly.  Sir,  'tis  lock'd,  and  guarded  too; 
And  two  as  defperate  1  ongues  planted  behind  it, 
As  e'er  yet  batter'd  i 

They  (land  upon  their  Honours,  and  won't  give  up 
Without  ftrange  Compofuion,  I'll  aflure  you  ; 
Marching  away  with  their  Pieces  cockt,  and   Bullets  in 
their  Mouths,  will  not  fatisfie  them. 

Petru.  How's  this  ?  How's  this?  they  are 
Is  there  another  with  her  ? 

Jaq.  Yes,  marry  is  there,  and  an  Engineer. 

Mor.  Who's  that,  for  Heav'n's  fake  ^ 

Jaq.  Colonel  Bianca,  fhe  commands  the  works ; 
Spinola*s  but  a  Ditcher  to  her  -,  there  is 
A  Half- moon :  I  am  but  a  poor  Man,  but  if 
You'll  give  me  leave,  I'll  venture  a  Year's  Wages, 
Draw  all  your  force  before  it. 
And  mount  your  ableft  Piece  of  Battery, 
You  Ihall  not  enter  it  thefe  three  Nights  yet. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sophocles. 

Petru.  I  fhould  laugh  ar  that,  good  Jaques.    Soph.  Beat 
back  again. 
She's  fortified  for  ever.    Jaq.  Am  I  drunk  now.  Sir? 

Soph.  He  that  dares  moft,  go  up  now,  and  be  coolM. 
I  have  fcap'd  a  pretty  fcowring. 

Petru.  What,  are  they  mad  ?  have  we  another  Bedlam  ? 
They  do  not  talk,  I  hope  ?  Soph.  Oh  terribly, 
Extreamly  feartul,  th*  Noifc  at  London- bridge 
Is  nothing  near  her.   Petru.  How  got  (he  this  Tongue  ? 

Soph.  As  you  got  Tail,  (he  was  born  to*t. 

Petru.  Lock'd  out  a  Doors,  and  on  my  Wedding- night? 
Nay,  and  I  fuffer  this,  I  may  go  graze  ; 
Come,  Gentlemen,  I'll  Batter-,  are  thefe  Virtues? 

Soph.  Do,  and  be  beaten  off  with  (hame,  as  I  was; 
I  went  up,  came  to  th'  Door,  knock*d,  no  Body 
Anfwer'd  -,  knock*d  louder ;  yet  heard  nothing, would  have 
Broke  in  by  force  -,  when  fuddenly  a  Water-work 
Flew  from  the  Window  with  fuch  Violence, 
That  had  I  not  duck'd  quickly  like  a  Friar, 
deter  a  quis  nefcit? 

The  Chamber's  nothing  but  a  meer  Oft  end ^ 
In  every  Window  Pewter  Cannons  mounted, 
YouMl  quickly  find  with  what  they  are  charg'd.  Sir. 

Petru.   Why  then  tantara  for  us. 

Soph.  And  ail  the  lower  Works  lin*d  fure  with  fmall 
fhot. 
Long  Tongues  with  Fire-locks,  that  at  twelve  (core  Blank 
Hit  to  the  Heart ;  now  and  ye  dare  go  up 

Enter  Maria  and  Bianca  ahove. 

Mor.  The  Window  opens,  beat  a  Parley  fir(l; 
I  am  fo  much  amaz'd,  my  very  Hair  ftands. 

Petro.  Why,  how  now  Daughter  ;  what,  are  you  in- 

trench*d  ? 
Mar,  A  little  guarded  for  my  fafetv.  Sir. 
Petru.  For  your  fafety.  Sweet-heart  ?  Why,  pray  who 
ofiends  you  ? 
1  come  not  to  ufe  Violence.     Mar.  I  think 

You 
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You  cannot.  Sir,  I'm  better  fortified. 

Petru.  1  know  your  end. 
You  would  fain  reprieve  your  Maiden-head 
A  Niglit,  or  two. 

Mar.  Yes,  or  ten,  or  twenty,  or  fay  an  hundred; 
Or  indeed,  till  I  lift  lie  with  you. 

Soph.  That's  a  fhrewd  faying ;  from  this  prefent  Hour 
I  never  will  believe  a  filent  Woman. 
When  they  break  out  they  are  Bonfires. 

Petro    Till  you  lift,  lie  with  him  ?    Why,  who  are  you. 

Madam  ? 
Bia.  That  trim  Gentleman's  Wife,  Sir. 
Petru.  Cry  you  mercy,  do  you  command  too  ? 
Mar.  Yes,  marry  does  fhe,  and  in  chief. 
Bia.  I  do  command,  and  you  fhall  go  without ; 
( I  mean  your  Wife,  for  this  Night.) 

Mar.  And  for  the  next  too,  Wench,  and  foas't  follows. 
Pelro.  Thou  wilt  nor,  wilt  *a  .^ 
Afar.  Yes  indeed  dear  Father, 
And  till  he  Seal  to  what  I  fhall  fet  down, 
For  any  thing  I  know  for  ever. 
Sopb.  Indeed  thcfe  are  Bug- words. 
Tra.  You  hear,  Sir,  (he  can  talk,  God  be  thanked. 
Petru.  I  would  I  heard  it  not.  Sir. 
Soph.  I  find  all  th*  Pity  beftow'd  on  this  Woman, 
Makes  but  an  Anagram  of  an  ill  Wife, 
For  fhe  was  never  virtuous. 

Petru.  You'll  let  me  in,  I  hope,  for  all  this  jefting. 
Mar.  Hope  ftill,  Sir. 
Petro.  You  will  comedown,  I  am  fure. 
Mar.  I  am  fure  I  will  not. 
Petro.  I'll  fetch  you  then. 

Bia.  The  pow'r  of  the  whole  County  cannot,  Sir, 
Unlcfs  we  pleafe  to  yield,  which  yet  I  think 
We  fhall  not;  charge  us  when  you  pleafe,  you  fhall 
Hear  quickly  from  us. 

Mor.  Heav'n  blefs  me  from  a  Chicken  of  thy  hatching. 
Is  this  wiving  ? 

Petru,  Prithee  Maria.,  tell  me  what's  the  Reafon, 
And  freely  do't,  you  deal  thus  ftrangely  with  me.^ 

You 
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You  were  not  forc'd  to  marry,  your  Confcnt 

Went  equally  with  mine,  if  not  before  it: 

I  hope  you  do  not  doubt  I  want  that  Mettle 

A  Man  fhould  have,  to  keep  a  Woman  waking  i 

I  would  be  forty  to  be  fuch  a  Saint  yet ; 

My  Perfon,  as  it  is  not  excellent, 

So*tis  not  old,  nor  lame,  nor  weak  with  Phyfick, 

But  well  enough  to  pleafe  an  honed  Woman, 

That  keeps  her  Houfe,  and  loves  her  Husband 

Mar.  *Tis  fo. 

'PetYU.  My  Means  and  my  Conditions  are  no  Shamers 
or  him  that  owes  'em,  all  the  World  knows  that, 
And  my  Friends  no  reliers  on  my  Fortunes. 

Mar,  All  this  I  believe,  and  none  of  all  thefe  Parcels 
I  (9)  dare  except  againft  ;  nay  more,  fo  far 
I  am  from  making  thefe  the  ends  I  aim  at, 
Thefe  idle  outward  things,  thefe  Womens  Fears, 
That  were  I  yet  unmarried,  free  to  chufe 
Through  all  the  Tribes  of  Man,  I'll  take  Petruchio 
In's  (hirt,  with  one  ten  Groats  to  pay  thePrieft, 
Before  the  beft  Man  living,  or  the  ableft 
That  e*er  leap*d  out  of  Lancajhire,  and  they  are  right  ones. 

Petro.  Why  do  you  play  the  Fool  then,  and   (land 
prating  , 

Out  of  the  Window,  like  a  broken  Miller? 

Petru.  If  you  will  have  me  credit  you,  Maria, 
Come  down,  and  let  your  Love  confirm  it.     Mar.  Stay 
There,  Sir,  that  Bargain's  yet  to  make.    £ia.  Play  fure, 

Wench, 
The  Pack's  in  thine  own  Hand.    So^b.  Let  me  die  lowfie, 
If  thefe  two  Wenches  be  not  brewing  Knavery 
To  (lock  a  Kingdom.    Pe(ru.  Why,  this  is  a  Riddle  5 
I  Jove  you,  and  I  love  you  not. 

Mar.  It  is  fo  ; 
And  till  your  own  Experience  do  untie  it. 
This  diftance  I  muft  keep. 

Peiru.  If  you  talk  more, 
I'm  angry,  very  angry. 

(9)  Jare  accept  againji\]  Mr.  Theobald  reads  the  Text,  with  me, 
and  our  CoBJeAure  is  confirmed  by  the  oldeft  Edition, 

Mar, 
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Mar.  I'm  glad  on*t,  and  I  will  talk. 

Petru.  Prithee  Peace, 
Let  me  not  think  thou*rt  mad.     I  tell  thee,  Woman, 
If  thou  goeft  forward,  I  am  ft  ill  Petruchio. 

Mar.  And  I  am  worfe,  a  Woman  that  can  fear 
Neither  Petruchio  Furius,  nor  his  Fame, 
Nor  any  thing  that  tends  to  our  Allegiance ; 
There's  a  fhort  Method  for  you,  now  you  know  me. 

Peiru.  If  you  can  carry't  fo,  *tis  very  well. 

£ia.  No,  you  fliall  carry't.  Sir. 

Petru.  Peace,  gentle  Low-bel. 

Petro.  Ufe  no  more  Words,  but  come  down  inftantly, 
I  charge  thee  by  the  Duty  of  a  Child. 

Petru.  Prithee  come  down  Maria,  I  forgive  all. 

Mar.  Stay  there ;  That  Duty,  that  you  charge  me  by 
(  If  you  confider  truly  what  you  lay ) 
Is  now  another  Man's,  you  gave't  away 
I'th*  Church,  if  you  remember,  to  my  Husband; 
So  all  you  can  exaft  now,  is  no  more 
But  only  a  due  reverence  to  your  Perfon, 
Which  thus  I  pay  ;  your  Blefling,  and  I'm  gone 
To  Bed  for  this  Night. 

Petro.  This  is  monftrous : 
That  Blefling  that  St.  Dunjian  gave  the  Devil, 
If  I  were  near  thee,  I  would  give  thee- 
Pull  thee  down  by  th'  Nofe. 

Bia.  Saints  fliould  not  rave.  Sir; 
A  little  Rubarb  now  were  excellent. 

Petru.  Then  by  that  Duty  you  owe  to  mc,  Maria, 
Open  the  Door,  and  be  obedient  j 
I'm  quiet  yet. 

Mar.  I  do  confefs  that  Duty,  make  your  beft  on't; 

Petru.  Why,  give  me  leave,  I  will. 

Bia.  Sir,  there's  no  learning 
An  old  ftiff  Jade  to  trot,  you  know  the  Moral. 

Mar.  Yet,  as  I  take  it,  Sir,  1  owe  no  more 
Than  you  owe  back  again. 

Petru.  You  will  not  Article  ? 
All  I  owe,  prefcntly,  let  mc  but  up,  I'll  pay. 

Mar, 
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Mar.  You  arc  too  hot,  and  fuch  prove  jades  at  length  ; 
You  do  confefs  a  Duty,  or  Refpeftto  me  from  you  again, 
That's  very  near,  or  full  the  fame  with  mine  ? 

Peiru.  Yes. 

Mar.  Then  by  that  Duty,  or  Refpeft,  or  what 
You  pleafe  to  have  it,  go  to  Bed  and  leave  me. 
And  trouble  me  no  longer  with  your  fooling; 
For  know,  I  am  not  for  you. 

Petru.  Well,  what  remedy  ? 

Petro,  A  fine  fmart  Cudgel.    Oh  that  I  were  near  thee. 

B'ta.  If  you  had  Teeth  now,  what  a  cafe  were  we  in  ? 

Mor..  Thefe  are  the  moft  authentick  Rebels,  next 
TyroM^,  I  ever  read  of. 

Alar.  A  week  hence,  or  a  fortnight,  as  you  bear  you. 
And  as  I  find  my  Will  obferv'd,  I  may, 
"With  intercefTion  of  fome  Friends,  be  brought 
May  be  to  kifs  you  ;  and  fo  quarterly 
To  pay  a  little  Rent  by  Compofition. 
You  underftand  me  now  ?  Sopb.  Thou  Boy,  thou.    Pefru, 

Well, 
There  are  more  Maids  than  Maudlin,  that's  my  comfort. 

Mar.  Yes,  and  more  Men  than  Michael.  Petru.  I  muft 
not 
To  Bed  with  this  Stomach,  and  no  Meat,  Lady. 

Mar.  Feed  where  you  will,  fo  it  be  found  and  wholfome, 
Elfe  live  at  Livery,  for  I'll  none  with  you. 

Bia.  Y'  had  beft  back  one  of  th*  Dairy  Maids,  they'll 
carry. 
But  take  heed  to  your  Girths,  you'il  get  a  bruife  elfe. 

Petru.  Now  if  thou  would*ft  comedown,  and  tender  me 
All  the  delights  due  to  a  Marriage-bed  *, 
Study  fuch  Kifles  as  would  melt  a  Man  ; 
And  turn  thy  felf  into  a  thoufand  Figures, 
To  add  new  flames  unto  me,  I  would  ftand 
Thus  heavy,  thus  regardlefs,  thus  defpifing 
Thee,  and  thy  beft  alluring  :    All  the  Beauty 
That's  laid  upon  your  Bodies,  mark  me  well, 
CFor  without  doubt  your  Minds  arc  mifcrable. 
You  have  no  Mafques  for  them  •,  )  all  this  rare  Beauty, 
Lay  but  the  Painter  and  the  Silk-worm  by. 

The 
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The  Dodor  with  his  Diets,  and  the  Tailor, 
And  you  appear  like  fleaM  Cats,  not  fo  handrome. 

Mar.  And  we  appear,  like  her  that  fent  us  hither. 
That  only  excellent  and  beauteous  Nature, 
Truly  our  Iclves,  for  Men  to  wonder  at. 
But  too  divine  to  handle;  we  arc  Gold, 
In  our  own  Natures  pure,  but  when  we  fuffer 
The  Husbands  ftamp  upon  us,  then  allays. 
And  bafe  ones  of  you  Men,  are  mingled  with  us, 
And  make  us  bluih  like  Copper. 

T*etru.  Then,  and  never 
Till  then,  are  Women  to  be  fpoken  of; 
For  till  that  time  you  have  no  Souls,  I  take  it. 
Good  Night :  Come  Gentlemen  ;  I'll  fafl:  for  this  Night, 
But  by  this  Hand — Well,  Ihall  1  come  up  yet  ? 

Mar.  No. 

Pelru.  There  will  I  watch  thee  like  a  wither'd  Jury; 
Thou  fhalt  neither  have  Meat,  Fire,  nor  Candle, 
Nor  any  thing  that's  eafie ;  do  you  rebel  fo  foon  .? 
Yet  take  mercy. 

Bia.  Put  up  your  Pipes ;  to  Bed,  Sir:  PlI  afllire  you 
A  Month's  Siege  will  not  fhake  us. 

Mor.  Well  faid.  Colonel. 

Mar.  To  Bed, to  Bed  Petruchio ;  good  Night  Gentlemen. 
You'll  make  my  Father  fick  with  fitting  up: 
Here  you  fhall  find  us  any  time  thefe  ten  Days, 
Unlefs  we  may  march  off  with  our  contentment. 

Petru.  I'll  hang  firft. 
'    Mar.  And  Pll  quarter  if  I  do  not. 
Pll  make  you  know,  and  fear  a  Wife,  Petruchio, 
There  my  caufe  lies. 

You  have  been  famous  for  a  Woman-tamer, 
And  bear  the  fear'd-name  of  a  brave  Wife-breaker : 
A  Woman  now  fhall  take  thofe  Honours  off,  and  tame  you  ; 
Nay,  never  look  fo  big,  flie  fhall,  believe  me. 
And  I  am  fhe  ;  what  think  ye?  good  Night  all. 
Ye  fhall  find  Centinels 

Bia.  If  yedare  fiilly.  [_Exeunt  alove, 

Petro.  The  Devil's  in  *cm,  ev'n  the  very  Devil, 
The  down- right  DeviL 

Petriu 
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Tetru.  I'll  Devil  'em,  by  thefe  ten  Bones  I  will : 
I'll  bring*t  to  th'  old  Proverb,  no  fport  no  pie, 

Taken  down  i'th*  top  of  all  my  fpeed  ? 
This  is  fine  dancing :   Gentlemen,  ftick  to  me. 
You  fee  our  Freehold's  touch'd,  and  by  this  lighr, 
We  will  beleaguer  'em,  and  cither  ftarve  *cm  out. 
Or  make  'em  recreant. 

Petro.  I'll  fee  all  PalTages  ftopt^  but  thofe  about  *em  j 
If  the  good  Women  of  the  Town  dare  fuccour  *em, 
We  (hall  have  Wars  indeed. 

Soph.  I'll  (land  perdue  on  *em. 

Mor.  My  Regiment  (hall  lie  before.     Ja(i.  I  think  {q^ 
'Tis  grown  too  old  to  ftand. 

Fetru.  Let's  in,  and  each  provide  his  Tackle, 
We'll  fire  'em  out,  or  make  'em  take  their  Pardons 
(Hear  what  I  fay)  on  their  bare  Knees 
Am  I  Petruchio^  fear'd,  and  fpoken  of. 
And  on  my  wedding  Night  am  I  thus  jaded  ?     [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Pedro  at  fever al  Doors, 

Row.  Now,  Pedro  ? 

Fed.  Very  bufie,  Mafter  Rowland. 

Row.  What  hafte,  Man  ? 

Ped.  I  befeech  you  pardon  me, 
I  am  not  mine  own  Man. 

Row.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? 

Ped.  No,  but  believe  me,  as  hafty — 

Row.  The  caufe,  good  Pedro  ? 

Ped.  There  be  a  thoufand,  Sir  i  you  are  not  Married  ? 

Row.  Not  yet. 

Ped.  Keep  your  felf  quiet  then. 

Row.  Why  ? 

Ped.  You'll  find  a  Fiddle 
That  never  will  be  tun'd  elfe  :   from  all  Women—- 

[Exit, 
Row.  What  ails  the  Fellow  tro  ?  Jaques  ? 

Vol.  VIII.  N  EyAcr 
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Enter  Jaquct. 

jfaq.  Your  Friend,  Sir, 
But  full  of  Bufinefs. 

RciV.  Nothing  but  Bufmefs? 
Prithee  the  reafon,  is  there  any  dying? 

Jaq.  1  would  there  were.    Sir, 

Row.  But  thy  Bufinefs? 

Jaq.  ru  tell  you  in  a  word,  I*m  fent  to  lay 
An  Impofition  upon  Soufe  and  Puddings, 
Pafties,  and  penny  Cuftards,  that  the  Women 
May  not  relieve  yon  Rebels  :    Fare  ye  well.  Sir. 

Row.  How  does  my  Miftrefs? 

Jaq.  Like  a  refty  Jade. 
She's  fpoil'd  for  riding.  [Exit  Jaques. 

Row.  What  a  Devil  ail  they  ? 

Enter  Sophocles. 

Cuftards,  and  penny  Pafties,  Fools  and  Fiddles, 
What's  this  to  th'  purpofe  ?  Oh,  well  met. 

Soph.  Now,  Rowland. 
I  cannot  ftay  to  talk  long. 

Row.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Here's  ftirring,  but  to  what  end  ?  Whither  go  you  ? 

Soph.  To  view  the  Works. 

Row.  What  Works  ? 

Soph.  The  Womens  Trenches. 

Row.  Trenches  ?  Are  fuch  to  fee  ? 

Soph.  I  do  not  jeft.  Sir, 

Row.  I  cannot  underftand  you. 

Soph.  Don't  you  hear 
In  what  a  ftate  of  Quarrel  the  new  Bride 
Stands  with  her  Husband  ?    Row.  Let  him  ftand  with  her. 
And  there's  an  end.  Soph  It  (hould  be,  but  by'r  Lady 
She  holds  him  out  at  Pikes  end,  and  defies  him. 
And  now  is  fortify'd  ;  fuch  a  Regiment  of  Rutters 
Never  defied  Men  braver :  I  am  lint 
To  view  their  Preparation, 

Row.  This  is  News 

Stranger, 
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Stranger,  (10)  than  Arms  in  the  Air;  you  faw  not 
My  gentle  Miftrefs  ? 

Soph.  Yes,  and  meditating 
Upon  fome  fccret  Bufinefs ;  when  fh*ad  found  it 
She  Jeap'd  for  joy,  and  Jaugh*d,  and  ftraight  recii'd    ' 
To  fhun  Morofo. 

Row.  This  may  be  for  me. 

Soph.  Will  you  along  ? 

Row.  No. 

Soph.  Farewel,  [Exit  Sophocles. 

Row.  Farewel,  Sir. 
What  fhould  her  mufing  mean,  and  what  her  joy  in':. 
If  not  for  my  advantage  ?  Stay  ye,  may  not 

Enter  Li  via  at  one  Door^  and  Morofo  at 
another  hearkning. 

That  bob-tail  jade  Morofo^  with  his  Gold, 

His  gew-gaudes,  and  the  hope  flie  has  to  fend  him 

Quickly  to  Duft,  excite  this  ?  Here  fhe  comts. 

And  yonder  walks  the  Stallion  to  difcover  ; 

Yet  PU  falute  her :  Save  you,  beauteous  Miftrtfs. 

Liv.  The  Fox  is  kennell'd  for  me:  Save  you.  Sir. 

Row.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrange  ? 

Liv.  I  ufe  to  look.  Sir, 
Without  examination. 

Mor.  Twenty  Spur- Royals  for  that  Word. 

Row.  Belike  then 
The  Objed  difcontents  you  ? 

Liv.  Yes  it  does. 

Row.  Is*t  come  to  this  ?    You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Liv.  Yes,  as  I  may  know  many,  by  Repentance. 

Rovj.  Why  do  you  break  your  Faith  ? 

Liv.  V\\  tell  you  thaftoo  ; 
You're  under  Age,  and  no  band  holds  upon  you. 

(10)  than  Arms  in  the  Jir ; — — ]  Armie?,    I  would  read,  and 

thus  Mr.  Theobald hiidi  aUei'd  this  Place  in  his  Margin. 
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Mor.  Excellent  Wench! 

Liv.  (u)  Sue  out  your  Underftanding, 
And  get  more  Hair  to  cover  your  bare  Knuckle  ; 
(For  Boys  were  made  for  nothing,  but  dry  KiiTes) 
And  if  you  can,  mere  Manners. 

Mor.  Better  ftill. 

Liv.  And  then  if  I  want  Spani/Jj  Gloves,  or  Stockings, 
A  ten  pound  Waftecoat,  or  a  Nag  to  hunt  on. 
It  may  be  I  fhall  grace  you  to  accept  *em. 

Row.  Farewel,  and  when  I  credit  Women  more. 
May  I  to  Smithfield,  and  there  buy  a  Jade, 
(And  know  him  to  be  fo)  that  breaks  my  Neck. 

Liv.  Becaufe  I've  known  you,  I'll  be  thus  kind  to  you ; 
Farewel,  and  be  a  Man,  and  1*11  provide  you, 
Becaufe  I  fee  you*re  defperate,  fome  (laid  Chamber-maid, 
That  may  relieve  your  Youth  with  wholfome  Do6lrine. 

Mor.  She's  mine  from  all  the  World:  Ha,  Wench? 

Liv.    Ha,  Chicken? 

[Gives  him  a  Box  oUh*  Ear^  and  Exit, 

Mor.  How's  this  ?    I   do  not    love   thefe  Favours : 
Save  you. 

Row.  The  Devil  take  thee —  [Wrings  him  by  th*  Nofe, 

Mor,  Oh! 

Row.  There's  a  Love-token  for  you,  thank  me  now. 

Mor.  I'll  think  on  fome  of  ye,  and  if  I  live. 
My  Nofe  alone  fhall  not  be  plaid  withal.  [Exit, 

(11)  S)\\tvj  out  your  UnderJIanJlng,']  I  demurr'd  upon  this  Place 
till  I  faw  the  Phrafe  on  the  other  Side  of  the  Leaf,  Was  fu'd  his  Li- 
very, and  made  no  fcruple  to  alter  the  Word  here,  before  I  confulted 
the  Copy  of  1647,  which  gives  the  prefent  Text. 
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ACT     II.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Petronius,  and  Morofo. 

Petro.   A  Box  o'th'  Ear,  d'  you  fay  ? 

x\.     Mor.  Yes  fure,  a  found  one, 
Befidc  my  Nofe  blown  to  my  Hand  ;  if  Cupd 
Shoot  Arrows  of  that  weight,  TJi  fwcar  devoutly, 
H'as  fued  his  Liv'ry,  and  's  no  more  a  Boy. 

Petro.  You  gave  her  Ibme  ill  Language  ? 

Mor.  Not  a  word. 

Petro.  Or  might  be  you  were  fumbling  } 

Mor.  Would  I  had.  Sir, 
*Had  been  a-forehand  then ;  but  to  be  baffl'd. 
And  have  no  feeling  of  the  Caufc 

Petro.  Be  patient, 
I  have  a  Med'cine  clap'd  to  her  Back  will  cure  her, 

Mor.  No  furc  *t  muft  be  afore,  Sir, 

Petro.  O'  my  Confcience, 
"When  I  got  thefe  two  Wenches  (who  till  now 
Ne*er  fhew'd  their  riding)  I  was  drunk  with  *Bafl;ard, 
Whofe  Nature  is  to  form  things  like  it  felf 
Heady  and  Monftrous  i  did  fhe  flight  him  too .? 

Mor.  That's  all  my  comfort ;  a  meer  Hobby-horfe 
She  made  Child  Rowland;  s'foot  (he  would  not  know 

him. 
Nor  give  him  a  free  look,   not  reckon  him 
Among  her  Thoughts,  which  I  held  more  than  wonder, 
I  having  feen  her  within's  three  Days  kifs  him, 
With  fuch  an  Appetite  as  though  fhe'd  eat  him. 

Petro.  There  is  fome  trick  in  this  i  how  did  he  take  it  ? 

Mor.  Ready  to  cry,  he  ran  away. 

Petro.  I  fear  her  ; 
And  yet  I  tell  you,  ever  to  my  Anger, 

*  i.  e.  A  Liquor' very  common  in  our  Authors  Days,    and  fre- 
quently mentioned  by  the  Writers  of  that  Time, 
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She  is  as  tame  as  Innocency  ;  *t  may  be 

This  Blow  was  but  a  Favour.     Mor,  I'll  be  fworn 

•Twas  well  tied  on  then. 

Petro.  Go  too,  pray  forget  it  •, 
I  have  bcfpoke  a  Pricft,  and  within's  two  Hours 
rjl  have  ye  married,  will  that  pleafe  you  ? 

Mor.  Yes. 

Petro.  V\\  fee  it  done  my  fclf,  and  give  the  Lady 
Such  a  found  exhortation  for  this  Knavery 
I'll  warrant  you,  fhall  make  her  fmell  this  Month  on*t. 

Mor.  Nay  good  Sir  be  not  violent. 

Patro.  Neither Mor.  *T  may  be 

Out  of  her  earned  Love  there  grew  a  longing 

(As  you  know  Women  have  fuch  Toys)  in  kindnefs. 

To  give  m'  a  Box  o*th*  Ear,  or  fo. 

Petro.  It  may  be. 

Mor.  I  reckon  for  the  beft  ftill  5  this  Night  then 
I  fliall  enjoy  her. 

Petro.  You  fhall  handfel  her. 

Mor,  OKI  as  1  am.  Til  give  her  one  blow  for*C 
Shall  make  her  groan  this  Twelve-month. 

Petro.  Where*s  your  Jointure? 

Al  r.  I  have  a  Jointure  for  her. 

Petro.  Have  your  Council  perus*d  it  yet? 

Mor.    No  Council  but    the  Night,    and  your  fweet 
Daughter, 
Shall  e'er  perufe  that  Jointure. 

Petro.  Very  well.  Sir. 

Mor.  I'll  no  Demurrers  on't,  nor  no  Rejoinders. 
The  other's  ready  feal'd. 

Petro.  Come  then  let's  comfort 
My  Son  Petruchio,  he's  like  little  Children 
That  lole  their  Baubles,  crying  ripe. 

Mor.  Pray  tell  me. 
Is  this  ftern  Woman  ftill  upon  the  flaunt 
Of  bold  Defiance? 

Petro.  Still,  and  ftill  ftie  ftiall  be, 
Till  ftie  be  ftarv'd  out ;   you  fliall  fee  fuch  Juftice, 
That  Women  fliall  be  glad  after  this  Tempeft, 
To  tie  their  Husband's  Shoes,  and  walk  their  Horfes. 

Mor. 
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Mor.   That  were  a  merry  World  ;   d'  you  hear  the 
Rumour  ? 
They  fay  the  Women  are  in  Infurredtion, 
And  mean  to  make  a— — 

Petro,  They'll  fooner 
Draw  upon  Walls  as  we  do  :  Let  *em,  let  *em, 
We'll  fhip  'em  out  in  Cuck-ftools,  there  they'll  Sail 
As  brave  Columbus  did,  till  they  difcover 
The  happy  Iflands  of  Obedience. 
We  ftay  too  long,  come. 

Mor.  Now  St.  George  be  with  us.  [Exeuttf. 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Li  via  alone. 

Liv.  (12)  Now  if  I  can  but  get  in  handfomely. 
Father,  I  fhall  deceive  you,  and  this  Night, 
For  all  your  private  plotting,  I'll  no  Wedlock  j 
I've  fhifted  fail,  and  find  my  Sifter's  fafety 
A  fure  Retirement ;  pray  to  Heav'n  that  Rowland 
Do  not  believe  too  far,  what  1  faid  to  him. 
For  yon  old  Foxcafe  forc'd  me ;  that's  my  fear. 
Stay,  let  me  fee,  this  Quarter  fierce  Petrucbio 
Keeps  with  his  Myrmidons,  I  muft  be  fudden  i 
If  he  feize  on  me,  I  can  look  for  nothing 
But  Marfhal-Law,  to  this  place  have  1  icap'd  hirn  ; 
Above  there. 

Enter  Maria  and  Bianca  abcve. 

Mar.  Cbe  va  la  ? 

Liv.  A  Friend. 

Bia.  Who  are  you  ? 

Liv.  Look  out  and  know. 

Mar.  Alas  poor  Wench,  who  fcnt  thee  ? 
What  weak  Fool  made  thy  Tongue  his  Orator? 
I  know  you  come  to  Parly. 

Liv.  You're  deceiv'd. 

(12)  Nov)  if  can  but  get ]     So  all  the   Editions  but  the  firft 

Folio. 
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Urg'd  by  the  Goodnefs  of  your  Caufe,  I  come 
To  do  as  you  do. 

Mar.  You're  too  weak,  too  foolifti, 
To  cheat  us  with  your  fmoothnefs  i  don't  we  know 
Thou  haft  been  kept  up  tame  ? 
Liv.  Believe  me. 
Mar.  No,  prithee  good  Liua 
Utter  thy  Eloquence  fomewhere  elfe. 

Bia.  Good  Coufin, 
Put  up  your  Pipes  -,  we  are  not  for  your  Palate ; 
Alas,  we  know  who  fent  you. 

Liv.  O'  my  Word • 

Bia.  Stay  there  ;  you  muft  not  think  upon  your  Word, 
Or  by  your  Maidenhead,  or  fuch  Sunday  Oaths, 
Sworn  after  Even-Song,  can  e'er  inveigle  us 
To  lofe  our  hand-faft  -,  did  their  Wifdoms  think, 
That  fent  you  hither,  we  would  be  fo  foolifh. 
To  entertain  our  (13)  gentle  Sifter  Sinon, 
And  give  her  Credit,  while  the  wooden  Jade 
Petruchio  ftole  upon  us  ?  no,  good  Sifter, 
Go  home,  and  tell  the  merry  Greeks  that  fent  you, 
IHu7?i  ftiall  burn,  and  I,  as  did  Mneas^ 
Will  on  my  back,  fpite  of  the  Myrmidom^ 
Carry  this  warlike  Lady,  and  through  Seas 
Unknown,  and  unbcliev'd,  feek  out  a  Land, 
Where  like  a  race  of  noble  Amazons 
We'll  root  our  felves,  and  to  our  endlefs  Glory 
Live,  and  defpife  bafe  Men. 
Liv.  I'll  fecond  ye. 
Bia.  How  long  have  you  been  thus  ? 
Liv.  That's  all  one,  Coufin, 
I  ft  and  for  freedom  now. 

Bia.  Take  heed  of  lying} 
For  by  this  Light,  if  we  do  credit  you. 
And  find  you  tripping,  his  Inflidion 
That  kili'd  the  Prince  of  Orange,  will  be  fporc 
To  what  wc  purpofe, 

(13)  Gentle  Sijier  Simon,]    This  Blunder  runs  only  through 

the  t^ftavo  of  1711. 

Liv. 
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Lh.  Let  me  feel  the  heavieft. 

Mor.  Swear  by  thy  Sweet-heart  Rowland,  (for  by  your 
Maiden- head 
I  fear  'twill  be  too  late  to  fwear,)  you  mean 
Nothing  but  fair  and  fafe,  and  honourable 
To  us,  and  to  your  felf. 

Liv.  I  Swear. 

Bia.  Stay  yet. 
Swear  as  you  hate  Morofo^  that's  the  fureft. 
And  as  you  have  a  certain  fear  to  find  him 
Worfe  than  a  poor  dry'd  Jack,  full  of  more  aches 
Than  Autumn  has  •,  more  Knavery,  and  Ufury, 
And  Foolery,  and  Brokery,  than  Dogs-ditch  j 
As  you  do  conftantly  believe  he's  nothing 
But  an  old  empty  Bag  with  a  grey  Beard, 
And  that  Beard  fuch  a  Bob-tail,  that  it  looks 
Worfe  than  a  Mare's  Tail  eaten  off  with  Flies  -, 
As  you  acknowledge  that  young  handfome  Wench, 
That  lies  by  fuch  a  Bilhoa  blade  that  bends. 
With  ev'ry  Pals  he  makes,  (14)  to  th'  hilts,  mod  mi- 

fcrable, 
A  dry  Nurfe  to  his  Coughs,  a  Fewterer 
To  fuch  a  nafty  Fellow,  a  robb'd  thing 
Of  all  Delights  Youth  looks  for  ;  and  to  end. 
One  caft  away  on  courfc  Beef,  born  to  brufh 
That  everlafting  Caffock  that  has  worn 
As  many  Servants  out,  as  th*  North-eaft  Paflage 
Has  confum'd  Sailors ;  if  you  fwear  this,  and  truly. 
Without  the  Refervation  of  a  Gown, 
Or  any  meritorious  Petticoat, 
'Tis  like  we  fhall  believe  you. 

Iav.  I  do  fwear  it. 

Mar,  Stay  yet  a  little  •,  came  this  wholfome  Motion 
(Deal  truly  Sifter)  from  your  own  Opinion, 
Or  fome  Suggeftion  of  the  Foe  ? 

Liv.  Ne'er  fear  me. 

(14)  to  th''  hilts,  miftrablt,']    Excepting  the  1647  Edition,  all  the 
reft  omit  moft. 

For 
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For  by  that  little  Faith  I  have  in  Husbands, 
And  the  great  Zeal  I  bear  your  caufe,  I  come 
Full  of  that  Liberty  you  ftand  for,  Sifter. 

Mar.  If  we  believe,  and  you  prove  recreant,  Livia, 
Think  what  a  maim  you  give  the  noble  Caufe 
We  now  Hand  up  for :  Think  what  Women  fhall. 
An  hundred  Years  hence,  fpeak  thee,  when  Examples 
Are  iook'd  for,  and  fo  great  ones,  whofe  Relations, 
Spoke,  as  we  do  *em.  Wench,  fliall  make  new  Cuftoms, 

£ia.  If  you  be  falfe,  repent,  go  home,  and  pray, 
And  to  the  ferious  Women  of  the  City 
Confefs  your  felf  -,  bring  not  a  Sin  fo  hainous 
To  load  thy  Soul  to  this  Place ;  mark  me,  Livia, 
If  thou  bc'ft  double,  and  betray*ft  our  Honours, 
And  we  fail  in  our  purpofe:  get  thee  where 
There  is  no  Women  living,  nor  no  hope 
There  ever  fhall  be. 

A^ar.  If  a  Mother's  Daughter, 
That  ever  heard  the  Name  of  ftubborn  Husband, 
Find  thee,  and  know  thy  Sin. 

£ia.  Nay,  if  old  Age, 
One  that  has  worn  away  the  Name  of  Woman, 
And  no  more  left  to  know  her  by,  but  railing. 
No  Teeth,  nor  Eyes,  nor  Legs,  but  wooden  ones, 
Come  but  i'th*  Wind-ward  of  thee,  fure  fhe'll  fmell  thee 
Thou'Jt  be  fo  rank,  fhe'll  ride  thee  like  a  Night-Mare, 
And  fay  her  Prayers  backward  to  undo  thee ; 
She'll  curfe  thy  Meat  and  Drink,  and  when  thou  marrieft. 
Clap  a  found  fpell  for  ever  on  thy  Pleafures. 

Mar.  Children  of  five  Year  old,  like  little  Fairies, 
Will  pinch  thee  into  motley  ;  all  that  ever 
Shall  live,  and  hear  of  thee,  I  mean  all  Women, 
Will  (like  fo  many  Furies)  fhake  their  Keys, 
And  tofs  their  flaming  Diftaffs  o'er  their  Heads, 
Crying  Revenge  ;  take  heed,  *tis  hideous, 
(15)  Oh  'tis  a  fearful  Qffice  !  if  thou  hadft 
f  Though  thou  be'ft  perfed  now)  when  thou  cam'ft  hither, 

(15)  0/j  'tis  a  fearful  Office,]     U  the  Meafure  did  not  greatly  re- 
claim againft  it,  1  ftiould  have  read  Offence. 

A 
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A  falfe  Imagination,  get  thee  gone. 
And  as  my  learned  Coufm  f.iid,  repent, 
This  place  is  fought  by  foundnefs. 

Liv.  So  I  feek  it, 
Or  Jet  me  be  a  mod  defpis'd  Example. 

Mar.  I  do  believe  thee,  be  thou  worthy  of  it. 
You  come  not  empty  ? 

Liv.  No,  here's  Cakes,  and  cold  Meat, 
And  Tripe  of  Proof ;  behold,  here's  Wine  and  Beer  ; 
Be  fudden,  I  fhall  be  furpriz'd  elfe.     Mar.  Meet 
Me  at  the  low  Parlour  Door,  there  lies  a  clofe  way  ; 
What  fond  Obedience  you  have  living  in  you. 
Or  Duty  to  a  Man,  before  you  enter 
Fling  it  away,  'twill  but  defile  our  Offerings. 

Bia.  Be  wary  as  you  come. 

Liv.  I  warrant  ye.  \^ExeuNt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  three  Maids. 

1  Maid.  How  goes  your  bufinefs.  Girls? 

2  Maid.  A  foot,  and  fair. 

3  Maid.  If  Fortune  favour  us  ;  away  to  your  (Irength, 
The  Country  Forces  are  arriv'd,  be  gone. 

We  are  difcover'd  elfe, 

1  Maid.  Arm,  and  be  Valiant. 

2  Maid.  Think  of  our  Caufe. 

3  Maid.  Our  Juftice. 

I  Maid.  *Tis  fufficient.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Tranio  atfeveral  Doors, 

Tra.  Now  Rowland  ? 

Row.  How  do  you  ? 

Tra.  How  doft  thou,  Man  ? 
Thou  look'ft  ill. 

Row.  Yes,  pray  can  you  tell  me,  Cranio, 
Who  knew  the  Devil  firft  ?    Ttj.  AWoman.    Row.  So. 

Were 
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"Were  they  not  well  acquainted  ?     Tra.  May  be  fo, 
For  they  had  certain  Dialogues  together. 
Row.  He  fold  her  Fruit,  I  take  it  ? 
Tra.  Yes,  and  Cheefe 
That  choak'd  all  Mankind  after. 

Row.  Canft  thou  tell  me 
Whether  that  Woman  ever  had  a  Faith, 
After  fh'ad  eaten  ?  Tra.  That  is  a  School-queftion. 
Row.  No,  'tis  no  Queftion,  for  believe  me  Tranio, 
That  cold  Fruit,  after  eating,  bred  nought  in  her 
But  windy  Promifcs,  and  Cholick  Vows 
That  broke  out  both  ways.  Thou  haft  heard  Fm  fure 
Of  Efculapius^  a  far  fam*d  Surgeon, 
One  that  could  fet  together  quarter*d  Traitors, 
And  make  'em  honeft  Men. 

Tra.  How  doft  thou,  Rowland  ? 
Row.  Let  him  but  take  ( if  he  dare  do  a  Cure 
Shall  get  him  Fame  indeed )  a  faithlefs  Woman, 
There  will  be  Credit  for  him,  that  will  fpeak  him, 
A  broken  Woman,  Tramo,  a  bafe  Woman, 
And  if  he  can  cure  fuch  a  wrack  of  Honour, 
Let  him  come  here,  and  pracfbile. 
Tra.  Now  for  Honour's  fake. 
Why,  what  ail'ft  thou,  Rowland? 

Row.  I  am  ridden,  Tranioy 
And  fpur-gall'd  to  the  Life  of  Patience, 
(Heav*n  keep  my  Wits  together)  by  a  thing 
Our  worft  Thoughts  are  too  noble  for,  a  Woman. 
Tra.  Your  Miftrefs  has  a  little  frown*d,  it  may  be  ? 
Row.  She  was  my  Miftrefs. 
Tra.  Is  fhe  not? 
Row.  No,  Tranio. 
Sh'as  done  me  fuch  difgrace,   fo  fpitefully. 
So  like  a  Woman  bent  to  my  undoing. 
That  henceforth  a  good  Horfe  ftiall  be  my  Miftrefs, 
A  good  Sword,  or  a  Book  i  and  if  you  fee  her. 

Tell  her  I  befeech  you,  even  for  Love's  fake 

Tra.  I  will,  Rowland. 

Row.    That  fhe   iiiay   fooner   count  the  good  Fve 
thought  her, 

Our 
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Our  old  Love  and  our  Fricndfhip, 

Shed  one  true  Tear,  mean  one  hour  conftantly. 

Be  old  and  honcft,   married,  and  a  Maid, 

Than  make  me  fee  her  more,  or  more  believe  her  ; 

And  now  I've  met  a  Meflenger,  farewel,  Sir.  [Exit. 

'Ira.  Alas  poor  Rowlatidl    I  will  do  it  for  thee  ; 
This  is  that  Dog  Moro/o,  but  I  hope 
To  fee  him  cold  i'th*  Mouth  firft,  e'er  he  enjoy  her  ; 
I'll  watch  this  young  Man,    defperate   Thoughts   may 

feize  him, 
And  if  my  Purfe  or  Council  can,  I'll  eafe  him.        [Exit. 

SCENE         V. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Petronius,  Morofo  and  Sophocles. 

Peiru.  For  look  you.  Gentlemen,  fay  that  I  grant  her. 
Out  of  my  free  and  liberal  love,  a  Pardon, 
"Which  you,  and  all  Men  elfe  know,  fhe  deferves  not, 
{Teneatis  amici)  can  all  the  World  leave  laughing? 
Petro.  I  think  not. 

Petru.  No,  by -they  cannot ; 

For  pray  confider,  have  you  ever  read. 

Or  heard  of,  or  can  any  Man  imagine. 

So  ftiff  a  Tom-hoyy  of  fo  {tx.  a  Malice, 

And  fuch  a  brazen  Refolution, 

As  this  young  Crab-tree  ?  and  then  anfwer  me : 

And  mark  but  this  too  Friends,  without  a  caufe. 

Not  a  foul  word  come  crofs  her,  not  a  fear 

She  juftly  can  take  hold  on  ;  and  d*  you  think 

I  muft  fleep  out  my  Anger,  and  endure  it. 

Sow  Pillows  to  her  eafe,  and  lull  her  Mifchief  ? 

Give  me  a  Spindle  firft  -,  no,  no  my  Mafters, 

Were  fhe  as  fair  as  'Nell-a-Greece.,  and  Houfewife, 

As  good  as  the  wife  Sailor's  Wife,  and  young  llill. 

Never  above  fifteen,  and  thefc  Tricks  to  it. 

She  fhouJd  ride  the  wild  Mare  once  a  Week,  fhe  fhould. 

Believe,  my  Friends,  fhe  fhould  ;  l*d  tabor  her, 

Till  all  the  Legions  that  are  crept  into  her. 

Flew  out  with  Fire  i'th*  Tails. 
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Soph.  Methinks  you  err  now, 
For  to  me  feems,  a  little  fuffcrancc 
Were  a  far  furer  Cure. 

Petru.  Yes,  I  can  fuffer. 
Where  I  fee  Promifes  of  Peace  and  Amendment 

Mor.  Give  her  a  few  Conditions. 

Petru.  V\\  be  hanged  firft. 

Petro.  Give  her  a  Crab-tree  Cudgel. 

Petru.  So  I  will ; 
And  after  it  a  Flock-bed  for  her  Bones. 
And  hard  Eggs,  till  they  brace  her  like  a  Drum, 

She  fhall  be  pamper'd  with 

She  fliall  not  know  a  ftool  in  ten  Months,  Gentlemen. 

Soph.  This  mud  not  be. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Arm,  arm,  out  with  your  Weapons, 
For  all  the  Women  in  the  Kingdom's  on  ye ; 

Enter  Pedro. 

They  fwarm  like  Wafps,  and  nothing  can  deflroy  'em. 
But  flopping  of  their  Hive,  and  fmoth'ring  of  'em. 

Ped.  Stand  to  your  Guard,  Sir,  all  the  Devils  extant 
Are  broke  upon  us  like  a  Cloud  of  Thunder; 
There  are  more  Women  marching  hitherward. 
In  refcue  of  my  Miftrefs,  than  e'er  turn'd  Tail 
At  Sturbridge  Fair,  and  I  believe,  as  fiery. 

Jaq.  The  Forlorn-hope's  led  by  a  Tanner's  Wife, 
I  know  her  by  her  Hide,  a  defp'rate  Woman; 
She  flead  her  Husband  in  her  Youth,  and  made 
Reins  of  his  Hide  to  ride  the  Parifh.  Take  'em  all  together. 
They're  a  Genealogy  of  Jennets,  gotten 
And  born  thus,  by  the  boifterous  Breath  of  Husbands,; 
They  *  ferve  fure,  and  are  fwift  to  catch  Occafion 
(1  mean  their  Foes  or  Husbands)  by  the  Forelocks, 
And  there  they  hang  like  Favours ;  cry  they  can. 
But  more  for  noble  Spight,  than  Fear  j  and  crying 
Like  the  old  Giants  that  were  Foes  to  Heav'n, 
They  heave  ye  Stool  on  Stool,  and  fling  main  Pot-lids 

*  i.  e,  ohfernje  fure. 

Like 
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Like  maflie  Rocks,  (i  6)  dart  Ladles,  tofling  Irons, 
And  Tongs  like  Thunderbolts,  till  overlaid. 
They  fall  beneath  the  weight  ;  yet  ftill  afpiring 
At  thofe  Imperious  Godheads  that  would  tame  *em. 
There's  ne'er  a  one  of  thefe,  the  worft  and  weakeft, 
(Chufe  where  you  will,)  but  dare  attempt  the  raifing, 
Againft  the  Sovereign  Peace  of  Puritans, 
A  yl/«j-pole  and  a  Morris,  maugre  mainly 
Their  Zeal,  and  Dudgeon-daggers ;  and  yet  more. 
Dares  plant  a  ftand  of  butt'ring  Ale  againft  *em. 
And  drink  'em  out  o*  th'  Parifli.    Soph,  Lo  you,  fierce 
Petrucbio,  this  comes  of  your  Impatience. 

Ped.  There's  one  brought  in  the  Bears  againft  the  Canons 
Of  the  Town,  made  it  good,  and  fought  'em. 

Jaq.  Another  to  her  everlafting  fame,   erecTted 
Two  Ale-houfes  of  eafe;  the  Quarter-SefTions' 
Running  againft  her  roundly  j  in  which  Bufinefs 
Two  of  the  Difanullers  loft  their  Night-caps  •, 
A  third  ftood  excommunicate  by  th'  Cudgel  j 
The  Conftable,  to  her  eternal  Glory, 
Drunk  hard,  and  was  converted,  and  ftie  Viflor. 

Ped.  Then  are  they  victualed  with  Pies  and  Puddings,. 
(The  trappings  of  good  Stomachs)  noble  Ale 
The  true  Defender,  Saufages,  and  fmoak'd  ones, 
If  need  be,  fuch  as  ferve  for  Pikes  -,  and  Pork, 
(Better  the  Jews  ne'er  hated  ;)  here  and  there 
A  Bottle  of  MethegUn^  a  ftout  Britain 
That  will  ftand  to  'em  ; 
What  elfe  they  want,  they  war  for. 

Petru.  Come  to  Council. 

Soph.  Now  you  muft  grant  Conditions,  or  the  Kingdom 
"Will  have  no  other  talk  but  this.     Pctro.  Away  then. 
And  let's  ad  vile  the  beft.     Soph.  Why  do  you  tremble  ? 

Mor.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long  to  be  knockt  o'th'  Head, 
With  half  a  Wafliing  beetle.^  pray  be  wife,  Sir. 

(16)  ■ dart  Ladles,    toffing  Irons,']     What  fort  of   Irons 'thefe 

tojing  Irons  are  is  a  Secret  to  me  ;  the  Corruption   has  how  ever  been 
fix'd    here  ever  lince  the  Year  1647,  and  if  I  corjeclure  right,  the 
original  LeiRion  might  poffibly  have  been, 
'  -  ■  toj'ing  Irontf 

Petru. 
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Petru.  Come,  fomething  I'll  do,  but  what  'tis,  I  know  not. 
Soph.  To  Council  then,  and  Itt's  avoid  their  Follies. 
Guard  all  the  Doors,  or  we  fha'n't  have  a  Cloak  left.' 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE       IV. 

Enter  Petronius,   Petruchio,  Morofo,  Sophocles 
and  Tranio. 

Peiro.  T  am  indiff 'rent,  though  I  muft  confcfs, 
I  had  rather  fee  her  carted. 
Tra.  No  more  of  that,  Sir. 
Soph.  Are  ye  refolv'd  to  give  her  fair  Conditions.^ 
'Twill  be  the  fafeft  way. 
Pelru.  I  am  diftrafted. 
Would  I  had  run  my  Head  into  a  Halter 
When  I  firfl:  woo'd  her :  If  I  offer  Peace, 
She'll  urge  her  own  Conditions,  that's  the  Devil. 
Soph.  Why,  fayfhedo.^ 
Pelm.  Say,  I  am  made  an  Afs,  then ; 
I  know  her  aim  ;  may  I,  with  Reputation 
(Anfwer  me  this)  with  fafety  of  mine  Honour, 
After  the  mighty  manage  of  my  firft  Wife, 
Which  was  indeed  a  Fury  to  this  Filly, 
After  my  twelve  ftrong  labours  to  reclaim  her, 
Which  would  have  made  Don  Hercules  horn  mad. 
And  hid  him  in  his  Hide,  fuffer  this  Cicefy, 
E'er  (he  have  warm'd  my  Sheets,  e*er  grappled  with  me, 
This  Pinck,  this  painted  Foift,  this  Cockle-boat, 
(17)  To  hang  her  Fights  out,  and  defie  me,  Friends, 
A  well  known  Man  of  War .?  If  this  be  equal, 
And  I  may  fuffer,  fay,  and  I  have  done  ? 

(17)  7o  hang  her  Fights  out, ]   This  Expreffion,  which  is  to  be 

meet  with  in  Shake/pear  as  well  as  our  Authors,  inclines  me  to  think 
that  a  paffage  in   Aft  II.    Scene    II.   0/  the  Captain  which  runs 
thus, 

1  Boy.   Does  he  (Captain)  hear  up  ftill? 

2  Boy.  Afore  the  Windnuith  hit  Lights  up  bravely. 
Should  be  read  in  this  Sort, 

2  Boy.    Afore  the  Wind Jiill  with  his  Fights  up  brave Ij. 
but  'tis  with  Submiffion  to  the  Reader's  better  Judgment. 

Pttro, 
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Petro.  I  do  not  think  you  may. 

T'ra.  You'll  make  it  worfe,  Sir. 

Soph.  Pray  hear  me,  good  Petruchio ;  but  e*en  now 
You  were  contented  to  give  all  conditions. 
To  try  how  far  fhe*d  carry:  'Tis  a  folly, 
(And  you  will  find  it  fo)  to  clap  the  curb  on, 
E*er  you  be  fure  it  proves  a  natural  wildnefs. 
And  not  a  forc*d.     Give  her  conditions. 
For  on  my  Life  this  trick  is  put  into  her. 

Petro.  I  fhould  believe  fo  too. 

Soph.  And  not  her  own. 

Tra.  You'll  find  it  fo. 

Soph.  Then  if  flie  flownder  with  you. 
Clap  fpurs  on,  and  in  this  you'll  deal  with  Temperance, 
Avoid  the  hurry  of  the  World • 

Tra.  And  lofe \_Mufck  above. 

Mor.  No  Honour  on  my  Life,  Sir. 

Petru.  I  will  do  it. 

Petro.  It  feems  they're  very  merry. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Petru.  Why  Heav*n  hold  it. 

Mor.  Now  "Jaques)? 

Jaq.  They  are  i*th'  flaunt.  Sir. 

Soph.  Yes,  we  hear  'em. 

Jaq,  They  have  got  a  (lick  of  Fiddles,  and  they  firk  it 
In  wondrous  ways ;  the  two  grand  Capitam's,  • 
(I'hey  brought  the  Auxiliary  Regiments) 
Dance  with  their  Coats  tuck'd  up  to  their  bare  Breeches, 
And  bid  the  Kingdom  kifs  *em,  that's  the  Burden  ; 
They've  got  Metheglifi,  and  audacious  Ale  i 
And  talk  like  Tyrants. 

Petro.  How  know'ft  thou? 

Jaq.  I  peepM  in 
At  a  loofe  Lansket. 

SONG. 

A    Health  for  all  this  Day, 
To  the  Woman  that  hears  the  /way, 

ylnd  wears  the  Breeches ; 

Let  it  come.,  let  it  come. 
Vol.  Vlir.  O  Let 
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Let  his  Health  be  a  SeaU 

For  the  good  d*  th*  Common -weal, 

The  IVomanJhall  wear  the  Breeches. 
Let*s  drink  then  and  laugh  f/, 
y^nd  merrily^  merrily  quaff  it. 
And  tipple,  and  tipple  a  round: 

Here^s  to  thy  Fool, 

And  to  my  Fool. 

Come^  to  all  Fools, 
'though  it  cojl  usy  Wench,  many  a  Pound. 

7ra.  Hark. 

Petro.  A  Song,  pray  filence. 

Mor.  They  look  out. 

[All  the  Women  above,  Citizem  and  Country  Women, 
Petru.  Good  Ev'n,  Ladies. 
Mar.  Good  you,  good  Ev'n,  Sir. 
Petru.  How  have  you  flept  to  Night  .^ 
Mar.  Exceeding  well,  Sir. 
Petru.  Did  you  not  wifh  me  with  you? 
Mar.  No,  believe  mc, 
I  never  thought  upon  you. 
Coun.  Is  that  he  ? 
Bia.  Yes. 
Coun.  Sir. 
Soph.  She  has  drank  hard,  mark  her  Hood. 

Coun.  You  are 

Soph.  Learnedly  Drunk,  I'll  hangelfe;  let  her  utter. 
Coun.  And  I  mud  tell  you,  viva  voct  Friend, 
A  very  foolifh  Fellow. 

"Tra.  There's  an  Ale-Figure. 
Petru,  I  thank  you,  Sufan  Brotes. 
Cit.  Forward,  Sifter. 

Coun.  You  have  efpoufed  here  a  hearty  "Woman, 
A  comely,  and  courageous' 
Petru.  Well,  I  have  fo. 

Coun.  And  to  the  comfort  of  diftrefled  Damfels, 
Women  out- worn  in  Wedlock,  and  fuch  Veflels, 
This  Woman  has  defied  you, 
Petru.  It  fhould  feem  fo. 

Coun. 
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Court.  And  why  ? 

Petru.  Yes,  can  you  tell  ? 

Coun.  For  thirteen  Caufes. 

Petru.  Pray  by  your  patience,  Miflrefs. 

Cit.  Forward,  Sifter. 

Petru.  Do  you  mean  to  treat  of  all  thefe  ? 

Cit.  Who  fhall  let  her  ? 

Petro.  Do  you  hear,  velvet  Hoodj  we  come  not  now 
To  hear  your  Do6lrine. 

Coun.  For  the  firft,  I  take  it, 
It  doth  divide  itfelf  into  feven  Branches. 

Petru.  Hark  you,  good  Maria ^ 
Have  you  got  a  Catechifer  here  .?  ) 

'Ura.  Good  Zeal. 

S9yh.  Good  three-pil'd  Predication)  will  you  peace. 
And  hear  the  Caufe  we  come  for? 

Coun.  Yes  Bob-tails, 
We  know  the  Caufe  you  come  for,  here*s  the  Caufe  j 
But  never  hope  to  carry  her,  ne*er  dream 
Or  flatter  your  Opinions  with  a  Thought 
Of  bale  Repentance  in  her.  , 

Cit.  Give  me  Sack. 
By  this,  and  next,  ftrong  Ale — * 

Coun.  Swear  forward,  Sifter. 

Cit.  By  all  that's  Cordial,  in  this  place  we'll  bury 
Our  Bones, Famcs,Tongues,  our  ( 1 8) Triumphs,  and  then  all 
That  ever  yet  was  Chronicl'd  of  Woman ; 
But  this  brave  Wench>  this  excellent  Defpifer^ 
This  bane  of  dull  Obedience,  fhall  inherit 
Her  liberal  Will,  and  march  off  with  conditions 
Noble  and  worth  herfelf. 

Coun.  She  fliall,  Tom  Tilers., 
And  brave  ones  too  ;  my  Hood  fliall  make  a  Hearfe-cloih, 
And  1*11  lie  under  it  like  Jone  o*  Gaunt, 
E'er  I  go  lefs  ;  my  Diftaff"  ftuck  up  by  me. 
For  the  eternal  Trophy  of  my  Conqucfts, 
And  loud  Fame  at  my  Head  with  two  main  Bott!e% 

(18)  Triumph,  and  all]   The  inferting  of  ihen  from  the  old 

Copy  makes  this  Line  run  roundly  off,  which  was  fadly  lame  before. 

O  2  Shall 
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Shall  fill  to  all  the  World,  the  glorious  fall 
Of  old  Don  Gillian. 

Cit.  Yet  a  little  further  ; 
We've  taken  Arms  in  refcue  of  this  Lady, 
Mod  juft  and  Noble:  If  ye  beat  us  off 
Without  conditions,  and  we  recant, 
Ufe  us  as  we  defer  ve  j  and  fir  ft  degrade  us 
Of  all  our  ancient  Chambering,  next  that 
The  Symbols  of  our  Secrefie,  filk  Stockings, 
Hew  of  our  Heels ;  our  Petticoats  of  Arms 
Tear  off  our  Bodies,  and  our  Bodkins  break 
Over  our  coward  Heads. 

Coun.  And  ever  after. 
To  make  the  tainture  moft  notorious, 
At  all  our  Crefts,  videlicet  our  Plackets, 
Let  Laces  hang,  and  we  return  again 
Unto  our  former  Titles,  Dairy-maids. 

Petru.  No  more  Wars  •,  puiiTant  Laidies,  Ihew  conditions 
And  freely  I  accept  'em. 

Mc2r.  Call  in  Livia ; 
She's  in  the  Treaty  too. 

Enter  Livia  above, 

Mor.  How,  Livia? 

Mar.  Hear  you  that.  Sir  ? 
There's  the  conditions  for  ye,  pray  perufe  'em. 

Petro.  Yes,  there  iTie  is ;  't  had  been  no  right  Rebellion, 
Had  {he  held  offj  what  think  you,  Man? 

Mor.  Nay  nothing. 
I  have  enough  o'  th'  profpeft ;  o'  my  Confcience, 
The  World's  End  and  the  Goodnefs  of  a  Woman 
Will  come  together. 

Petro.  Are  you  there,   fweet  Lady  ? 

Liv.  Cry  you  mercy  Sir,  I  faw  you  not,  your  BlefTing. 

Petro.  Yes,  when  1  blefs  a  Jade,  that  ftumbles  with  me. 
How  are  the  Articles  ? 

Liv.  This  is  for  you.  Sir ; 
And  I  fhall  think  upon't. 

Mor,  You've  us'd  me  finely. 

Liv, 
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Lav.  There  is  no  other  ufe  of  thee  now  extant. 
But  to  be  hung  up,  Caflbck,   Cap,  and  all, 
For  fome  ftrange  Monfter  at  th'  Apothecary's. 

Petro.  I  hear  you.  Whore. 

Lxv.  It  muft  be  his  then,  Sir, 
For  need  will  then  compel  me. 

Cit.  Blefling  on  thee. 

Petro,  There  is  no  talking  to  'em ;  how  are  they,  Sir  ? 

Petru.  As  I  expeded :  Liberty  and  Cloathes,    {^Reads. 
When,  and  in  what  way  fhe  will ;  continual  Monies, 
Company,  and  all  the  Houfe  at  her  difpofe  j 
No  Tongue  to  fay.  Why's  this.-*  Or  whither  will  it.^ 
New  Coaches,  and  fome  Buildings,  fhe  appoints  herej 
Hangings,  and  Hunting-horfcs ;  and  for  Plate 
And  Jewels  for  her  private  Ufe,  I  take  it. 
Two  thoufand  Pound  in  prefent ;  then  for  Mufick, 
And  Women  to  read  French 

Petro.  This  muft  not  be. 

Petru.  And  at  the  latter  end  a  Claufe  put  in. 
That  Livia  fhall  by  no  Man  be  importun'd. 
This  whole  Month  yet,  to  marry. 

Petro.  This  is  monftrous. 

Petru.  This  fhall  be  done,  Pll  humour  her  awhile : 
If  nothing  but  Repentance  and  Undoing 
Can  win  her  Love,  I'll  make  a  Hiift  for  one. 

Soph.  When  ye  are  once  a-bed,  all  thefe  Conditions 
Lie  under  your  own  Seal. 

Mar.  D'  you  like  *em  ^ 

Petru.  Yes. 
And  by  that  Faith  I  gave  you  'fore  the  Prieft 
I'll  ratifie'em. 

Coun.  Stay,  what  Pledges  ? 

Mar.  No,  I'll  take  that  Oath  ; 
But  have  a  care  you  keep  it. 

Cit.  'Tis  not  now 
As  when  Andrea  liv'd. 

Coun.  IF  you  do  juggle. 
Or  alter  but  a  Letter  of  thefe  Articles 
We  have  fet  down,  the  felf-fame  Pcrfccation— 
Mar.  Miftruft  him  not. 

O  3  Pelru, 
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Pelru.  By  all  my  Honcfty- 
Mar.  Enough,  I  yield. 
Petro.  What's  this  Infer  ted  here  ? 
Soph.  That  the  two  valiant  Women  that  commanded 
here 
Shall  have  a  Supper  made  'em,  and  a  large  one, 
And  liberal  Entertainment  without  grudging. 
And  Pay  for  all  their  Soldiers. 

Petru.  That  (hall  be  too  ; 
And  if  a  Tun  of  Wine  will  ferve  to  pay  *em, 
They  fliall  have  juftice  :  I  ordain  ye  all 
Pay-mafters,  Gentlemen. 

^ra.  Then  we  fhall  have  fport.  Boys. 
Mar.  We'll  meet  you  in  the  Parlour.  Petru.  Ne'er  look 
fad.  Sir, 
For  1  will  do  it.     Soph.  There's  no  danger  in't. 

Petru.  For  Livia*s  Article,  you  fhall  obferve  it, 
Pve  ty'd  my  felf. 
Petro.  I  will. 
Petru.  Along  then  ;  now 
Either  Tbreak,  or  this  flifF  Plant  mufl  bow.        [Exeunt. 


ACT     III.       SCENE      I. 

Enter  Tranio  and  Rowland. 

Tra.  C^  Ome,  you  fhall  take  my  Counfel. 

V^     Roix).  I  fhall  hang  firft. 
I'll  no  more  Love,  that's  certain,  'tis  a  bane, 
(Next  that  they  poifon  Rats  with)  the  moft  mortal  z 
No,  1  thank  Hcav'n,  I've  got  my  fleep  again. 
And  now  begin  to  write  Senfe  :  1  can  walk  ye 
A  long  hour  in  my  Cliamber  like  a  Man, 
And  think  of  fome  thing  that  may  better  me. 
Some  ferious  point  of  Learning,  or  my  State  \ 

No 
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No  more  (19)  ay-mees,  and  Miftrefles,  Tran'io^ 

Come  near  my  Brain.     I'JI  tell  thee,  had  the  Devil 

But  any  Eflence  in  him  of  a  Man, 

And  could  be  brought  to  iove,  and  love  a  Woman, 

'  Twould  make  his  Head  ake  worfer  than  his  Horns  do. 

And  firk  him  with  a  Fire,  he  never  felt  yet. 

Would  make  him  dance,     I  tell  thes,  there  is  nothing 

(It  may  be  thy  cafe  Tranioy  therefore  hear  me  : ) 

Under  the  Sun  (reckon  the  mafs  of  Folh'es 

Crept  into  th'  World  with  Man)  fo  defperate, 

So  mad,  fo  fenfelefs,  poor  and  bafe,  fo  wretched, 

Roguy,  and.fcurvy 

Tra.  Whither  wilt  thou,  Rowland  .<* 

Row.  As  *tis  to  be  in  Love. 

^ra.  And  why,  for  Virtue  fake? 

Row.   And  why,  for  Virtue's  fake?    Don't  you  con- 
ceive me  ? 

^ra.  No,  by  my  Troth, 

Row.  Pray  then  and  heartily. 
For  fear  thou  fall  into't :  I'll  tell  thee  why  too. 
For  I  have  hope  to  fave  thee.     When  thou  lov'il,' 
And  firft  begin'ft  to  worlhip  the  gilt  Calf; 

Ifnpri?jiiSy  thou  haft  loft  thy  Gentry, 
And  like  a  Prentice,  flung  away  thy  Freedom, 
Forthwith  thou  art  a  Slave. 

T'ra.  That's  a  new  Doftrine. 

Row.  Next,  thou'rt  no  more  Man. 

Tra.  What  then? 

Row.     A  Frippery  ; 
Nothing  but  braided  Hair,  and  penny  Ribbond, 
Glove,  Garter,  Ring,  Rofe,  or  at  beft  a  Swabber ; 

(19)  ay'-me's,  andMiftreffes,  Tranio,]    For  M//?rf^j  the  firft 

Copy  has  Miferies,  which  the  Reader  may  perhaps  think  the  true 
Reading:  I  imagine  the  Word  wants  but  a  Syllable,  which  I  would 
reftore  thus, 

N»  tnort  ay-me's,  and  mifercriV,  Tran'o. 
And  to  confirm  this,  in  Aft  V.  Scene  11.  of  this  very  Play,  we  have 
the  very  Expreffion  repeated  again. 

'  ^he  t-iuo  Fijh-Jireets, 

Werejhe  (Maria)  hut  once  arrin/d  amongji  th«  Whitings^ 

Would fing  a  oyo/a/mifereri    Pedro. 

O  4  If 
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If  thou  canfl:  love  fo  near  to  keep  thy  making. 
Yet  thou  wilt  lofe  chy  Language. 
Tra.  Why? 
Rczv.   Oh  Tramo! 
Thofe  things  in  Love,  ne'er  talk  as  we  do. 
Tra.  No? 

Row.  No,  without  doubt,  they  figh,  and  fhakcthc  Head, 
And  fonietimes  whiftle  dolefully. 
Tra.  No  Tongue  ? 

Row.  Yes,  Tranioy  but  no  Truth  in't,  nor  no  Reafon; 
And  when  they  cant  (for  'tis  a  kind  of  canting) 
Ye  fhall  hear,  if  you  reach  to  underftand  'em 
(Which  you  muft:  be  a  Fool  firfl:,  or  you  cannot) 
Such  gibb'rifh  ;  fuch,  believe  me.,  I  -protejl  Sweet, 
A  nd  oh  dear  Heavens y  in  which  fticb  Conjiellations 
Rei^n  at  the  Births  of  Lovers,  this  is  too  well. 
And  daigne  me  Lady,  daigne  me  I  befeech ye, 
2'ctir  poor  unworthy  liunp,  and  then  Ihe  licks  him, 

Jra.  A on't,  this  is  nothing. 

Row.  Thou  haft  hit  it : 
Then  talks  fheten  times  worfe,  and  wries,  and  wriggles. 
As  though  ftie  had  the  Itch  (and  fo't  may  be.) 
Tra.  Why  thou  art  grown  a  ftrange  Difcovcrer. 
Row.  Of  mine  own  Follies,  Tranio. 
Tra.  Wilt  thou,  Rowland, 
Certain  ne'er  love  again  ? 

Row.  I  think  fo,  certain, 
And  if  I  be  not  dead  drunk  I  fliall  keep  it. 

7'ra.  Tell  me  but  this,  what  doft  thou  think  of  Women  ? 
Row.  Why,  as  I  think  of  Fiddles,  they  delight  me. 
Till  their  Strings  break. 
'Tra.  What  Strings? 
Row.  Their  Modefties, 
Faiths,  Vows,  and  Maidenheads,  for  they're  like  Kits 
They  have  but  four  Strings  to  'em. 

Tra.   What  wilt  thou 
Give  me  for  ten  Pound  now,  when  thou  next  loved, 
And  the  fame  Woman  ftill  ? 
Row.  Give  me  the  Mony  ; 
A  hundred,  and  my  Bond  for't. 

Tra. 
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'Tra.  But  pray  hear  me, 
I'll  work  all  means  I  can  to  reconcile  ye  ? 

Row.  Do,  do,  give  me  the  Mony. 

Tra.  There. 

Row.  Work  T'ranio. 

Tra.  You  fhall  go  fometimes  where  (lie  is. 

Row.  Yes,  ftraight. 
This  is  the  firft  good  I  e*er  got  by  Woman. 

I'ra.  You'd  think  it  ftrange  now,  if  another  Beauty 
As  good  as  hers,  fay  better • 

Row.  Well. 

Tra.  Conceive  me. 
This  is  no  point  o'th*  Wager. 

Row.  That's  all  one. 

Tra.  Love  you  as  much,  or  more,  than  now  fhe  hates 
you [more. 

Row.  'Tis  a  good  hearing,  let  'em  love :   Ten  Pound 
I  never  love  that  Woman. 

Tra.  There  it  is ; 
And  fo  an  hundred,  if  you  lofe. 

Row.  'Tis  done ; 
Have  you  another  to  put  in  ? 

Tra.  No,  no.  Sir. 

Row.  I  am  very  forry  ;  now  will  I  ere<5t 
A  new  Game,  and  go  hate  for  th'  Bell  •,  I'm  fui  c 
I'm  in  excellent  cafe  to  win. 

Tra.  I  muft  have  leave. 
To  tell  you,  and  tell  Truth  too,  what  flie  is. 
And  how  fhe  fuffers  for  you. 

Row.  Ten  Pound  more, 
I  ne'er  believe  you. 

Tra.  No,  Sir,  I  am  ftinted. 

Row.  Well,  take  your  bcft  way  then. 

Tra.  Let's  walk,  I'm  glad 
Your  fullen  Feaver's  off. 

Row.  Shalt  fee  me,  Tranio, 
A  monftrous  merry  Man  now  :  let's  to  th'  Wedding, 
And  as  we  go,  tell  me  the  general  hurry 
Of  thcfe  mad  Wenches,  and  their  Works. 

Tra.  I  will. 

Row. 
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RCiV.  And  do  thy  worft. 

^ra.  Something  I'll  do~ 

Row.  Do  Tranio.  [Exeunt . 

SCENE         II. 

Efjler  Pedro,  and  Jaques. 

Ped.  A  pair  of  Stocks  beftride  *em,  are  they  gone? 

Jaq.  Yes,  they  arc  gone;  and  all  the  Pans  i'th'  Town 
Beating  before  .'em.     What  ftrange  Admonitions 
They  gave  my  Mafter,  and  how  fearfully 
They  threaten'd,  if  he  broke  'em. 

Pcd.  O'  my  Conlcience 
H'as  found  his  full  Match  now. 

Jaq.  That  I  believe  too. 

Fed.  How  did  fhe  entertain  him  ? 

Jaq.  She  look'd  on  him 

Fed.  But  fcurvily. 

Jag.  With  no  great  Affccflion 
That  I  faw  ;  and  I  heard  fome  fay  he  kifs'd  her, 
But  'twas  upon  a  Treaty,  and  fome  Copies 
Sav,  but  her  Cheek. 

Fed.  Jaques^  What  wouldfl  thou  give 
For  fuch  a  Wife,  now? 

Jaq.  Full  as  many  Prayers 
As  the  moll  zealous  Puritan  conceives 
Out  of  the  Meditation  of  fat  Veal, 
Or  Birds  of  prey,  cram'd  Capons,  againft  Players, 
And  to  as  good  a  Tune  too,  but  *gainil  her. 
That  Heav*n  would  blefs  me  from  her  -,  mark  it  Pedrtf, 
If  this  Houfe  be  not  turn'd  within  this  Fortnight 
With  the  Foundation  upward,  I'll  be  carted. 
My  Comfort  is  yet,  that  thofe  j^morites^ 
That  came  to  back  her  caufe,  thofe  Heathen  Whores, 
Had  their  Hoods  hallowed  with  Sack. 

Fed.  How  Devililh  drunk  they  were  ? 

Jaq.  And  how  they  tumbled,  Fedro :  Did*fl  thou  mark 
The  Country  Cavaliero  ? 

Red.  Out  upon  her. 
How  Ihe  turn'd  down  the  Brasgat. 

7h- 
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Jttq^.  Ay,  that  funk  her. 

Ped.  That  Drink  was  well  put  to  her ;  What  a  Somer 
fait 
When  the  Chair  fell,  fhe  fetch*d  with  her  Heels  upward. 

Jaq^,  And  what  a  piece  of  Landskip  fhe  difcover*d. 

Ped,  Didft  mark  her,  when  her  Hood  fell  in  the  Poflet? 

'Jaq^.  Yes,  and  there  rid,  likea  Z)«/f/^-Hoy  j  the  TumbreJ, 
When  (he  had  got  her  Ballafs 

Ped.  That  I  faw  too. 

'Jaq^.  How  fain  (he  would  have  drawn  on  ScphocUs 
To  come  aboard,  and  how  fhe  fimper'd  it 

Ped.  I  warrant  her,  Ih'as  been  a  worthy  ftriker. 

Jaq.  I'th'  heat  of  Summer  there  had  been  fome  hope  on't. 

Ped.  Hang  her, 

Jaq.  She  offer'd  him  a  Harry-groat,  and  belcht  out. 
Her  Stomach  being  blown  with  Ale,  fuch  Courtrtiip, 
Upon  my  Life  has  giv'n  him  twenty  Stools  fince-. 
Believe  my  Calculation,  thefe  old  Women, 
When  they  are  tippled,  and  a  little  heated. 
Are  like  new  Wheels,  they'll  roar  you  all  the  Town  o'er 
Till  they  be  greas'd. 

Ped.  The  City  Cinque-a-pace 
Dame  ToJl-and-Butteri  had  the  Bob  too 

Jaq.  Yes. 
But  fhe  was  fullen  drunk,  and  giv'n  to  filching, 

1  fee  her  offer  at  a  Spoon.     My  Mafter • 

I  do  not  like  his  look,  I  fear  h'as  failed 

For  all  this  Preparation  ;  let's  fleal  by  him.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  Sophocles. 

Soph.  IJot  let  you  touch  her  all  this  Night  ? 

P9tru.  Not  touch  her. 

Soph.  Where  was  your  Courage  ? 

Petru.  Where  was  her  Obedience  ? 
Never  poor  Man  was  fham'd  fo  ;  never  Rafcal 
That  keeps  a  ftud  of  Whores  was  us'd  fo  bafely. 

Soph.  Pray  you  tell  me  one  thing  truly  5  do  you  love  her  ? 

Petru, 
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Petru.  I  would  I  did  not,  upon  that  Condition 
I  paft  thee  halt  my  Land. 

Soph.  It  may  be  then, 
Ilcr  Modelly  required  a  little  Violence  : 
Some  Women  love  to  ftruggle. 

Petru.  She  had  it. 
And  fo  much  that  I  fweat  for't,  fo  I  did. 
But  to  no  end  ;    I  vvafh'd  an  Ethiope. 
She  fwore  my  Force  might  weary  her,  but  win  her 
I  never  could,  nor  fhould,  till  fhe  confented  •, 
And  1  might  take  her  Body  Prilbner, 
But  for  her  Mind  or  Appetite 

Soph.  'Tis  (Trange  ; 
This  Woman  is  the  firfl  I  ever  read  of, 
Rcfus'd  a  warranted  Occafion, 
And  (landing  on  lb  fair  Terms. 

Petru.   I  Ihall  quit  her. 

Soph.  Us'd  you  no  more  Art  ? 

Petru.  Yes,  I  fwore  to  her. 
And  by  no  little  ones,  if  prefently 
Without  more  Difputation  on  the  matter. 
She  grew  not  nearer  to  me,  and  difpatcht  mc 
Out  o'th'  Pain  I  was  in  (for  I  was  nettl'd) 
And  v/illingly,  and  eagerly,  and  fweetly, 
I  would  t*  her  Chamber-maid,  and  in  her  hearing 
Begin  her  fuch  a  hunt's  up. 

Soph.  Then  Ihe  ftarted  ? 

Petru.  No  more  than  I  do  now  ;  marry,  (he  anfwered 
If  I  were  fo  difpos'd,  fhe  could  not  help  it ; 
But  there  was  one  call'd  Jaqties.,  a  poor  Butler, 
One  that  might  well  content  a  fingle  W^oman. 

Soph.  And  he  fhould  tilt  her — 

Petru.    To  that  fenfe  ;  and  lafl: 
She  bad  me  yet  thefe  fix  Nights  look  for  nothing. 
Nor  ftrive  to  purchafe  it,  but  fair  good  Nigllt, 
And  fo  good  Morrow,  and  a  Kifs  or  two 
To  clofe  my  Stomach,  for  her  Vow  had  feaPd  it. 
And  fhe  would  keep  it  canfl:ant. 

Soph.  Stay  ye,  (lay  ye. 
Was  Ihe  thus  when  you  woo*d  her  ? 

Petru. 
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Pelru.  Nothing,  Sophocles, 
More  keenly  eager  -,  I  was  oft  afraid 
Sho.  had  been  light,  and  eafie,  flie  would  fliowrc 
Her  Kifles  fo  upon  me. 

Soph.  Then  I  fear 
Another  Spoke's  i*th'  Wheel. 

Petru.  Now  thou  haft  found  me  j 
There  gnawes  my  Devil,  Sophocles.  O  Patience, 
Preferve  me  ;  that  I  make  her  not  example 
By  fome  unworthy  way  ;  as  fleaing  her. 
Boiling,  or  making  Verjuice,  drying  her- 

Soph.  I  hear  her. 

Petru.  Mark  her  then,  and  fee  the  Heir 
Of  fpight  and  prodigality,  fh'as  ftudied 
A  way  to  beggar's  both,  and  by  this  Hand 

[Maria  at  the  Boer,  and  Servant  a?id  H^oman. 
She  fhall  be,  if  I  live,  a  Doxy. 

Soph.  Fye,  Sir. 

Mar.  I  do  not  like  that  drefling,  *tis  too  poor. 
Let  me  have  fix  gold  Laces,  broad  and  maiFy, 
And  betwixt  ev'ry  Lace  a  rich  Embroidry  j 
Line  the  Gown  through  with  Plulh  perfum'd,  and  purfflc 
All  the  Sleeves  down  with  Pearl. 

Petru.  What  think  you,  Sophocles-, 
In  what  point  ftands  my  State  now  ? 

Mar.   For  thofe  Hangings, 
Let  'cm  be  carried  where  I  gave  Appointment, 
They  are  too  bafe  for  my  ufe  -,   and  befpeak 
New  Pieces  of  the  Civil  Wars  o^  France: 
Let  *em  be  large  and  lively,  and  all  Silk  work. 
The  Borders  Gold. 

Soph.  I  marry.  Sir,  this  cuts  it. 

Mar.  That  fourteen  yards  of  Satten  give  my  Woman, 
I  do  not  like  the  Colour,  *tis  too  civil  ; 
There's  too  much  Silk  i'th'  Lace  too  ;  tell  the  Dutchman, 
That  brought  the  Mares,  he  muft  with  all  fpeed  fend  me 
Another  fet  of  Horfes,  and  by  all  means 
Ten  caft  of  Hawks  for  th'  River,  I*  much  care  not 
What  price  they  bear,  fo  they  be  found,  and  tlying. 
For  the  next  Winter  I  am  for  the  Country, 

And 
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And  mean  to  take  ray  Pleafure  -,  where's  the  Horfeman  ? 

Petru.  She  means  to  ride  a  great  Horfe. 
Soph.  With  a  Side-Saddle? 

Petru.  Yes,  and  fhe'll  run  a-tilt  within  this  Twelve- 
month. 

Mar.  To  morrow  Pll  begin  to  learn,  but  pray.  Sir, 
Have  a  great  care  he  be  an  eafie  doer, 
'Twill  fpoil  a  Scholar  elfe. 

Soph.  An  eafie  doer, 
Did  you  hear  that  ? 

Petrt{.  Yes,  I  fliall  meet  her  Morals 
E'er  it  be  long,  I  fear  not. 

Mar.  O,  good  Morrow. 

Soph.  Good  Morrow,  Lady,  how  is't  npw? 

Mar.  Faith  fickly. 
This  Houfe  (lands  in  an  ill  Air— 

Petru.  Yet  more  Charges  ? 

Mar.   Subjed  to  Rots,  and  Rheums ;  out  on't,  'tis 
nothing 
But  a  til'd  Fog. 

Petru.  What  think  you  of  the  Lodge  then  ? 

Mar.  I  like  the  Sear,  but  'tis  too  little  ;  Sophocles, 
Let  me  have  thy  Opinion,  thou  haft  Judgment. 

Petru.  'Tis  very  well. 

Mar.  "What  if  I  pluck  it  down. 
And  build  a  Square  upon  it,  with  two  Courts 
Still  rifing  from  the  entrance  ^ 

Petru.  And  i'th'  midft 
A  College  for  young  Scolds. 

Mar.  And  to  the  Southward 
Take  in  a  Garden  of  fome  twenty  Acres, 
And  caft  it,  of  the  Italian  Falhion,  hanging. 

Petru.  An*  you  could  caft  your  felf  fo  too ;  pray,  Lady, 
Will  not  this  coft  much  Mony  ^ 

Mar.  Some  five  thoufand, 
Say  fix,  Pll  have  it  Battel'd  too— - 

Petru.  And  gilt ;  Maria, 
This  is  a  fearful  Gourfe  you  take,  pray  think  on't } 
You  are  a  Woman  now,  a  Wile,  and  his 
That  muft  in  honefty,  and  juftice  look  for 

Some 


the  Tamer  tarn d,  222 

Some  due  Obedience  from  you. 

Mar.  That  bare  Word 
Shall  coft  you  many  a  Pound  more,  build  upon*t ; 
Tell  me,  of  due  Obedience  ?  What's  a  Husband  ? 
What  are  we  married  for,  to  carry  Sumptcrs  ? 
Arc  we  not  one  piece  with  you,  and  as  worthy 
Our  own  Intentions,  as  you  yours  ? 

Petru.  Pray  hear  me. 

Mar.  Take  two  fmall  drops  of  Water,  equal  weigh'd. 
Tell  mc  which  is  the  heavieft,  and  which  ought 
Firft  to  defcend  in  Duty  ? 

Petru.  You  miftake  me  ; 
I  urge  not  Service  from  you,  nor  Obedience 
In  way  of  Duty,  but  of  Love,  and  Credit ; 
All  I  expe6t  is  but  a  noble  care 
Of  what  IVe  brought  you,  and  of  what  I  am. 
And  what  our  Name  may  be. 

Mar.  That's  in  my  making. 

Petru.  'Tis  true  it  is  fo. 

Mar.  Yes,  it  is  Petruchio, 
For  there  was  never  Man  without  our  moulding. 
Without  our  Stamp  upon  him,  and  our  Juftice, 
Left  any  thing  three  Ages  after  him 
Good,  and  his  own. 

Soph.  Good  Lady,  underftand  him. 

Alar.  I  do  too  much,  fweet  Sophocles,  he's  one 
Of  a  moft  fpightful  SeJf-condition, 
Never  at  Peace  with  any  thing  but  Age, 
That  has  no  Teeth  left  to  return  his  Anger  ; 
A  Bravery  dwells  in's  Blood  yet,  of  abufing 
His  firft  good  Wife ;  ht*s  fooner  Fire  than  Powder, 
And  fooner  Mifchief. 

Petru.  If  I  be  fo  fudden. 
Do  not  you  fear  me? 

Mar.  No,  nor  yet  care  for  you, 
And  if  it  may  be  lawful,  I  defie  you. 

Petru.  Do's  this  become  you  now  ? 
Mar.  It  (hall  become  me. 

Petru.  Thou  dilobedient,  weak,  vain-glorious  Woman, 
Were  I  but  half  fo  wilful,  as  thou  fpightful, 

I 
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I  ihould  now  drag  thee  to  thy  Duty. 

Mar.  Drag  me  ? 

Felru.  But  I  am  Friends  again  ;  take  all  your  Pleafurc. 

J\dar.  Now  you  perceive  him,  Sophocles, 

Petru.  I  love  thee 
Above  thy  Vanity,  thou  faithlefs  Creature. 

Mar.  Would  I  had  been  fo  happy  when  I  married. 
But  to  have  met  an  honeft  M.in  like  thee. 
For  I  am  fure  thou  art  good,  I  know  thou*rt  honeft, 
A  handfome  hurtlefi  Man,  a  loving  Man, 
Though  never  a  Penny  with  him  j  and  thofe  Eyes, 
That  Face,  and  that  true  Heart ;  wear  this  for  my  fake. 
And  when  thou  think'ft  upon  me,  pity  me  i 
Tm  caft  away.  [^Exit  Mar. 

Soph.  Why,  how  now,  Man  ? 

Petru.  Pray  leave  me. 
And  follow  your  Advices. 

Sofh.  The  Man*s  jealous. 

Petru.  I  (hall  find  a  time,  e'er  it  be  long,  to  ask  you 
One  or  two  foolifli  Queftions. 

Soph.  I  fhall  anfwer 
As  well  as  I  am  able,  when  you  call  me; 
If  fhe  mean  true,  *tis  but  a  little  killing. 

And  if  I  do  not  venture  it's 

Farewcl,  Sir.  .  [Exit  Soph, 

Petru.  Pray  farewel.    Is  there  no  keeping 
A  Wife  to  one  Man's  ufe?  no  wintering 
Thefe  Cattle  without  ftraying  .?  'Tis  hard  dealing. 
Very  hard  dealing.  Gentlemen,  ftrange  dealing. 
Now  in  the  Name  of  Madnefs,  what  Star  reign'd. 
What  Dog-ftar,  Bull,  or  Bear-ftar,  when  I  married 
This  fecond  Wife,  this  Whirlwind,  that  takes  all 
Within  her  Compafs  ?  was  I  not  well  warn'd, 
(I  thought  I  had,  and  I  believe  I  know  it,) 
And  beaten  to  Repentance,  in  the  Days 
Of  my  firft  doating.^  had  I  not  Wife  enough 
To  turn  my  Love  to?  did  I  want  Vexation, 
Or  any  fpecial  care  to  kill  my  Heart  ? 
Had  I  not  ev'ry  Morning  a  rare  Breakfaft, 
Mixt  with  a  learned  Lecture  of  ill  Language, 

Louder 
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Louder  than  Tom  o*  Lincoln  ;  and  at  Dinner, 

A  Diet  of  the  fame  Difli  ?  was  there  Evening 

That  e'er  pad  over  us,  without  Thou  Knave, 

Or  Thou  Whore^  for  Digeftion  ?  had  I  ever 

A  pull  at  this  fame  poor  fport,  Men  run  mad  for. 

But  like  a  Cur  I  was  fain  to  fhew  my  Teeth  firft. 

And  almoft  worry  her  ?  and  did  Heav*n  forgive  me. 

And  take  this  Serpent  from  me  ?  and  am  I 

Keeping  tame  Devils  now  again  ?  my  Heart  akes  j 

Something  I  mud  do  fpcedily  ;  1*11  die. 

If  I  can  handfomely,  for  that's  the  way 

To  make  a  Rafcal  of  her  j  I  am  fick. 

And  ril  go  very  near  it,  but  I'll  perilh;  \jE.xiil 

SCENE     m 

Enttr  Livia,  Bianca,  Tranio,  and  Rowland. 

Liv.  Then  I  muft  be  content,  Sir,  with  my  Fortune. 

Row.  And  I  with  mine. 

JJv.  I  did  not  think,  a  Look, 
Or  a  poor  Word  or  two,  could  have  difplanted 
Such  a  fix'd  Conftancy,  and  for  your  Ends  too. 

Row.  Come,  come,  I  know  your  Courfes ;  there's  your 
gewgaws. 
Your  Rings,  and  Bracelets,  and  the  Purfe  you  gave  me, 
The  Mony's  fpent  in  entertaining  you 
At  Plays,  and  Cherry-gardens. 

hiv.  There's  your  Chain  too. 
But  if  you'll  give  me  leave,  I'll  wear  the  Hair  ftiJl  j 
I'd  yet  remember  you. 

Bia,  Give  him  his  Love,  Wench  i 
The  young  Man  has  ImploymenC  for'C. 

Tra.  Fie,  Rowland  I 

Row.  You  can't  fie  me  out  of  a  hundred  Pound 
With  this  poor  Plot ;  yet,  let  me  ne'er  fee  day  more^ 
If  fomething  do  not  ftruggle  ftrangely  in  me. 

Bia.  Young  Man,  let  me  talk  with  you. 

Row.  Well,  young  Woman. 

Bia.  This  was  your  Miftrefs  once— - 

Vol.  VIII,  P  Aflw. 
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Row.  Yes. 

Bia.  Are  ye  honed? 
I  fee  youVe  young,  and  handfome. 

Row.  I  am  honeft. 

Bia.  Why  that's  well  faid,  and  there's  no  doubt  your 
Judgment 
Is  good  enough,  and  ftrong  enough,  to  tell  you 
Who  are  your  Foes,  and  Friends :  Why  did  you  leave  her  ? 

Row.  She  made  a  Puppy  of  me. 

Bia.  Be  that  granted  : 
She  mud  do  fo  fometimes,  and  oftentimes  s 
Love  were  too  ferious  elfe. 

Rozv.  A  witty  Woman. 

Bia.  Mad  you  lov'd  me- 

Row.  I  would  I  had. 

Bid.  And  dearly  ; 
And  I  had  lov'd  you  fo ;  you  may  love  worfe,  Sir, 
But  that  is  not  material. 

Row.  I  fhall  lofe. 

Bia.  Some  time  or  other  for  variety 
I  fliould  have  call'd  you  Fool,  or  Boy,  or  bid  you 
Play  with  the  Pages,  but  have  lov*d  you  ftill, 
Outofall  Queftion,  and  extreamly  too; 
You  are  a  Man  made  to  be  loved. 

Row.  This  Woman 
Either  abufes  me,  or  loves  me  deadly. 

Bia.  1*11  tell  you  one  thing  ;  if  1  were  to  chufe 
A  Husband  to  mine  own  Mind,  I  fhould  think 
One  of  your  Mother's  making  would  content  me, 
For  o'  my  Confcience  fhe  makes  good  ones. 

Row.  Lady, 
1*11  leave  you  to  your  Commendations  : 
J'm  in  again,  the  Devil  take  their  Tongues. 

Bia.  You  Ihall  not  go. 

Row.  I  will  J  yet  thus  far  Livia, 
Your  Sorrow  may  induce  me  to  forgive  you, 
But  never  love  again  ;  if  I  ftay  longer, 
Pve  loft  two  hundred  Pound. 

Liv.  Good  Sir,  but  thus  much— — — • 

Tra.  Turn,  if  thou  becft  a  Man. 

Liv , 
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Lh.  But  one  Kifs  of  you ; 
One  parting  Kifs,  and  I  am  gone  too. 

Row.  Come, 
I  fliall  kifs  fifty  Pound  away  at  this  clap: 
We*Jl  Iiavc  one  more,  and  then  farewel. 

Liv.  Farewel. 

Bia.  Well,  go  thy  ways,   thou  bear'ft  a  kind  Heart 
with  thee. 

'tra,  H'as  made  a  {land. 

Bia.  A  noble,  brave  young  Fellow, 
Worthy  a  Wench  indeed. 

Row.  I  will —  I  will  not.  [Exit  Rowland. 

I'ra.  He's  gone,  but  ihot  again ;  play  you  but  your  part. 
And  I  will  keep  my  promife,  forty  Angels 
In  fair  Gold,  Lady,  (wipe  your  Eyes:)  He's  yours 
If  1  have  any  wit. 

Liv,   I'll  pay  the  forfeit. 

Bia.  Come  then,  let's  fee  your  Sifter,  how  fhe  fares  now. 
After  her  skirmifh,  and  be  fore,  Morofo 
Be  kept  in  good  Hand  j  then  all's  perfcfl,  Livia, 

\_Exsunt, 

SCENE  V, 

Enter  Jaques  and  Pedro. 

Fed.  O  Jaques,  Jaq^iies^  what  becomes  of  us  ? 
Oh  my  fweet  Mafter  ! 

Jaq.  Run  for  a  Phyfician, 
And  a  whole  peck  of  Pothecaries,  Pedro. 
He  will  die,  didle,  didle  die,  if  they  come  not 
Quickly,  and  bring  all  People  that  are  skilful 
In  Lungs  and  Livers,  raife  the  Neighbours, 
And  all  the  Aquai}itde-h^\x\t%  extant; 
And,  O  the  Parfon,  Vedro.,  O  che  Parfon  ! 

A  little  of  his  comfort,  ne'er  fo  little 

Twenty  to  one  you  find  him  at  the  Bujh^ 
There's  the  beft  Ale. 

Fed.  I  fly.  \Ex^  Pedro. 

P  z  Entst 
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Enter  Maria  and  Servants, 

Alar.  Out  with  the  Trunks,  ho : 
Why  are  you  idle?  Sirrah,  up  to  th*  Chamber, 
And  take  the  Hangings  down,  and  fee  the  Linnen 
Pack'd  up,  and  fent  away  within  this  half  Hour. 
What,  are  the  Carts  come  yet  ?  Some  honed  Body 
Help  down  the  Cherts  of  Plate,  and  fome  the  Wardrobe, 
Alas,  we  are  undone  elfe. 

Jaq.  Pray,  forfooth  -, 
And  I  belccch  ye,  tell  me,  is  he  dead  yet  ? 

Alar.  No,  but  he's  drawing  on  j  out  with  the  Armour. 

yaq.  Then   I'll  go  (ce  him.     Mar.  Thou*rc  undone 
then.  Fellow, 
No  Man  that  has  been  near  him,  come  near  me. 

Enter  Sophocles,  and  Petronius. 

Soi'h.  Why,  how  now.  Lady,  what  means  this  ?  Petro- 
Now  Daughter, 
How  does  my  Son  ?    Alar.  Save  all  you  can,  for  Heav'n's 
fake. 

Enter  Livia,  Bianca,  and  Tranio. 

IJv.  Be  of  good  comfort.  Sifter. 

Alar.  O  my  Casket. 

Petro.  How  does  thy  Husband,  Woman  ? 

Alar.  Get  you  gone,  if  you  mean  to  fave  your  Lives, 
The  Sicknefs —  Petro.  Stand  further  off,  I  prithee.  Alar.  Is 

i'th'  Houfe,  Sir. 
My  Husband  has  it  now  ; 
Alas,  he  is  infe6led,  raves  extreamly  : 
Give  me  fome  Counfel,  Friends. 

£ia.  Why,  lock  the  doors  up. 
And  fend  him  in  a  Woman  to  attend  him. 

Mar.  I  have  befpoke  two  Women,  and  the  City 
Hath  fent  a  Watch  by  this  time :  Meat  nor  Mony 
He  fhall  not  want,  nor  Prayers. 

Petro,  How  long  is*t 
Since  it  firft  took  him  ? 
Mar.  But  within  this  three  Hours. 

Enter 
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Enter  Watch. 

I'm  frighted  from  my  Wits : O,  here's  the  Watch ; 

Pray  do  your  Office,  Jock  the  Doors  up,  Friends, 
And  Patience  be  his  Angel. 

^ra.  This  comes  unlook'd  for. 

Mar.  I'Ji  to  the  Lodge;  feme  that  are  kind  and  love  me, 
I  know  will  vifit  me.    [Pctruchiow//^/«.]  Petru.  D' you 

hear,  my  Mafters : 
Ho,  you  that  lock  the  Doors  up.    Petro.  *Tis  his  Voice, 

ira.  Hold,  and  let's  hear  him.    Petru.  Will  ye  ftarvc 
me  here  ? 
Am  I  a  Traitor,  or  an  Heretick  ? 
Or  am  I  grown  infedious  .'* 

Petro.  Pray,  Sir,  pray. 

Petru.  I  am  as  well  as  you  are,  goodman  Puppy. 

Mar.  Pray  have  Patience. 
You  fhall  want  nothing.  Sir. 

Petru.  I  want  a  Cudgel, 
And  thee,  thou  Wickedncfs 

Petro.  He  fpeaks  well  enough. 

Mar.  H'ad  ever  a  ftrong  Heart,  Sir. 

Petru.  Will  ye  hear  me  ^ 
Firft  be  pleas'd 

To  think  I  know  ye  all,  and  can  diflinguifli 
Ev'ry  Man's  feveral  Voice  \  you  that  fpoke  firll, 
I  know  my  Father-in-law  ;  the  other,  I'raniOy 
And  I  heard  Sophocles  ;  the  lall,  pray  mark  mc. 
Is  my  damn'd  Wife  Maria  : 
If  any  Man  mifdoubt  me  for  infeded, 
There  is  mine  Arm,  let  any  Man  look  on't. 

Enter  Dcclor  and  jipotbecary, 

Do^.  Save  ye.  Gentlemen. 

Petro.  O  welcome  Dod:or, 
Ye  come  in  happy  time ;  pray  your  Opinion, 
What  think  you  of  his  Pulfe  ? 

Do£l.  It  beats  with  bufieft. 
And  fhews  a  general  Inflammation, 
Which  is  the  Symptomcof  a  peftilent  Fcvtr, 

P  3  Take 
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Take  twenty  Ounces  from  him. 

Fctrit.  Take  a  Fool  j 
Take  an  Ounce  from  mine  Arm,  and  Dodor  Diuz-ace, 
I'll  make  a  Clole-ftool  of  your  velvet  Coftard. 

Gentlemen,  do  ye  make  a  Mry-gamc  on  me  ? 

I  tell  ye  once  again,  I  am  as  found. 

As  well,  as  wholefome,  and  as  fenfible. 

As  any  ot  ye  all  :  Let  mc  out  quickly. 

Or  as  I  am  a  Man,  I'll  beat  the  Walls  down. 

And  the  firll  tiling  I  light  upon  fhall  pay  for*t. 

\^Excunt  Dc£tor  an4  Apothecary. 
Petro.  Nay,  we'll  ^^o  with  yos  Dotftor. 
Mar.   'Tis  the  fafelt  j 
I  faw  the  Tokens,  Sir. 

Petro.  Then  there's  but  one  way. 
Petru.  Will  it  pleafe  you  open  ? 
Tra.  His  Fit  grows  flronger  ftill. 
Mar.  Let's  five  our  felves,  Sir, 
He's  pad  all  worldly  Cure. 

Petro.  Friends,  do  your  Office. 
And  what  he  wants,  if  Mony,  Love,  or  Labour, 
Or  any  way  may  win  it,  let  him  have  it. 

Farewel,  and  pray  my  honed  Friends [^Exeunt. 

Petru.   Why  Rafcals, 
Friends,  Gentlemen,  thou  beaftly  Wife,  Jaques^ 
None  hear  me  ?  Who's  at  th*  Door  there  } 

1  PVatcb.  Think,  I  pray,  Sir, 
Whither  you're  going,  and  prepare  your  fclf. 

2  fFatch.  Thefe  idle  Thoughts  diflurb  you,  the  good 

Gentlewoman 
Your  Wife  has  taken  care  you  jfhall  want  nothing, 

Petru.  Shall  I  come  out  in  quiet  ?  Anfwer  me. 
Or  fhall  I  charge  a  Fowling-piece,  and  make 
Mine  own  way  ?  two  of  ye  I  cannot  mils, 
If  I  mifs  three;  ye  come  here  to  affault  me, 
1  am  as  excellent  wd',  I  thank  Heav'n  for't. 
And  have  as  good  a  Stom:ich  at  this  Inftant     ■  - 

2  Watch.  Thai's  an  ill  fign. 

I  TVatch.  He  draws  on  •,    he's  a  dead  Man. 

Pelru,  Anc]  Hee.p  as  fouudly  :  Will  you  look  upon  me  ? 

1  Watch, 
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1  Watcb.  Do  you  want  Pen  and  Ink  ?  While  you  have 

Senfe,  Sir, 
Settle  your  State. 

Petru.  Sirs,  I  am  well,  as  you  are ; 
Or  any  Rafcal  living. 

2  Watch.  Would  you  were,  Sir. 

Petru.  Look  to  your  felves,  and  if  you  Jove  your  Lives, 
Open  the  Door,  and  fly  me,  for  I  flioot  elfe  ; 

I'll  flioot,  and  prefcntly.  Chain-bullets  i 

And  under  four  I  will  not  kill, 

1  IVatch.  Let's  quit  him. 

It  may  be  \  is  a  trick,  he's  dangerous. 

2  IFatcb.  The  Dt'i  take  th'  hind  mod,  I  cry. 

l^Exit  JVatch  rumiing. 

Enter  Petruchio  with  a  Piece, 

Petru.  Have  among  ye. 
The  Door  fliall  open  too,  I'll  have  a  fair  flioot ; 
Are  ye  all  gone  ?  Tricks  in  my  old  Days,  Crackers 
Put  now  upon  me  ?  And,  by  Lady  Green- Sleeves  ? 
Am  I  grown  fo  tame  after  all  my  Triumphs  ? 
But  that  I  fhould  be  thought  mad,  if  I  rail'd. 
As  much  as  they  deferve,  againfl  thefc  Women, 
I  would  now  rip  up,  from  the  Primitive  Cuckold, 
All  their  Arch-villanies,  and  all  their  Doubles, 
Which  are  more  than  a  hunted  Hare  e*cr  thought  on. 
When  a  Man  has  the  faireft,  and  the  fwecteft 
Of  all  their  Sex,  and  as  he  thinks  the  nobleft. 
What  has  he  then?  And  I'JI  fpeak  modeflly, 
He  has  a  Quartern-ague,  that  fiiall  fhake 
All  his  Ellate  to  nothing,  never  cur'd. 
Nor  never  dying ;  H'as  a  Ship  to  venture 
His  Fame,  and  Credit  in,  which  if  he  Man  not 
With  more  continual  Labour  than  a  Gaily 
To  make  her  Tith,  either  Hie  grows  a  Tumbrel, 
Not  worth  the  Cloth  flie  wears ;  or  fprings  more  Lealis 
Than  all  the  Fame  of  his  Pollerity 
Can  ever  flop  again.     I  could  rail  twenty  Days ; 
Out  on  'em ,  Hedge-hogs, 
He  that  Ihall  touch  'em,  has  a  thoufaad  Thorns 

^  4  Rum 
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Runs  through  his  Fingers :  If  I  were  unmarried, 

1  would  do  any  thing  below  Repentance, 

Any  bafe  dunghil  Slavery  \  be  a  Hang-man, 

E'er  I  would  be  a  Husband  :  O  the  thoufand, 

Thoufand,  ten  thoufand  ways  they  have  to  kill  us ! 

Some  fall  with  too  much  bringing  of  the  Fiddles, 

And  thofe  are  Fools ;  fomc,  that  they  are  not  fuffer*d. 

And  thofe  are  Maudlin-lovers :  Some,  like  Scorpions, 

They  poifon  with  their  Tails,  and  thofe  are  Martyrs  j 

Some  die  with  doing  good,  thofe  Benefaflors, 

And  leave  *em  Land  to  leap  away  ;  fome  few. 

For  thofe  are  rareft,  they  arc  faid  to  kill 

With  kindnefs,  and  fair  ufagc  -,  but  what  they  are 

My  Catalogue  difcovers  not,  only  *tis  thought 

They're  buried  in  old  Walls,  with  their  Heels  upward. 

I  could  rail  twenty  Days  together  now. 

1*11  feek  'em  out,  and  if  I  have  not  reafon. 

And  very  fenfible,  why  this  was  done, 

I'll  go  a  birding  yet,  and  fome  fhall  fmart  for*t.      [^Exiti 


A  C  T     IV.      S  C  E  N  E     L 

Enter  Morofo  and  Pctronius. 

Mor.  ^T^  Hat  I  do  love  her,  is  without  all  queftion, 

A     And  moll  extreamly,  dearly,  moft  exa<fHy  ; 
And  that  I  would  e'en  now,  this  prefent  Monday^ 
Before  all  others.  Maids,  Wives,  Women,  Widows, 
Of  what  degree,  or  calling,  marry  her. 
As  certain  too ;  but  to  be  made  a  Whim-wham, 
A  Jib-crack,  and  a  Gentleman  o'th'  firft  Houfe, 
For  all  my  kindnefs  to  her 

Petro,  How  you  take  it  ? 
Thou  get  a  Wench,  thou  get  a  dozen  Night-caps  ? 
Would'ft  have  her  come,  and  lick  thee  like  a  Calf, 
And  blow  thy  Nofc,  and  bufs  thee  ? 

Mor,  Not  fo  neither. 

Petro.  What  would*ft  thou  have  her  do? 

Mor. 
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Mor,  (20)  Do  as  fhe  (hould  do ; 
Put  on  a  clean  Smock,  and  to  Church,  and  marry. 
And  then  to  Bed  a  God's  Name,  this  is  fair  play. 
And  keep  the  King's  Peace ;  let  her  leave  her  Bobs, 
Fve  had  too  many  of  them,  and  her  Quillets, 
She  is  as  nimble  that  way  as  an  Eel ; 
But  in  the  way  flie  ought,  to  me  efpecially, 
A  Sow  of  Lead  is  fwifter. 

Petro.  Quoat  your  Griefs  down. 

Mor.  Give  me  fair  Quarter ;  I  am  old  and  crafie. 
And  fubjeft  to  much  fumbling,  I  confefs  it ; 
Yet  fomething  I  would  have  that's  warm,  to  hatch  me : 
But  undcrftand  me,  I  would  have  it  fo, 
I  buy  not  more  Repentance  in  the  Bargain 
Than  the  Ware's  worth  I  have ;  if  you  allow  me 
Worthy  your  Son-in-law,  and  your  allowance. 
Do  it  a  way  of  Credit ;  let  me  fhow  fo  ; 
And  not  be  troubled  in  my  Vifitations, 
With  Blows,  and  Bitternefs,  and  down-right  Railings, 
As  if  we  were  to  couple  like  two  Cats, 
With  clawing,  and  loud  clamour. 

Petro,  Thou  fond  Man, 
Haft  thou  forgot  the  Ballad,  crabbed  Age, 
Can  May  and  January  match  together. 
And  nev'r  a  Storm  between  'em  ?  Say  fh'  abufe  thee, 
Put  cafe  (he  do. 

Mor.  Well. 

Petro,  Nay,  believe  fhe  do's. 

Mor.  I  do  believe  Ihe  do's. 

Petro.  And  dev'liflily : 
Art  thou  a  whit  the  worfe  ? 

Mor,  That's  not  the  matter ; 
I  know,  being  old,  'tis  fit  I  am  abus'd, 
1  know  'tis  handfome,  and  1  know  moreover 
I  am  to  love  her  for't. 

Petro.  Now  you  come  to  me. 

Mor,  Nay,  more  than  this ;  I  find  too,  and  find  certain. 
What  Gold  I  have.  Pearl,  Bracelets,  Rings,  or  Owches, 

(20)  1^9  atjhe  would  do\'\  So  read  all  the  Copies  but  that  of  1647. 

Or 
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Or  what  (he  can  defire,  Gowns,  Petticoats,  [ihers, 

Waiftcoats,  Embroidered- ftockings,  Scarfs,  Cawls,  Fea- 
Hats,  five-pound  Garters,  Muffs,   Masks,    Ruffs,   and 

Ribands, 
I  am  to  give  her  for*t. 

Petro.  *Tis  right,  you  are  fo. 

Mor.  But  when  I've  done  all  thisi  and  think  it  Duty, 
Is*t  requifite  another  bore  my  Noftrils  ? 
Riddle  me  that. 

Petro.  Go  get  you  gone,  and  dream 
She*s  thine  within  thefe  two  Days,  for  flie  is  fo  ; 
The  Boy's  befide  the  Saddle  ;  get  warm  Broths, 
And  feed  a  pace  ;  think  not  of  worldly  Bufinefs, 
Jt  cools  the  Blood  ;  leave  off  your  Tricks,  they're  hateful. 
And  meer  fore-runners  of  the  ancient  Meafures ; 
Contrive  your  Beard  o'th*  top  cut,  like  Veruugoes^ 
It  fliows  you  would  be  wife  ;  and  burn  your  Ni^^ht-cap, 
It  looks  like  half  a  winding-fheet,  and  urges 
From  a  young  Wench  nothing  but  cold  Repentance  ; 
You  may  eat  Onions,  fo  you'll  not  be  lavilli. 

Mor.  I'm  glad  of  that. 

Petro.  They  purge  the  Blood,  and  quicken  ; 
But  after  'em,  conceive  mc,  fweet  your  Mourh, 
And  where  there  wants  a  Tooth,  ftick  in  a  Clove. 

Mor.  Shall  I  hope  once  again,  fay  it  ? 

Petro.   You  Ihall,  Sir  ; 
And  you  fhall  have  your  hope. 

Mor.  Why  there's  a  Match  then. 

Enter  Bianca  and  Tranio. 

Bia.  You  fhall  not  find  me  wanting,  get  you  gone. 
Here's  the  old  Man,  he'll  think  you're  plotting  elfe 
Something  againfl  his  new  Son.  [^Exit  Tranio. 

Mor.  Fare  ye  well.  Sir.  [Exit  Morofo. 

Bia.  ^nd  ev*ry  Buck  had  his  Doe^ 

And  evry  Cuckold  a  Bell  at  his  I'oe  : 

Oh  what  /port  Jhould  vje  have  then^  Boys  theft. 

Oh  what  Jport  Jhould  we  have  then  ? 


Petro, 
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Petro.  This  is  the  Spirit  that  infpires  'em  all. 

Bia.  Give  you  good  Ev'n. 

Petro,  A  word  with  you.  Sweet  Lady. 

Bia.  I*m  very  hafty.  Sir. 

Petro.  So  you  were  ever. 

Bia.  Well,   what's  your  Will  ? 

Petro.  Was  not  your  skilful  Hand 
In  this  laft  Stratagem  ?  Were  not  your  Mifchiefi 
Eeking  the  matter  on  ? 

Bia.  In's  fliutting  up  ? 
Is  that  it  ? 

Petro.  Yes. 

Bia.  1*11  tell  you. 

Petro.  Do. 

Bia.  And  truly. 
Good  old  Man,  I  do  grieve  exceeding  much, 
I  fear  too  much 

Petro.  I'm  forry  for  your  heavinefs. 
Belike  you  can  repent  then } 

Bia.  There  you're  wide  too. 
Not  that  the  thing  was  done,  conceive  me  rightly. 
Do's  any  way  molefl  me. 

Petro.  What  then.  Lady? 

Bia.  But  that  I  was  not  in't,  there's  my  Sorrow, 
There;  now  you  underftand  me,  for  I'll  tell  you. 
It  was  fo  found  a  Piece,  and  fo  well  carried. 
And  if  you  mark  the  way,  fo  handfomely. 
Of  fuch  a  Heighth,  and  Excellence,  and  Art, 
I  have  not  known  a  Braver  ;  for  conceive  me, 
When  thegrofs  Fool  her  Husband  would  be  Sick- 

Petro.  Pray  ftay. 

Bia.  Nay,  good,  your  Patience  %  and  no  Senfe  for't. 
Then  ftept  your  Daughter  in 

Petro.  By  your  Appointment. 

Bia.  1  would  it  had,  on  that  Condition 
I  had  but  one  half  Smock,  I  like  it  fo  well ; 
And  like  an  excellent  cunning  Woman,  cur'd  me 
One  Madnefs  with  another,  which  was  rare, 
And  to  our  weak  Beliefs,  a  wonder. 

Petro. 
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Petro.  Hang  ye, 
For  furely,  if  your  Husband  look  not  to  ye, 
I  know  what  will. 

Bia.  I  humbly  thank  your  Worfliip, 
And  To  I  take  my  leave. 

Petro.  You've  a  Hand  I  hear  too 

Bia.  I  have  two,  Sir. 

Petro.  In  my  young  Daughter's  Bufinels. 

Bia.  You  will  find  there 
A  fitter  Hand  than  mine,  to  reach  her  frets. 
And  play  down  diddle  to  her. 

Petro.  I  fhall  watch  ye. 

Bia.  Do. 

Petro.  And  I  (hall  have  Juftice. 

Bia.  Where? 

Petro.  That's  all  one  ; 
I  fliall  be  with  you  at  a  turn  hence  forward. 

Bia.  Get  you  a  Poflet,  do  ;  and  fo  good  Ev'n,  Sir. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Jaques  and  Pedro. 

Jaq.  And  as  I  told  your  Worfhip,  all  the  Hangings, 
Brafs,  Pewter,  Plate,  ev*n  to  the  very  Looking-glafles. 
Ped.  And  that  that  hung  for  our  Defence,  the  Armor, 
And  the  March  Beer  was  going  too ;  Oh  Jaques^ 
What  a  fad  fight  was  that  ? 

Jaq.  E'en  the  two  Rundlets, 
The  two  that  was  our  hope,  of  Muskadel, 
Better  nev'r  Tongue  tript  over ;  thofe  two  Cannons, 
To  batter  Brawn  withal  at  Chrijimas^  Sir, 
Ev'n  thofe  two  JoveJy  Twins,  the  Enemy 
Had  almoft  cut  off  clean. 

Petru.  Go  trim  the  Houfe  up. 
And  put  the  things  in  order  as  they  were. 

[Exeunt  Vtd.  and  Jiq. 
J  fhall  find  time  for  all  this ;   could  I  find  her 
But  conftant  any  way,  I  had  done  my  Bufinefs ; 
Were  Ihe  a  Whore  dire6tly,  or  a  Scold, 
An  Unthrift,  or  a  Woman  made  to  hate  me, 
I  had  my  wifh,  and  knew  which  way  to  rein  her ; 

Bu: 


the  Tamer  tanid,  237 

But  while  (he  fhews  all  thefe,  and  all  their  LofTcs, 
A  kind  of  Linfey-woolfey,  mingled  Mifchief 
Not  to  be  guefl  at,  and  whether  true,  or  borrowed. 

Enter  Maria. 

Not  certain  neither — What  a  hap  had  I, 

And  what  a  tidy  Fortune,  when  my  Fate 

Flung  me  upon  this  Bear- whelp  ?    Here  fhe  comes* 

Now,  if  (he  have  a  Colour,  for  the  fault  is 

A  cleanly  one,  upon  my  Confcience 

I  (hall  forgive  her  yet,  and  find  a  fomething 

Certain,  I  married  for;  her  Wit:  1*11  mark  her. 

Mar.  Not  let  his  Wife  come  near  him  in  hisSicknefs  ? 
Not  come  to  comfort  him  ?  (he  that  all  Laws 
Of  Heav'n,  and  Nations,  have  ordain*d  his  Second, 
Js  (he  refus'd  ?  and  two  old  Paradoxes, 
Pieces  of  five  and  fifty,  without  Faith, 
Clapt  in  upon  him  ?  has  a  little  Pet, 
That  all  young  Wives  mud  follow  necelTary, 
Having  their  Maiden- head s  ■  ■ 

Peiru,  This  is  an  Axiom 
I  never  heard  before.  I 

Mar.  Or  fay  Rebellion, 
If  we  durit  be  fo  foul,  which  two  fair  words 
Alas  win  us  from,  in  an  hour,  an  inftant. 
We  are  fo  eafie,  make  him  fo  forgetful 
(2i)  Both  of  his  Rcafon,  Honefty,  and  Credit, 
As  to  deny  his  Wife  a  Vifitation  ? 
His  Wife,  that,  though  (he  was  a  little  fooli(h, 
Lov'd  him.  Oh  Heav'n  forgive  her  for't  I  nay  doted. 
Nay  had  run  mad,  had  (he  not  married  him. 

Petru,  Though  I  know  this  is  falfer  than  the  Devil, 
I  cannot  chufe  but  love  it. 

Mar.  What  do  I  know 
But  thofe  that  came  to  keep  him,  might  have  kill'd  him  ; 
In  what  a  cafe  had  I  been  then  ?  I  dare  not 
Believe  him  fuch  a  bafe,  debo{h*d  Companion, 

(21)  Both  of  Reafon,  Honejiy,'^    The  fctting  the  Mtafure  found 
herci  is  from  the  firft  Folio. 

That 
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That  one  Refufal  of  a  tender  Maid, 

Would  make  him  feign  his  Sicknefs  out  of  need. 

And  take  a  Keeper  to  him  of  Fourfcore 

To  play  at  Billiards  -,  one  that  mew'd  content 

And  all  her  Teeth  together;  not  come  near  him  ? 

Petru.  This  Woman  would  have  made  a  moft  rare  Jefui^, 
She  can  prevaricate  on  any  thing ; 
There  was  not  to  be  thought  a  way  to  fave  her 
In  all  Imagination,  befide  this. 

Mar.  His  unkind  dealing,  which  Was  word  of  all. 
In  fending,  who  knows  whither,  all  the  Plate, 
And  all  the  Houfhold-ftuff,  had  I  not  croft  it. 
By  a  great  Providence,  and  my  Friends  Affiftance, 
Which  he  will  thank  me  one  Day  for ;  alas, 
I  could  have  watch*d  as  well  as  they,  have  ferv'd  him 
In  any  ufe,  better,  and  willinger. 
The  Law  commands  me  to  do  it,  Love  commands  me. 
And  my  own  Duty  charges  me. 

Petru.  Heav'n  blefs  me. 
And  now  l*ve  faid  my  Prayers,  I'll  go  to  her ; 
Are  you  a  Wife  for  any  Man? 

Mar.  For  you.  Sir, 
If  I  were  worfe,  I  were  better ;  That  you're  well. 
At  leaft,  that  you  appear  fo,  I  thank  Heav'n, 
Long  may  it  hold  ;  and  that  you're  here,  I  am  glad  too ; 
But  that  you  have  abus*d  me  wretchedly, 
And  fuch  a  way  that  fhames  the  Name  of  Husband, 
Such  a  malicious  mangy  way,  fo  mingled, 
(Never  look  ftrangely  on  me,  I  dare  tell  you,) 
With  breach  of  Honefty,  Care,  Kindnefs,  Manners,— 

Petru.  Holla,  you  kick  too  faft. 

Mar.  Was  I  a  Stranger  ^ 
Or  had  I  vow'd  Perdition  to  your  Perfon  ? 
Am  I  not  married  to  you,  tell  me  that.^ 

Petru.  I  would  I  could  not  tell  you. 

Mar.  Is  my  Prelence, 
The  Stock  I  come  of,  which  is  Worfhipful } 
If  I  fhould  fay  Right  Worfhipful,  I  ly'd  not. 
My  Grandfire  was  a  Knight ' ' '  •■  ■ 

Petru,  O*  the  Shire? 

Mar. 
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Mar.  A  Soldier, 
Which  none  of  all  thy  Family  e*er  heard  of, 
But  one  Condudlor  of  thy  Name,  a  Grafier 
That  ran  away  with  Pay  •,  or  am  I  grown, 
Becaufe  I've  been  a  little  peevifh  to  you. 
Only  to  try  your  Temper,  fuch  a  Dog-leech 
I  could  not  be  admitted  to  your  Prefence? 

Petru.  If  I  endure  this,  hang  me. 

Mar.  And  two  Death's  Heads, 
Two  Harry  Gxo2Lts,  that  had  their  Faces  worn, 
Almoft  their  Names  away  too? 

Pctru.  Now  hear  me. 
For  I  will  ftay  no  longer. 

Mar.  This  you  fliall : 
How  ever  you  Ihall  think  to  flatter  me. 
For  this  Offence,  which  no  fubmiflion 
Can  ever  mediate  for,  you'll  find  it  fo  ; 
Whatever  you  fhall  do  by  Interceffion, 
What  you  can  offer,  what  your  Land  can  purchafe. 
What  all  your  Friends  or  Family  can  win. 
Shall  be  but  this,  not  to  forfwear  your  Knowledge, 
But  ever  to  forbear  it:  Now  your  will.  Sir. 

Petru.  Thou  art  the  fubtleft  Woman  I  think  living, 
Pm  fure  the  lewdeft  ;  now  be  ffill  and  mark  mej 
Were  I  but  any  way  addid:ed  to  the  Devil, 
I  (hould  now  think  I  had  met  a  Play-feJlow 
To  profit  by,  and  that  way  the  moft  learned 
That  ever  taught  to  Murmur.     Tell  me  thou. 
Thou  moft  poor,  paltry,  fpiteful  Whore :  D'  you  cry  ? 
1*11  make  you  roar,  before  I  leave. 

Mar.  Your  Pleafure. 

Petru.  Was  it  not  Sin  enough,  thou  Fruiterer^ 
Full  of  the  fall  thou  eat*ft  ;  thou  Devil's  Broker, 
Thou  Seminary  of  all  Sedition, 

Thou  Sword  of  Veng'ance,  with  a  thread  hung  o'er  us. 
Was  it  not  Sin  enough,  and  Wickednefs 
In  full  abundance?  Was  it  not  Vexation 
At  all  points,  Cap-a-Pe?  Nay,  I  (hall  pinch  you. 
Thus  like  a  rotten  Rafeal  to  abufe 
The  Name  of  Hcav'n,  the  tye  of  Marriage, 

The 
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The  honour  of  thy  Friends,  the  Expedlation 
Of  all  that  thought  thee  virtuous,  with  RebelJion, 
Childifh  and  bafe  Rebellion,  but  continuing 
After  forgivenefs  too,  and  worfe,  your  Mifchief, 
And  againft  him,  fetting  the  hope  of  Heav'n  by, 
And  the  dear  Refervation  of  his  Honour, 
Nothing  above  ground  could  have  won  to  hate  thee? 
Well,  go  thy  ways. 
Mar.  Yes. 

Feiru.  You  fhall  hear  me  out  firft  ; 
What  Punifhment  may'ft  thou  deferve,  thou  thing. 
Thou  idle  thing  of  nothing,  thou  pull'd  Primrofe, 
That  two  Hours  after,  art  a  Weed,  and  wither'd. 
For  this  laft  flourilh  on  me  ?  am  I  one 
Selefled  out  of  all  the  Husbands  living. 
To  be  fo  ridden  by  a  Tit  of  ten  Pence  I 
Am  I  fo  blind  and  Bed-rid?  I  was  mad. 
And  had  the  Plague,  and  no  man  muft  come  near  me,' 
I  muft  be  fhut  up,  and  my  Subftance  bezzlcd. 
And  an  old  Woman  watch  me^ 

Mar.  Well,  Sir,   well. 
You  may  well  glory  in*t. 

Petru.  And  when  it  comes  to  opening,  'tis  my  Plot, 
I  muft  undo  myfelf  forfooth;  do*ft  hear  me? 
If  I  fhould  beat  thee  now,    as  much  may  be, 
Do'ft  thou  not  well  deferve  it,  o'  thy  Confcience, 
Do*ft  thou  not  cry,  come  beat  me  ? 

Mar.  I  defie  you. 
And  my  laft  loving  Tears  farewel ;  the  firft  ftroke, 
The  very  firft  you  give  me,  if  you  dare  ftrike. 
Try  me,  and  you  fliall  find  it  io.^   for  ever, 
(Never  to  be  recall'd  ;  I  know  you  love  me. 
Mad  till  you  have  enjoy*d  mci)  I  do  turn 
Utterly  from  you,  and  what  Man  1  meet  firft. 
That  has  but  Spirit  to  deferve  a  favour. 
Let  him  bear  any  Shape,  the  worfe  the  better. 
Shall  kill  you,  and  enjoy  me ;  what  Pve  faid 
About  your  foolifti  Sicknefs,  e'er  you  have  me 
As  you  would  have  me,  you  fhall  (wear,  is  certain,      , 
And  challenge  any  Man,  that  dares  deny  ic  \ 

And 


the  Tamer  tanid.  2\i 

And  in  all  Companies  approve  my  Adions, 

And  fo  farewel  for  this  time.  \Exit  Mar. 

Petru.  Grief  go  with  thee. 
If  there  be  any  Witchcrafts,  Herbs,  or  Potions, 
Saying  my  Prayers  backward.  Fiends,  or  Fairies, 
That  can  again  unlove  me,  1  am  made.  \Exit. 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Bianca,  and  Tranio. 

2>^.  Miltrefs,  you  muft  do't.     Bia.  Are  the  Writings 
ready 
I  told  you  of?     Ira.  Yes,  they  arc  ready,  but 
To  what  ufe  I  know  not.     Bia.  You  are  an  Afs, 
You  muft  have  all  things  conftru'd. 

T'ra.  (22)  Yes,  and  pierc'd  too. 
Or  I  find  little  Pleafure. 

Bia.  Now  you're  knavifh  ; 
Go  too,    fetch  Rowland  hither  prefcntly. 
Your  Twenty  Pounds  lies  bleeding  elfe;  fhe's  married 
Within  thefe  twelve  Hours,  if  we  crofs  it  not; 
And  fee  the  Papers  of  one  fize. 

5";'^.  I  have  ye. 

Bia.  And  for  difpofing  of  'em— — 

T^ra.   If  I  fail  you 
Now  I  have  found  the  way,  ufe  Marfhal  Law, 
And  cut  my  Head  off  with  a  Hand-Saw. 

Bia.  Well,  Sir. 
Petronius  and  Morofo  V\\  fee  fent  for: 
About  your  Bufinels  ;  go. 

^ra.  I  am  gone.  {_Esh  Tra, 

Enter  Livia. 

Bia.    Ho,  Livia! 

Liv.  Who's  that .? 

Bia.  A  Friend  of  yours ;  Lord  how  you  look  now. 
As  if  y'  had  loft  a  Carrack. 

(22)  Tes,  a«d' pierc'd /fl9,]  The  Word  fi3»/?r«V  going  before  wou'd 
make  one  fufpeft,  that  pnn'd  fhou'd  have  foUow'd,  and  fo  I  imagine 
it  at  firil  was  wrote. 

Vor.   VITL  (^  Liv. 
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Liv.  O  Bianca ! 
I  am  the  mort  undone,  unhappy  Woman 

Bi^.   Bj  quiet  Wench,  thou  (halt  be  done,   and  done. 
And  done,   and  double  done,   or  all  fhall  fplit  for't. 
No  more  of  thcfe  minc'd  PalTions,    they  arc  mangy. 
And  eafe  thee  of    nothing,  but  a  little  Wind, 
An  Apple  will  do  more;    thou  fear'ft  Morofo-'      "- 
Liv.   Even  as  1  fear  the  Gallows. 
Bia.  Keep  thee  there  ftill. 
And  you  love  Rowland  ?  fay. 

Liv.  Jf  I  fay  not, 
Tm  fure  I  lie. 

Bia.  What  would'fl:  thou  give  that  Woman, 
In  Tpight  of  all  his  Anger,  and  thy  Fear, 
And  all  thy  Father*s  Policy,  that  could 
Clap  ye  within  thefe  two  Nights  quietly 
Into  a  Bed  together  ? 
Liv.  How  P 
Bia.  Why  fairly. 
At  half  Sword,  Man  and  Wife-,  now  the  red  Blood  comes, 
Ay  marry  now  the  Matter's  chang*d. 

Liv.  Bianca, 
Mcthinks  you  (hould  not  mock  me. 

Bia.   Mock  a  Pudding. 
I  fpeak  good  honeft  Engli/ht  and  good  meaning. 
Liv.  I  fhould  not  be  ungrateful  to  that  Woman; 
Bia.  I  know  thou  would'It  notj  follow  but  my  Counfel, 
And  if  thou  haft  him  not,  defpite  of  Fortune, 
Let  me  ne'er  know  a  good  Night  more:  You  muft 
Be  very  fick  o'  th'  Inftant. 
Liv,  Well,  what  follows? 

Bia.  And  in  that  ficknefs  fend  for  all  your  Friends, 
Your  Father,  and  your  Fever,  old  Morofo^ 
And  Rowland  fliall  be  there  too. 
Liv.  What  of  thefe  ? 

Bia.  Do  you  not  twitter  yet?  Of  this  fhall  follow 
That  which  fliall  make  thy  Heart  leap,  and  thy  Lips 
Venture  as  many  KifTes,  as  the  Merchants 
Do  Dollars  to  th*  £^7?  Indies  -,  you  fliall  know  all, 
But  firft  walk  in,  and  praftife  ;  pray  be  fick. 

Liv.  I  do  believe  you,  and  I  am  fick.  Bia, 
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^la.  Do, 

To  Bed  then,  come,  IMI  fend  away  your  Servants 
Poft  for  your  Fool,  and  Father;  and  good  Fortune, 
As  we  mean  honeftly,  now  ftrike  an  up-fhot.      \Eximt, 

S      C      EN       E        III. 

Enter  Tranio,    and  Rowland. 

^ra.  Nay,  on  my  Confcience,  I  have  loft  my  Money* 
But  that's  all  one :  PlI  never  more  perfuade  you, 
I  fee  you  are  rcfolure,  and  I  commend  you. 

Row.  But  did  flie  fend  for  me?       ' 

^ra.  You  dare  believe  me. 

Row.  I  cannot  tell,  you  have  your  ways  for  profit 
Allow'd  you,  'Tranio.,  as  well  (23J  as  I 
Have  to  avoid  *em  fear. 

Tra.  No,  on  my  word,  Sir, 
I  deal  directly  with  you. 

Servant  runs  over  the  Stagel 

Row.  How  now  Fellow> 
Whither  poft  you  fo  faft? 

Ser.  O  Sir,  my  Mafter  ? 
Pray  did  you  fee  my  Mafter  ? 

Row.  Why  your  Mafter.^ 

Ser,  Sir,  his  Jewel 

Row.  With  the  gilded  Button? 

Ser,  My  pretty  Miftrefs  Livia ■=■ 

Row.  What  of  her  ? 

Ser.  Is  fallen  fick  o*  th*  fudden    '      ■  ■' 

Row.  How,  o*  th' fullens? 

Ser.  O'  th*  fudden  Sir,  I  fay,  very  fick.' 

Row.  It  fcems  fh*ath  got  the  Tooth-ach  with  raw  Apples, 

Ser.  It  fecms  you've  got  the  Hcad-ach,  fare  you  wcIi,Sirf 
You  did  not  fee  my  Mafter? 

Row.  Who  told  you  fo  ^ 

Tra.  No,  no,  he  did  not  fee  him. 

(23)  . a,  I 

Ha-ve  to  avoid' em~'\  To  avoid  what  ?  Here  the  Senfe  is  defi- 
cient, but  well  fupply'd  b/  the  old  folio  as  in  the  Text* 

0^2  Row, 
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Row.  Farewel  Blue- bottle.  .  [Exit  Servant. 

What  fhould  her  Sicknefs  be? 

Tra.  For  you,  it  may  be. 

Row.  Yes,  when  my  brains  are  out,  I  may  believe  it. 
Never  before,  I  am  fure :  Yet  I  may  fee  her ; 
*Twill  be  a  point  of  Honefty. 

T'ra.  It  will  fo. 

Row.  It  may  be  not  too;  you  would  fain  be  fing'ring 
This  old  Sin-ofF'fing  of  two  hundred,  Tranio', 
How  daintily,  and  cunningly  you  drive  me 
Up  like  a  Deer  to  th'  Toile,  yet  I  may  leap  it, 
And  what's  the  Woodman  then? 

Tra.  A  lofer  by  you. 
Speak,  will  you  go  or  not  ?  To  me  'tis  equal." 

Row.  Come,  what  goes  lefs.** 

Tra.  Nay,   not  a  Penny  Rowland. 

Row.  Shall  1  have  liberty  of  Confcience, 
Which,   by  interpretation,  is  ten  Kifles  ? 
Hang  me  if  I  afftd:  her,  yet  it  may  be, 
(24)  This  whorfon  Manners  will  require  a  ftruggling, 
Of  two  and  twenty,  or  by'r  Lady  thirty. 

Tra.   By'r  Lady  I'll  require  my  Wager  then. 
For  if  you  kifs  fo  often,   and  no  Kindnefs, 
l*ve  loft  my  Speculation  ;  I'll  allow  you 

Row.  Speak  like  a  Gamefter  now. 

Tra.  It  may  be  two. 

Row.  Under  a  dozen,  Tranio^  there's  no  fetting  ■, 
You  fliall  have  forty  Shillings,  wink  at  fmall  faults. 
Say  I  take  twenty — come,  by  all  that's  honeft 
I  do  it  but  to  vex  her. 

Tra.  \*\\  no  By-blows. 
If  you  can  love  her,  do ;  if  you  can,  hate  her, 

(24)   This  'whorfon  Manners  'will  require  a  ftruggling. 

Of  t-iuo  and  tixenty,  or  hyr  Lady  thirty  J  Struggling  here 
means  kijjing,  but  I  rather  think  the  Author's  Word  was  Smuggling, 
which  1  have  heard  uftd  in  that  Senfe.  The  fecond  Line  feems  wrong, 
he  had  before  mentioned  ten  KiJ^es,  and  People  generally,  in  increafing 
a  Number,  advance  by  Decimals,  I  read  therefore,  as  a  much  more 
natural  way  of  fpeaking, 

Of  teUf  or  twenty,  or  bfr  Lady  thirty.  Mr.  Setuari. 

Or 
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Or  any  elfe  that  loves  you * 

Roiv.  Prithee,  Tranio. 

^ra.   Why  farewd  twenty  Pound,  'twilJ  not  undo  me  j 
You  have  my  Refolution. 

Row.  And  your  Mony. 
"Which,   fince  you  are  fo  ftubborn,    if  I  forfeit, 
Make  me  a  Jack  0*  Lent,  and  break  my  Shins 
For  untagg'd  t'oints  and  Compters :   I'Jl  go  with  you, 
But  if  thou  gctt'it  a  Penny  by  the  Bargain- 
A  parting  Kifs  is  lawful  ? 

i'ra.   I  allow  it. 

Row.  Knockout  my  Brains  with  Apples;  yet  a  Bargain? 

^ra.  1  tell  you.  Til  no  bargains;  win  and  wear  it. 

Row.  Thou  art  the  ftrangeft  Fellow. 

Tra.  That's  all  one. 

Row.  Along  then,  twenty  Pound  more  if  thou  dar'ft, 
I  give  her  not  a  good  word. 

Tra,  Not  a  Penny.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE       IV. 

Enter  Pctruchio,  Jaques,  and  Pedro. 

Petru.  Prithee,  entreat  her  come,  I  will  not  trouble  her 
Above  a  word  or  two  ;  e'er  I  endure  {^Exit  Pedro, 

This  Life,  and  with  a  Woman,  and  a  vow*d  one 
To  all  the  Mifchiefs  fhe  can  lay  upon  me, 
(25}  ril  go  to  Plough  again,  and  eat  Leek  Porridge  j 
Begging's  a  Pleafure  to't,  not  to  be  number'd ; 
No  there  be  other  Countries  Jaques  for  me, 
And  other  People,  yea,  and  other  W"omen. 
If  I  have  need,  here's  Mony,  there's  your  Ware, 
"Which  is  fair  dealing ;  and  the  Sun,  they  hy. 
Shines  as  warm  there,    as  here;  and  till  Pve  loft 
Either  myfelf,  or  her,  I  care  not  whether 
Nor  which  firft- 

Jaq.  Will  your  Worfliip  hear  mc? 

(25)   ^li  go  to  Plough,    and  eat   Leek  Porridge;']    The   Copies  in 
general,  except  that  of  1647,  want  the  Diffyllable  again. 

0.3  P^fru. 
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Petrti.  And  utterly  outworn  the  Memory 
Of  fuch  a  Curfc  as  this,  none  of  my  Nation 
Shall  ever  know  me  more. 

Jjq.  Out  alas,  Sir, 
What  a  flrange  way  do  you  run  ? 

Petru.   Any  way. 
So  I  out- run  this  Rafcal. 

Jaq.  Methinks  now. 
If  your  good  Worfhip  could  but  have  the  patience       ■ 

Petru.  The  Patience,  why  the  Patience  ? 

Jaq    Why  I'll  tell  you. 
Could  you  but  have  the  Patience 

Petru.  Well,  the  Patience. 

Jaq.  To  laugh  at  all  Ihe  do*s,  or  when  fiie  rails. 
To  have  a  Drum  beaten  o*  th*  top  o*  th*  Houfe, 
To  give  the  Neighbours  warning  of  her  Larum, 
As  I  do  when  my  Wife  rebels 

Petru.  Thy  Wife?  i 

Thy  Wife's  a  Pigeon  to  her,  a  meer  flumber. 
The  dead  of  Night's  not  ftiller ■ 

Jaq.  Nor  an  Iron  Mill. 

Petru.  But  thy  Wife's  certain 

Jaq.  That's  falfe  Do6lrine  j 
You  never  yet  read  of  a  certain  Woman, 

Petru.  Thou  know'lt  her  way. 

Jaq.  I  fhould  do,  I  am  fure. 
I've  rid  it  Niglit  and  Day,  this  twenty  year. 

Petru.  But  mine  is  fuch  a  drench  of  Balderdalh, 
Such  a  ftrange  carded  cunningnefs— the  Rainbow, 
When  (he  hangs  bent  in  Heav'n,  fheds  not  her  colours 
Quicker,  and  more,  than  this  deceitful  Woman. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Weaves  in,  her  dyes  of  Wickednefs. — What  fays  fhc? 

Ped.  Nay,  not  a  word  Sir,  but  fhe  pointed  to  me. 
As  tliough  fhe  meant  to  follow  5  pray  Sir  bear  it 
Ev'n  as  you  may,  I  need  not  teach  your  Worfliip, 
The  beft  Men  have  their  crofTcs,  we  are  all  mortal 

Petru.  What  ails  the  Fellow  ? 

Ped.  And  no  doubt  fhe  may,  Sir— . 

Fstru, 
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Pelru.  What  may  fhe,  or  what  do's  ihe,  orvwhat  is  Ihc  ? 
Speak  and  be  hang'd. 

Ped.  She's  mad,  Sir. 

Petru.  Hcav'n  continue  it. 

Ped    Amen,  if't  be  his  Pleafure. 

Petru.  How  mad  is  flie? 

Ped.  As  mad  as  heart  can  wifh,  Sir  -,  (he  has  drcft  herftlf 
(Saving  your  Worfhip's  Reverence)  juft  i'  th*  cut 
Of  one  of  thofe  that  multiply  i*  th'  Suburbs 
For  fingle  Mony,  and  as  dirtily  : 
If  any  one  fpeak  to  her,  firfl:  fhe  whiftles, 
And  then  begins  her  Compafs  with  her  Fingers, 
And  points  to  what  flieM  have. 

Petru.   What  new  way's  this  ? 

Ped.  There  came  in  Mafter  Sophocles  • 

Petru.  And  what 
Did  Mafter  Sophocles  when  he  came  in  ? 
Get  my  Trunks  ready,  Sirrah,  I'll  be  gone  Straight. 

Ped.  He*s  here  to  tell  you. 
She's  horn  mad,  Jaques. 

Enter  Sophocles, 

Soph.  Call  ye  this  a  Woman  ? 

Petru.  Yes,   Sir,  fhe  is  a  Woma,n. 

Soph.  Sir,   I  doubt  it. 

Petru.  I'd  thought  y'  had  made  Experience. 

Soph.  Yes,   I  did  fo. 
And  almofl  with  my  Life. 

Petru.  You  rid  too  faft,    Sir. 

Soph.  Pray,  Sir,  be  not  millaken  \  by  this  Hand 
Your  Wife's  as  chafte  and  honefb  as  a  Virgin, 
For  any  thing  I  know  i  Ms  true  fhe  gave  me 
A  Ring 

Petru.  For  rutting. 

Soph.  You  are  much  deceiv'd  ftill. 
Believe  me,  I  ne'er  kift  her  fince,  and  now 
Coming  in  Vifitation,  like  a  Friend, 
(I  think  fhe's  mad.  Sir,)  fuddenly  flie  flarted, 
And  fnatch'd  the  Ring  away,  and  drew  her  Knife  our. 
To  what  intent  I  know  not. 

0^4  Petru. 
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Pftru.  Is  this  certain  > 

Sopb.  As  I  am  here,  Sir. 

Petru.  I  believe  you  honeft. 
And  pray  continue  fo. 

Enter  Maria. 

Soph.  She  comes. 

Petru.  Now,  Damfel, 
What  will  your  Beauty  do,  if  I  for  fake  you  ? 
D*  you  deal  by  Signs  and  Tokens .?  As  I  guefs  then, 

\^Sbe  makei  Signs. 
You*lI  walk  abroad,   this  Summer,  and  catch  Captains  i 
Or  hire  a  piece  of  holy  Ground  V  th*  Suburbs, 
And  keep  a  Nefl  of  Nuns  ? 

Soph.  Oh  do  not  ftir  her! 
You  fee  in  what  a  Cafe  fhe  is. 

Petru.  She's  dogged. 
And  in  a  beaftly  cafe,   I'm  fure:  I'Jl  make  her. 
If  fhe  have  any  Tongue,  yet  tattle.     Sophocles, 
Prithee  obferve  this  Woman  ferioufly, 
And  eye  her  well,  and  when  thou'ft  done,  but  tell  me 
(For  thou  haft  Underftanding)  in  what  cafe 
My  Senfe  was,  when  I  chofe  this  thing. 

^opb.  I'll  tell  you, 
I've  feen  a  fweeter   .  ■       ■ 

Petru.   An  hundred  times  cry  Oyfters. 
There's  a  poor  Beggar- wench  about  Black- Friers 
Runs  on  her  Breech,  may  be  an  Emprefs  to  her. 

Soph.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  bitter. 

Petru.  Never  a  whit.  Sir: 
ril  tell  thee  Woman,  for  now  I've  day  to  fee  thee. 
And  all  my  Wits  about  me,  and  I  fpeak 
Not  out  of  Paffion  neither  (leave  your  mumping) 
I  know  you're  well  enough :  Now  would  I  give 
A  million  but  to  vex  her;  when  I  chofe  thee 
To  mike  a  Bedfellow,  I  took  more  trouble. 
Than  twenty  Terms  can  come  ro ;  fuch  a  Caufe, 
Of  fuch.  a  Title,  and  fo  everlafting. 
That  Mam*s  Genealogie  may  be  ended 
E'er  any  Law  find  thee:  I  took  a  Leprofie, 
Nay  worfe,  the  Plague,  nay  worfe  yet,  a  Poflefljon,' 

And 
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And  had  the  Devil  with  thee,  if  not  more : 

And  yet  worfe,  was  a  Bead,  and  like  a  Beaft 

Had  my  reward,  a  Jade  to  fling  my  Fortunes; 

For  who  that  had  but  reafon  to  diltinguifli 

The  Light  from  Darknefs,   U  ine  from  Water,  Hunger 

FVom  full  Satiety,  and  Fox  from  Fern-bufli, 

That  would  have  married  thee  ? 

Soph.  She's  not  fo  ill. 

Petru.  She's  worfe  than  I  dare  think  of;    fhe's  fo  lewd. 
No  Court  is  ftrong  enough  to  bear  her  caufe  •, 
She'ath  neither  Manners,  Honefty,  Behaviour, 
"Wife-hood,  nor  Woman-hood,  nor  any  Mortal 
Can  force  me  think  fhe  had  a  Mother:  No, 
I  do  believe  her  ftedfaflly,  and  know  her 
To  be  a  Woman-wolfe  by  Tranfmigration  ; 
Her  firft  Form  was  a  Ferret's  under-ground. 
She  kills  the  memories  of  Men.     Not  yet? 

Soph.  D'you  think  fhe's  fenfible  of  this  ? 

Petru.  I  care  not. 
Be  what  fhe  will,  the  Pleafure  I  take  in  her. 
Thus  I  blow  offi  the  care  I  took  to  love  her. 
Like  this  Point,  I  untie,  and  thus  I  loofe  it ; 
The  Husband  I  am  to  her,  thus  I  fever ; 
My  Vanity,  farewel ;  yet,  for  you've  been  ! 

So  near  me,   as  to  bear  the  name  of  Wife, 
My  unquench'd  Charity  Ihall  tell  you  thus  much, 
(Though  you  defervc  it  well)  you  fhall  not  beg : 
What  1  ordain'd  your  Jointure,  honeftiy 
You  fliall  have  fettled  on  you,  and  half  my  Houfe; 
The  other  half  fhall  be  imploy'd  in  Prayers, 
(That  meritorious  charge  I'll  be  at  alfo 
Yet)  to  confirm  you  Chrijlian  ;  your  Apparel, 
And  what  belongs  to  build  up  fuch  a  Folly, 
Keep  I  befeech  you,  it  infedls  our  Ufes: 
And  now  I  am  for  Travel. 

Mar.  Now  I  love  you. 
And  now  I  fee  you  are  a  Man,  Pll  talk  to  you. 
And  I  forget  your  bitternefs. 

Soph,  How  now,  Man  ? 

Petru, 
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Petru.  Oh  Pliny^    if  thou  wilt  be  ever  famous. 
Make  but  this  Woman  all  thy  wonders 

Mar.  Sure,  Sir, 
You  have  hit  upon  a  double  Courfe,  X  blcffed, 
And  what  will  make  you  virtuous. 

Petru.  She'll  ihip  me. 

Mar.  A  way  ot   underftanding  I  long  wifli'd  for. 
And  now  'tis  come,  take  herd  you  fly  not  back.  Sir: 
Methinks  you  look  a  new  Man  to  me  now, 
A  Man  of  excellence,  and  now  I  fee 
Some  great  defign  fet  in  you :   You  may  think  now 
(Ai-d,  lo  may  mod  that  know  me)  'twere  my  part 
Weakly  to  weep  your  lofs,  and  to  refift  you. 
Nay,  hang  about  your  Neck,  and  like  a  Dotard 
Urge  my  Itrong  tie  upon  you  -,  but  I  love  you. 
And  all  the  World  fliall  know  it,  beyond  Woman  1 
And  more  prefer  the  honour  of  your  Country, 
"Which  chiefly  you  are  born  for,  and  may  perfe<fl, 
The  ufes  you  may  make  of  other  Nations, 
The  ripening  of  your  Knowledge,  Converfation, 
The  tull  ability  and  (trength  of  Judgment, 
Than  any  private  Love,  or  wanton  KifTes. 
Go,  worthy  Man,  and  bring  home  Underflanding. 

Soph.Th'is  were  an  excellent  Woman  to  breed  Schoolrhen, 

Mar.  For  if  the  Merchant  plough  through  unknown  Seas 
To  get  his  Wealth,  then  dear  Sir,  what  mufl:  you 
To  gather  Wifdom  ?  Go,  and  go  alone. 
Only  your  noble  Mind  for  your  Companion  j 
And  if  a  Woman  may  win  credit  with  you. 
Go  far,  too  far  you  cannot.  Hill  the  farther 
The  more  Experience  finds  you  j  and  go  fparing, 
O  le  Meal  a  Week  will  ferve  you,  and  one  Sute, 
Through  all  your  Travels;  for  you*il  find  it  certain. 
The  poorer  and  the  bafer  you  appear, 
The  more  you  look  through  Itill. 

Peiru.  Doft  hear  her  ? 

Soph.  Yes. 

Peirii.  What  would  this  Woman  do,  if  ihe  were  fufl^er'd. 
Upon  a  new  Religion  ? 

Sofh, 
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Soph.  Make  us  Pagans. 
I  wonder  that  fhe  writes   not. 

Mar.  Then  when  Time, 
And  fulnefs  of  Occafion,  have  new  made  you, 
And  fquar'd  you  from  a  Sot  into  a  Signior, 
Or  nearer,  from  a  Jade  into  a  Courfer ; 
Come  home  an  aged  Man,  as  did  Ulyjfes^ 
And  I  your  glad  Penelope'   ■     - 

Petru.  That  muft  have 
As  many  Lovers  as  I  Languages  ; 
And  what  fhe  does  with  one  i*  th*  Day,  i'  th'  Night 
Undo  it  with  another. 

Mar.  Much  that  way.  Sir ; 
For  in  your  ablencc  it  muft  be  my  Honour, 
That,  that  muft  make  me  fpoken  of  hereafter. 
To  have  Temptations,  and  not  little  ones. 
Daily  and  hourly  offered  me,  and  ftrongly, 
Almoft  believed  againft  me,  to  fet  off 
The  Faith  and  Loyalty  of  her  that  loves  you, 
Petru.  What  fhould  I  do .? 

Sopb.  Why  by  my 1  would  travel. 

Did  not  you  mean  fo  ? 

Petru.  *Las  no,  nothing  lefs  Man. 
I  did  it  but  to  try.  Sir ;  (he's  the  Devil, 
And  now  I  find  it,  for  fhe  drives  me ;  I  muft  go : 
Are  my  Trunks  down  there,  and  my  Horfes  ready  ? 

Mar.  Sir,  for  your  Houfe,  and  if  you  pleafe  to  truft  mc 
With  that  you  leave  behind 
Petru.  Bring  down  the  Mony. 
Mar.  As  1  am  able,  and  to  my  poor  Fortunes, 
ril  govern  as  a  Widow  ;  I  fhall  long 
To  hear  of  your  well-doing,  and  your  Profit; 
And  when  I  hear  not  from  you  once  a  quarter, 
I'll  wifti  you  in  the  (26)  Indies.,  or  Cathaya, 
Thofe  are  the  Climes  muft  make  you. 

Petru.  How's  the  Wind  ? 
She'll  wifh  me  out  o'  th'  World  anon. 
Mar.  For  France 

26  '—^Indin,  or  CataynaP^  Only  the  firft  Folio  gives  the  Text. 

'Tis 
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*Tis  very  fair ;  get  you  aboard  to  Night,  Sir, 

And  lofe  no  time,  you  know  the  Tide  ftays  no  Man, 

1  have  cold   vlcats  ready  for  you. 

Petru.  Fare  thee  well, 
Thou'lt  fool'd  me  out  o'  th*  Kingdom  with  a  Vengeance, 
And  thou  canft  fool  me  in  again. 

Mar.  Not  I,  Sir, 
I  love  you  better,  take  your  Time,  and  Pleafure, 
I'll  fee  you  hors'd. 

Petru.  I  think  thou  wouldft  fee  me  hang'd  too. 
Were  I  but  half  as  willing. 

Mar.  Any  thing 
That  you  think  well  of,   I  dare  look  upon. 

Petru.  You'll  bear  me  to  the  Lands  End,  SophocleSy 
And  other  of  my  Friends,  I  hope. 

Mar.  Never  doubt,  Sir, 
You  cannot  want  Companions  for  your  good  : 
Tm  fure  you'll  kifs  me  e'er  I  go ;  I've  Bufinefs, 
And  (lay  long  here  I  muft  not. 

Petru.  Get  thee  going. 
For  if  thou  tarriefi:  but  another  Diaiogur,  "\ 

I'll  kick  thee  to  thy  Chamber. 

Mar.  Fare  you  well.  Sir, 
And  bear  your  felf,  I  do  befeech  you,  once  more, 
(Since  you  have  undertaken  doing  wifely,) 
Manly,  and  worthily,  'tis  for  my  Credit. 
And  for  thofe  flying  Fames  here  of  your  Follies, 
Your  gambols,  and  ill  breeding  of  your  Youth, 
For  which  I  underhand  you  take  this  travel, 
Nothing  fhould  make  me  leave  you  elfe ;  I'll  deal 
So  like  a  Wife  that  loves  your  Reputation, 
And  the  mod  large  Addition  of  your  Credit, 
That  thofe  fhall  die ;  if  you  want  Limon-waters, 
Or  any  thing  to  take  the  edge  o'  th'  Sea  ofl^, 
Pray  fpeak,  and  be  provided. 

Petru.   Now  the  Devil, 
That  was  your  firft  good  Mafter,  fhower  his  BlefTing 
Upon  ye  all :  Into  whofe  Cuftody 

Mar.  I  do  commit  your  Reformation, 
And  fo  I  leave  you  to  your  Stilo  novo,         [Exit  Maria. 

Petru. 
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Pdru.  I  will  go ;  yet  I  will  not  i  once  more,  Sophocksy 
I'll  put  her  to  the  Teft. 

Soph,  y*  had  better  go. 

Petru.  I  will  go  then  ;  let's  feek  my  Father  out. 
And  all  my  Friends,  to  fee  me  fair  aboard  ; 
Then,  Women,  if  there  be  a  Storm  at  Sea, 
Worfe  than  your  Tongues  can  make,  and  Waves  more 

broken 
Than  your  diflembling  Faiths  are,  let  me  feel 
Nothing  but  Tempefts,  till  they  crack  my  Keel. 

\_Exeunt, 


ACTV.     SCENE   I. 

Enter  Petronius,  and  Bianca  -with  four  Papers. 

5/^.XT  O  W  whether  I  deferve  that  blame  vou  gave  me, 
IM   Let  all  the  World  difcern,  Sir. 

Petro.  If  this  Motion, 
(I  mean  this  fair  Repentance  of  my  Daughter) 
Spring  from  your  good  Perfwafion,  as  it  feems  fo, 
I  muft  confefs  Tve  fpoke  too  boldly  of  you. 
And  I  repent. 

Bia.  The  firfl:  touch  was  her  own. 
Taken  no  doubt  from  difobeying  you ; 
The  fecond  I  put  to  her,  when  I  rold  her 
How  good,  and  gentle  yet,  with  free  Contrition 
Again  you  might  be  purchased  ;  loving  Woman, 
She  heard  me,  and  I  thank  her,  thought  me  worthy 
Obferving  in  this  Point  i  yet  all  my  Counfel, 
And  Comfort  in  this  cafe,  could  not  fo  heal  her. 
But  that  Grief  got  his  fhare  too,  and  fhe  fick'ned. 

Petro.  I'm  forry  fhe*s  fo  ill,  yet  glad  her  ficknefs 
Has  got  fo  good  a  ground. 

Enter  Morofo. 

Bia.  Here  comes  Morofo. 
Petro.  Oh,  you  are  very  welcome. 
Now  you  fhall  know  your  Happinefs. 

Mor. 
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Mor.   I'm  glad  on*t. 
"What  makes  this  Lady  here? 

Bia.  A  difh  for  you,  Sir, 
You'll  thank  me  for  hereafter. 

Pctro.  True,  Morofoj 
Go  get  you  in,  and  fee  your  Miftrcfs. 

Bia.  She  is  fick.  Sir, 
But  you  may  kifs  her  whole. 

Mor    How  ! 

Bia.  Comfort  her. 

Mor.  Why  am  1  fent  for,  Sir  ? 

Petro.  Will  you  in,  and  fee  ? 

Bia.  May  be  fhe  needs  ConfefTion. 

Mor.  By  St.  Mary, 
She  (hall  have  Abfolution  then,  and  Penance, 
But  not  above  her  Carriage. 

Petro.  Get  you  in,  Fool.  [Exit  Mor* 

Bia.  Here  comes  the  other  too. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Tranio. 

Petro.  Now,  Tranio ; 
Good  Ev*n  to  you  too,  and  you  are  welcome. 

Row.  Thank  you. 

Petro.  I  have  a  certain  Daughter—- 

Row.  Would  you  had,  Sir. 

Petro.  No  doubt  you  know  her  well 

Row.  Nor  never  fhall,  Sir. 
She  is  a  Woman,  and  the  ways  unto  her 
Are  like  the  finding  of  a  certain  Path 
After  a  deep  fall'n  Snow. 

Petro.  Well,  that's  by  th'  by  ftill. 
This  Daughter  that  I  tell  you  of,  is  fall'n 
A  little  crop  fick,  with  the  dangerous  Surfeit 
She  took  of  your  AfFedlion. 

Row.   Mine,  S\x^ 

Petro.  Yes,  Sir. 
Or  rather,  as  it  feems,  repenting.     And  there 
She  lies  within,  debating  on  it.     Row.  Well,  Sir. 

Petro.  I  think  *cwere  well  you'd  fee  her. 

Row, 
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Row.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir  ; 
1  am  not  fqueamilh  of  my  Vifitation. 

Petro.  But  this  V\\  tell  you,  fhe  is  altcrM  much, 
You*JJ  find  her  now  another  Livia, 

Row.  1  have  enough  o*th'  old,  Sir. 

Petro.  No  more  Fool, 
To  look  gay  Babies  in  your  Eyes,  young  Rowland^ 
And  hang  about  your  pretty  Neck 

Row.  I'm  glad  on*t. 
And  thank  my  Fates  Tve  fcap*d  fuch  Execution. 

Petro.  And  bufs  you  till  you  blufli  again. 

Row.  That's  hard.  Sir ; 
She  muft  kifs  fhamefully  e*er  I  blufh  at  it, 
I  never  was  fo  Boyifh  ;  well,  what  follows  ? 

Petro.  She*s  mine  now,  as  I  pleafe  to  fettle  her. 
At  my  command,  and  where  I  pleafe  to  plant  her  : 
Only  (he'd  take  a  kind  of  farewel  of  you. 
And  give  you  back  a  wandring  Vow  or  two. 
You  left  in  Pawn  i  and  two  or  three  flight  Oaths 
She  lent  you  too,  flie  looks  for. 

Row.  She  fhall  have  *em 
With  all  my  heart,  Sir ;  and  if  you  like  't  better, 
A  free  Releafe  in  writing. 

Petro.  That's  the  matter. 
And  you  from  her  fliall  have  another,  Rowland^ 
And  then  turn  tail  to  tail,  and  Peace  be  with  you. 

Row.  So  be't  J  your  twenty  Pound  fweats,  Trania. 

Tra.  '  Twill  not  undo  me,  Rowland,  do  your  worlt. 
Row.  Come,  fhall  we  fee  her.  Sir  ? 
Bia.  What  e'er  flie  fays 
You  muft  bear  manly,  Rowland,  for  her  Sicknefs 
Has  made  her  (ly)  fomewhat  teatifli. 

Row.  Let  her  talk 
Till  her  Tongue  ake,  I  care  not  i  by  this  Hand 
Thou  haft  a  handfome  Face,  Wench,  and  a  Body 
Daintily  mounted  ;  now  do  I  feel  an  hundred 

(27)  ■  fcmenjjhat  pettifh.J     If  this  Word  is  not  wrong,  yet 

it  has  no  occafion  to  fupplant  what  was  the  true  Ledion,  and  which 
occupies  the  prcfent  Tekt,  i.  e.  teatijh,  from  the  oldell  Folio. 

Running 
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Running  diredly  from  me,  as  I  pift  it. 

Li  via  difcovered  a  bed,  and  Morofo  by  her. 

Bia.  Pray  draw  her  foftJy,  the  leaft  hurry.  Sir, 
Puts  her  to  much  impatience. 

Petro.  How  is*r.  Daughter? 

Liv.  Oh,  very  fick,  very  fick,  yet  fomewhat 
Better  I  hope;  a  little  lightfomer, 
Becaufe  this  good  Man  has  forgiven  me; 
Pray  fct  me  higher ;  oh  my  Head  ! 

Bia.  Well  done,  Wench. 

Liv.  Father,  and  all  good  People  that  fhall  hear  me, 
I  have  abus'd  this  Man  pernicioufly; 
Was  never  old  Man  humbled  fo;  I*ve  fcorn*d  him. 
And  call'd  him  nafty  Names,   I  have  fpit  at  him. 
Flung  Candles  ends  in's  B;fdrd,  and  call'd  him  Harrow, 
That  muft  be  drawn  to  all  he  does ;  contemn'd  him. 
For  methought  then,  he  was  a  beaftly  Fellow, 
(28)  (Oh  God,  my  fide)  a  very  beaftly  Fellow  ; 
And  gave  it  out,  his  Caflbck  was  a  Barge-cloth, 
Pawn'd  to  his  PredeceflTor  by  a  Sculler, 
The  Man  yet  living  •,  I  gave  him  purging  Comfits 
At  a  great  Chriftning  once. 

That  Ipoird  his  Camblet  Breeches ;  and  one  Night 
I  ftrew'd  the  Stairs  with  Peafe,  as  he  paft  down  5 
And  the  good  G^^ntleman,  woe  worth  me  for't, 
Ev'n  with  this  reverend  Head,  this  Head  of  Wifdom, 
Told  two  and  twenty  Stairs,  good  and  true ; 
Milt  not  a  flep,  and  as  we  fay,  verbatim 
Fell  to  the  Bottom,  broke  his  carting  Bottle, 
Loft  a  fair  Toad-ftone,  of  fome  eighteen  Shillings; 
Jumbled  his  Joints  together,  had  two  Stools, 
And  was  tranflated.     All  this  Villany 
Did  I  ;  I  Livia,  I  alone,  untaught. 

Mor.  And  I  unask'd,  forgive  it, 

Liv.   Where's  Bianca  ? 

Bia.  Here,  Coufin. 

(28)  Oh  my  fide, ]  Here  we  have,  again,  the  Meafurc  fup- 

pl^'d  only  from  the  Copy  oi  1647. 
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Liv.  Give  me  Drink. 

Bia.  There. 

Liv.   Who's  that? 

Mor.  Rowland. 

Liv.  Oh  my  DiiTcmbler,  you  and  I  mud  part. 
Come  nearer,  Sir. 

Row.  Vm  forry  for  your  Sicknefs. 

Liv.  Be  forry  for  your  felf.  Sir,  you  have  wrong'd  me. 
But  I  forgive  you  ;  are  the  Papers  ready  ? 

Bia.  I  have  'em  here  j  will't  pleafe  you  view  *em? 

Petro.   Yes. 

Liv.    Shew  *em  the  young  Man  too,    I    know   he's 
willing 
To  (hifc  Sails  too  •,  'tis  for  his  more  Advancement ; 
Alas,  we  might  have  begger'd  one  another  j  . 
We  are  young  both,  and  a  World  of  Children 
Might  have  been  left  behind  to  curfeour  Follies  ; 
We  had  been  undone,  Bianca^  had  we  married. 
Undone  for  ever;   1  confefs  I  lov'd  him, 
I  care  not  who  fliall  know  it,  mod  intirely  ; 
And  once,  upon  my  Confcience,  he  lov'd  me ; 
But  farewel  that,  we  muft  be  wifer,  Coufin, 
Love  mufl  not  leave  us  to  the  World  j  have  you  done? 

Row.  Yes,  and  am  ready  to  fubfcribe. 

Liv.   Pray  flay  then  ; 
Give  me  the  Papers,  and  let  me  perufe  'em^ 
And  fo  much  time,  as  may  afford  a  Tear 
At  our  lafl:  parting. 

Bia.  Pray  retire,  and  leave  her, 
I'll  call  ye  prefently.     Petro.  Come,  Gentlemen, 
The  fhovvre  muft  fall.     Row.  Would  I  had  never  feen  her. 

[^Exeunt,- 

Bia.  Thou  haft  done  bravely,  Wench. 

Liv.  Pray  Heav'n  it  prove  fo. 

Bia.  There  are  the  other  Papers ;  when  they  come 
Begin  you  firft,  and  let  the  reft  fubfcribe 
Hard  by  your  fide  -,  give  'cm  as  litde  lighc 
As  Drapers  do  their  Wares. 

Liv.  Didft  mark  Morofo, 
In  what  an  Agony  he  was,  and  how  he  ay'd  mofl: 

Yo  L-  VIIL  R  Whctt 
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"When  I  abus'd  him  mod  ? 

Bia.  That  was  but  Reafon. 

Liv.  O  what  a  (linking  Thief  is  this  ? 
Though  I  was  but  to  counterfeit,  he  made  me 
Diretftly  fick  indeed  ;  Thatnes-Jlreet^  to  him. 
Is  a  meer  Pomander. 

Bia.  Let  him  be  hang'd. 

LiVt  Anien. 

Bia.  And  lie  you  ft  ill ; 
And  once  more  to  your  Bufinefs. 

Liv.  Call  'em  in. 
Now  if  there  be  a  Power  that  pities  Lovers, 
Help  now,  and  hear  my  Prayers. 

Enter  Petronius,  Rowland,  Tranio  and  Morofo. 

Petro.  Is  Ihe  ready  ? 

J5rci.  Sh'as  done  her  Lamentations  j  pray  go  to  her. 

Liv.  Rowland^  come  near  me,  and  before  you  feal. 
Give  me  your  Hand  j  take  it  again  -,  now  kifs  me. 
This  is  the  laft  Acquaintance  we  muft:  have  ; 
I  wifli  you  ever  happy  ;  there's  the  Paper. 

Row.  Pray  ftay  a  little. 

Petro.  Let  me  ne'er  live  more. 
But  I  do  begin  to  pity  this  young  Fellow  ; 
How  heartily  he  weeps ! 

Bia.  There's  Pen  and  Ink,  Sir. 

Liv.  Ev'n  here  I  pray  you.    'Tis  a  little  Emblem 
How  near  you  have  been  to  me. 

Row.    There. 

Bia.  Your  Hands  too, 
As  WitnefTes.  Pelro.  By  any  means,  to  th*  Book,  Son. 

Mor.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Bia.  You  muft  deliver  it. 

Row.  There,  Livia,  and  a  better  Love  light  on  thee  ; 
I  can  no  more. 

Bia.  To  this  you  muft  be  Witnefs  too. 

Petro.  We  will. 

Bia.  Do  you  deliver't  now. 

Liv.  Pray  fet  me  up  -, 
There,  Rowland,  all  thy  old  Love  back  j  and  may 
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A  new  to  come,  exceed  mine,  and  be  happy, 
I  muft  no  more. 

Row.  Farewel. 

Liv,  A  Jong  farewel.  \^Exit  Rowland. 

Bia.  Leave  her  by  any  means,  till  this  wild  Paffion 
Be  off  her  Head  i   draw  all  the  Curtains  dole, 
A  Day  hence  you  may  fee  her,  'twill  be  better, 
She*s  now  for  little  Company. 

Petro.  Pray  tend  her. 
I  mud  to  Horfe  ftraight,  you  mud  needs  along  toa, 
To  fee  my  Son  aboard  ;  were  but  his  Wife 
As  fit  for  Pity,  as  this  Wench,  I  were  happy. 

Bia.  Time  muft  do  that  too ;  fare  ye  well  j  to  Morrow 
You  fhall  receive  a  Wife  to  quit  your  Sorrow.       [^Exeunt » 

SCENE        11. 

Enter  Jaques,  Pedro,  and  Porter s^  with  Cheft  and  Hampers^ 

Jaq.  Bring  'em  away,  Sirs. 

Ped.  Muft  the  great  Trunks  go  too? 

Jaq.  Yes,  and  the  Hampers  j  nay,  be  fpeedy  Mafter*  s 
He'll  be  at  Sea  before  us  elfe. 

Ped.  Oh,  Jaques! 
"Wiiat  a  moft  bleflcd  turn  haft  thou. 

Jaq.  I  hope  fo. 

Ped.  To  have  the  Sea  between  thee  and  this  Woman, 
Nothing  can  drown  her  Tongue  but  a  Storm. 

Jaq.  By  your  leave, 
We*ll  get  us  up  to  Paris  with  all  fpeed  9 
For  on  my  Soul,  as  far  as  Amiens 
She'll  carry  Blank  ;  away  to  Lyon-key 
And  Ship  'em  prefently,  we'll  follow  ye. 

Ped.  Now  could  I  wifti  her  in  that  Trunk. 

Jaq.  God  fliield  Man, 
I  had  rather  have  a  Bear  in't. 

Ped.  Yes,  I'll  tell  ye; 
For  in  the  Paffage,  if  a  Tempeft  take  yc. 
As  many  do,  and  you  lie  beating  for  it  •, 
Then,  if  it  pleas'd  the  Fates,  I  would  have  the  Mafter, 

R  2  Out 
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Out  of  a  powerful  Providence,  to  cry. 
Lighten  the  Ship  of  all  Hands,  or  we  perifh  ; 
Then  this  for  one,  as  bell  fpar'd,  (hould  by  all  means 
Over-board  prefently. 

Jaq^.  O'  that  Condition, 
So  we  were  certain  to  be  rid  of  her, 
I  would  wifli  her  with  us  j  but  believe  me,  Pedrot 
She  would  fpoil  the  fifhing  on  this  Coaft  for  ever  : 
For  none  would  keep  her  Company  but  Dog-fifli, 
As  currifh  as  her  felf ;  or  Porpifces, 
Made  to  all  fatal  Ufes :  The  two  Fifli-ftrcets, 
Were  flie  but  once  arriv'd  amongft  the  Whitings, 
Would  fing  a  woful  mifereri^  Pedro, 
And  mourn  in  Poor  Johfi,  till  her  Memory 
Were  cad  o*  fliore  again,  with  a  ftrong  Sea- breach  ; 
She  would  make  God  Neptune,  and  his  Fire-fork, 
And  all  his  Demi-gods  and  GoddelTes, 
As  weary  of  the  hkmmiJJj  Channel,   Pedro, 
As  ever  Boy  was  of  the  School ;  'tis  certain. 
If  fne  but  meet  him  fair,  and  were  well  angred. 
She  would  break  his  God-head. 

Ped.  Oh  her  Tongue,  her  Tongue ! 

Jaq.  Rather  her  many  Tongues. 

Ped.  Or  rather  flrange  Tongues. 

Jaq^.  Her  lying  Tongue. 

Ped.  Her  lifping  Tongue. 

Jaq.  Her  long  Tongue. 

Pea.  Her  lawlefs  Tongue. 

Jciq.  Her  loud  Tongue. 

Ped.  And  her  liquor ilh • 

Jaq.  Many  other  Tongues,  and  many  (Iranger  Tongues 
Than  ever  Bahel  had  to  tell  his  ruins, 
Were  Women  rais'd  withal  -,  but  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Enter  Sophocles. 

Soph.  Home  with  your  StufFagain,  the  Journey's  ended. 

Jciq.  What  does  your  Worfliip  mean  .^ 

Soph.  Your  Mafler,  oh,  Petruchio  \  oh,  poor  Fellows  ! 

Ped.  Oh,  Jaques^  Jaques  ! 

Soph,  Oh,  your  Mailer's  dead  ! 

His 
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His  Body's  coming  back  ;  his  Wife,  his  Devil, 
The  Grief  of her. 

Jaq.  Has  kiUM  him  ? 

Soph.  Kill*d  him,  kill'd  him. 

Ped.   Is  there  no  Law  to  hang  her  ? 

Soph.  Get  ye  in, 
And  let  her  know  her  Mifery  ;  I  dare  not,  , 

For  fear  Impatience  feize  me,   fee  her  more ; 
I  mufl:  away  again  j  bid  her  for  Wife-hood, 
For  Honefty,  if  fhe  have  any  in  her, 
E*en  to  avoid  the  fhame  that  follows  her, 
Cry  if  fhe  can  ;  your  Weeping  cannot  mend  it. 
The  Body  will  be  here  within  this  Hour,  fo  tell  her  j 
And  all  his  Friends  to  curfe  her.  Farewel,  Fellows. 

[Exit  Soph. 

Ped.  Oh,  JaqueSi  Jaques  ! 

Jaq.  Oh,  my  worthy  Mafter ! 

Ped.  Oh,  my  mod  beaftly  Millrefs,  hang  her- — - 

Jaq.  Split  her 

Ped.  Drown  her  diredly — 

Jaq.  Starve  her — 

Ped.  Stink  upon  her — 

Jaq.  Scone  her  to  Death  ;  may  all  fhe  eat  be  Eggs, 
Till  fhe  run  kicking- mad  for  Men. 

Ped.  And  he. 
That  Man,  that  gives  her  Remedy,  pray  Heav'n 
He  may  ev'n  ipfo  fa^o^  (29)  lofe  his  Fadding. 

Jaq.  Let's  go  difch.irgeour  felves,  and  he  that  fervesher, 
Or  fpeaks  a  good  word  of  her  from  this  hour, 
A  Sedgly  curfe  light  on  him  ;  which  is,  Pedro., 
The  Fiend  ride  through  him  booted  and  fpurr*d,  with  a 
Sythe  at's  Back.  [Exeunt, 

(29)  '  hfe  his  Fadding]  How  the  ori{;'.nal  Word  Longingy 

in  the  Edition  of  1647,  came  to  be  changed  for  Fadding^  \  have  nei- 
ther Time  nor  Inclination  to  enquire. 
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SCENE        III. 

Enter  Rowland,  and  Tran'io  Jlealing  behind  bim. 

Row.  What  a  dull  Afs  was  I  to  let  her  go  thus  ? 
Upon  my  Life  flie  loves  me  ftill  j  well,  Paper, 
Thou  only  Monument  of  what  I've  had. 
Thou  all  the  Love  now  left  me,  and  now  lofl, 
Let  me  yet  kifs  her  hand,  yet  take  my  leave 
Of  what  1  mufl:  leave  ever  ;  Farewel,  Livia. 
Oh,  bitter  Words,  I'll  read  ye  once  again. 
And  then  for  ever  ftudy  to  forget  ye. 
How's  this  ?  let  me  look  better  on't :  A  Contract  : 

A  Contradt,  fealM  and  ratified. 

Her  Father's  Hand  fet  to  it,  and  Morofo*s : 
I  do  not  dream  furc,  let  me  read  again. 
The  fame  ftill,  'tis  a  Contrad. 

Tra.  *Tis  fo,  Rowland ; 
And  by  the  Virtue  of  the  fame,  you  pay  mc 
An  hundred  Pound  to  Morrow. 

RoTV.  Art  fure,  Tranio, 
We're  both  alive  now  ? 

Tra.  Wonder  not,  ye've  loO:. 

Row.  If  this  be  true,  I  grant  it. 

Tra.  'Tis  mofl  certain. 
There's  a  Ring  for  you  too,  you  know  it. 

Row.  Yes. 

7ra.  When  fhal!  I  have  my  Mony  ? 

Row.  Stay  ye,  fiay  ye. 
When  fball  I  marry  her  ? 

Tra.  To  Night. 

Row.  Take  heed  now 
You  do  not  trifle  with  me ;  if  you  do. 
You'll  find  more  Payment,    than  your  Mony  comes  to: 
Come,  fwear  j  I  know  I  am  a  Man,  and  find 
I  may  deceive  my  felf;  fwear  faithfully, 
Swear  me  di redly.  Am  I  Rozvland  ? 

Tra.  Yes. 

Row.  Am  I  awake  ? 
■  Tra.  Yc  are. 

Row. 
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Row.  Am  I  in  Health  ? 

Tra.  As  far  as  I  conceive. 

Row.  Was  I  witli  Livia  ? 

^Tra.  You  were,  and  had  this  Contract. 

Row.  And  fliall  I  enjoy  her  ? 

Tra.  Yes,  if  ye  dare. 

Row.  Swear  to  all  thefe. 

Tra.  I  will. 

Row.  As  thou  art  Honeft,  as  thou  haft  a  Confcience, 
As  that  may  wring  thee  if  thou  lieft  ;  all  thefe 
To  be  no  Vifion,  but  a  Truth,  and  ferious. 

Tra.  Then  by  my  Honefty,  and  Faith,  and  Confcience  i 
All  this  is  certain. 

Row.  Let's  remove  our  places. 
Swear  it  again. 

Tra.  By  'tis  true. 

Row.  I  have  loft  then,  and  Heav*n  knows  I'm  glad  on't. 
Let's  go,  and  tell  me  all,  and  tell  me  how. 
For  yet  I'm  Pagan  in't. 

Tra.  I've  a  Prieft  too, 
And  all  fhall  come  as  even  as  two  Tefters.  [Exeutif. 

SCENE  IV. 

£«/^r  Petronius,   Sophocles,  Morofo,  afid  Petruchio 
born  in  a  Coffin. 

Petro.  Stt  down  the  Body,  and  one  call  her  out. 

Enter  Maria  in  blacky  and  Jaques. 

You're  welcome  to  the  laft  caft  of  your  Fortunes  ; 
There  lies  your  Husband  -,  there,  your  loving  Husband, 
There  he  that  was  Petruchio,  too  good  for  ye ; 
Your  ftubborn  and  unworthy  way  has  kill'd  him 
E'er  he  could  reach  the  Sea  i  if  ye  can  weep. 
Now  ye  have  caufe,  begin,  and  after's  Death 
Do  fomething  yet  to  th'  World,  to  think  ye  honeft. 
So  many  Tears  had  fav'd  him,  flied  in  time  ;  , 
And  as  they  are  (fo  a  good  Mind  go  with  'em  ) 
Yet  they  may  move  Compaflion. 

R  4  Mar. 
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Mar.  Pray  yc  all  hear  me, 

And  judge  me  as  I  am,  not  as  you  covet. 
For  that  would  make  me  yet  more  miferable  : 
'Tis  true,  I've  caufe  to  grieve,  and  mighty  caufe  j 
And  truly  and  uftfeignediy  I  weep  it. 

Soph.  I  fee  there's  fome  good  Nature  yet  left  in  her. 

Mar.  But  what's  the  caufe?  Miftake  me  not,  not  this 
Man, 
As  he  is  dead,  I  weep  for ;  Heav'n  defend  it, 
I  never  was  fo  Childifli :  But  his  Life, 
His  poor  unmanly,  wretched,  foolifh  Life, 
Is  that  my  full  Eyes  pity,  there's  my  Mourning, 

Petro.  Doft:  thou  not  fhame  ? 

Mar.  I  do,  and  e'en  to  Water, 
To  think  what  this  Man  was,  to  think  how  fimple. 
How  far  below  a  Man,  how  far  from  Reafon, 
From  common  Underftanding,  and  all  Gentry, 
While  he  was  living  here,  he  walk'd  amongft  us. 
He  had  a  happy  turn  he  died  j  I'll  tell  ye, 
Thefe  are  the  wants  I  weep  for,  not  his  Perfon  ; 
The  memory  of  this  Man,  had  he  liv'd 
But  two  years  longer,  had  begot  more  Follies, 
Than  wealthy  Autumn  Flies.     But  let  him  reft, 
He  was  a  Fool,  and  farewel  he  ;  not  pitied, 
I  mean  in  way  of  Life,  or  A<5lion 
By  any  underllanding  Man  that's  honeft:  •, 
But  only  ill's  Poflerity,  which  I, 
Out  of  the  fear  his  Ruins  migiit  out-live  him. 
In  fome  bad  iflue,  like  a  careful  Woman, 
Like  one  indeed,  born  only  to  preferve  him, 
Dcny'd  him  means  to  raife. 

Pelni.  Unbutton  me, 
'■        I  die  indeed  clfc.     Oh,  Maria^ 
Oh  my  Unhappinefs,  my  Mifery. 

Pctro.  Go  to  him,  Wiiore  i if  he  perifh, 

I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  my  ielf 

Petru.  Why,   why,  Maria  ? 

Mar.  I'vedone  my  worft,  and  have  my  end,  forgive  me  ; 
From  this  hour  make  me  what  you  pleafe,  I've  tam'd  ye. 
And  now  am  vow'd  your  Servant :  Look  not  (Irangely, 

Nor 
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Nor  fear  what  I  fay  to  you.     Dare  you  kifs  me  ? 
Thus  [  begin  my  new  Love. 

Petru.  Once  again. 

Mar.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Petru.  Nay,  once  again,  Maria  : 
Oh,  Gentlemen,  1  know  not  where  I  am. 

Soph.   Get  ye  to  Bed  then,  there  you*JI  quickly  know,  Sir. 

Petru.  Never  no  more  your  old  tricks  ? 

Mar.  Never,  Sir. 

Petru.  You  (hall  not  need,  for  as  I  have  a  Faith 
No  caufe  (hall  give  occafion. 

Mar.  As  I  am  honeft. 
And  as  I  am  a  Maid  yet,  all  my  Life 
From  this  hour,  fince  ye  make  fo  free  profefllon, 
I  dedicate  in  Service  to  your  Pieafure. 

Soph.  Ay,  marry,  this  goes  roundly  off. 

Petru.  Go,  Jaques, 
Get  all  the  bed  Meat  may  be  bought  for  Mony, 
And  let  the  Hogflieads  Blood,  I'm  born  again: 
Well,  little  England^  when  I  fee  a  Husband 
Of  any  other  Nation,  ftern  or  jealous, 
ril  wiih  him  but  a  Woman  of  thy  breeding  ; 
And  if  he  have  not  Butter  to  his  Bread, 
Till  his  Teeth  bleed,  V\\  never  trull  my  Travel. 

Enter  Rowland,  Livia,  Bianca,  and  Tranio. 

Petro.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Row.  Another  Morris,  Sir, 
That  you  muft  Pipe  to. 

I'ra.  A  poor  married  Couple 
Dcfire  an  Offering,  Sir. 

Bia.  Never  frown  at  it. 
You  cannot  mend  it  now ;  there's  your  own  Hand, 
And  yours,  Morofo^  to  confirm  the  Bargain. 

Petro.  My  Hand  ? 

Mor.  Or  mine  ? 

Bia.  You'll  find  it  fo. 

Petro.  A  trick, 
By a  trick, 

Bia.  Yes,  Sir,  we  tric}t*d  ye. 

Lev, 
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Liv.   Father- 


Petro.  Haft  thou  lain  with  him  ?  Speak  ? 

Liv.  Yes,  truly,  Sir. 

Petro.  And  haft  thou  done  the  Deed,  Boy  ? 

Row.  (30)  I  have  done,  Sir, 
That,  that  will  fcrve  the  turn,  I  think. 

Petru.  A  Match  then  :  .\ 

I'll  be  the  Maker  up  of  this :  Morofo, 
There's  now  no  remedy  you  fee,  be  willing  j 
For  be,  or  be  not,  he  muft  have  the  Wench. 

Mor.  Since  I  am  over-reach'd,  let's  in  to  Dinner, 
And  if  I  can,  I'll  drink't  a  way. 

I'ra.  That's  well   faid. 

Petro.  Well,  Sirrah,  you  have  plaid  a  trick,  look  to'r. 
And  let  me  be  a  Grandfirc  within's  twelve-month. 
Or  by  this  Hand,  I'll  curtail  half  your  Fortunes. 

Roiv.  There  (hall  not  want  my  Labour,  Sir;  your  Mony, 
Here's  one  has  undertaken. 

"Tra.  Well,  I'll  truft  her. 
And  glad  I  have  fo  good  a  pawn. 

Row.  I'll  watch  ye. 

Petru.  Let's  in,  and  drink  of  all  Hands,  and  be  jovial  : 
I  have  my  Cole  again,  and  now  fhe  carries ; 
And  Gentlemen,  whoever  marries  next. 
Let  him  be  fure  to  keep  him  to  his  Text.  [ExeunL 


(50)    J  have,   Siff 
That,  that- 


lupply'd  us  from  the  Copy  of  1647. 


]     Here  we  have  Senfe  and  Meafure  again 
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EPILOGUE. 

'T^  HE  Tamer'j  Tam'd,  hut  fo^  as  nor  the  Mefi 
Can  find  onejufi;  Caufe  to  complain  ofy  when 
^hey  fitly  do  conftder  in  their  Lives, 
^hey  Jhould  not  reign  as  'Tyrants  o'er  their  ff^ives. 
Nor  can  the  fF'omen,  from  this  Prefident, 
Infult,  or  triumph  \  it  being  aptly  meant ^ 
To  teach  both  Sexes  due  Equality  ; 
And  as  they  (land  bound,  to  love  mutually. 
If  this  Effe5i  arifingfrom  a  Caufe 
Well  laid,  and  grounded,  may  deferve  Apflaufe, 
We  fomeihing  more  than  hope^  our  honefl  Ends 
Will  keep  the  Men,  and  Women  too,  our  Friends. 


THE 


THE 


ISLAND 


PRINCESS. 


T  R  A  G  I-C  O  M  E  D  Y. 


'4i§^^sm.sssss^^sm-:sw^j 


SSt^!25K5KtffiB»i^2^: 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

MEN. 
T/"  ING  o/Tidore,  an  IJland. 

King  ^lyfnz^  ^""^  I  Suitors  to  the  Princefs  Qnxhx^, 
Governor  of  Ternata,  an  IJland.     An  ill  Man. 
Ruy  Dias,  a  Captain  0/ Portugal,  alfo  Suitor  to  the  Princefs, 
Piniero,  Nephew  to  Ruy  Dias,  a  merry  Captain. 

Pedro  '  \  ^^^^^^^^i  ^^^  Friends  to  Piniero. 

Armufia,  a  noble  daring  Portugueze,  in  love  with  the  Prin- 
cefs. 

Soza, 

Emanuel, 

Keeper. 

Moors. 

Guard. 

Captain. 

Citizens. 

Town/men. 

WOMEN. 

Quifara,  the  IJland  Princefs y  Sijler  to  the  King  of  Tidore. 
Quifana,  Aunt  to  the  Princefs. 
Panura,  fVailing-woman  to  the  Princefs  Quifara. 
Citizens  Wives. 

SCENE,      INDIA. 


}    Companions  to    Armufia,    and   bis   valiant 
Followers. 
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ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 

A  Bell  Rings, 
Enter  Piniero,  Chriftophero,  and  Pedro. 

P    I    N    I    E    R    0. 

PEN  the  Ports,  and  fee  the  Watch  reliev'd. 
And  let  the  Guards  be  careful  of  their  Bufinefs, 
Their  vigilant  Eyes  fixt  on  thefc  Iflanders, 
They're  falfe  and  defp*rate  People,  when  they 
find 

The  leaft  occafion  open  to  Encouragement, 
Cruel  and  crafty  Souls  ;  believe  me.  Gentlemen, 
Their  late  Attempt,  which  is  too  frefh  amongft  us. 
In  which,  againfl:  all  Arms  and  Honelty, 
The  (i)  Gov'rnor  o^  Ternata  made  furprize 
Of  our  Confederate,  the  King  of  TidorCy 
As  for  his  Recreation  he  was  rowing 
Between  both  Lands,  bids  us  be  wile  and  circumfpedV. 

(i)         ■  •  Governor  o/^Tema- 


AT/^j-o/Sidore,]   The  old  Folio  reads  as  I  have 
Terr.ata,  {or  Ternate.  as  Milton  calls  it,)   Tidore, 


reform'd  the  Text 

and  Baknn  or  B^cham,  are  three  of  the  McUcco  Iflands. 


Chrift, 
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Chrijl.  It  was  a  mifchief  fuddenly  imagiii'd. 
And  as  foon  done  ;  that  Governor,  a  fierce  Knave, 
Unfaithful  as  he's  fierce  too,  there's  no  trufting  -, 
But  1  wonder  much,  how  fuch  poor  and  bafe  PJcafurcs, 
As  tugging  at  an  Oar,  or  skill  in  Steerage, 
Should  become  Princes. 

Pin.  Bafe  Breedings,  Jove  bafe  Pleafure  ; 
They  take  as  much  Delight  in  a  Baratto^ 
(A  little  fcurvy  Boat)  to  row  her  tightly. 
And  have  the  Art  to  turn  and  v/ind  her  nimbly. 
Think  it  as  noble  too,  though  it  be  flavifh. 
And  a  dull  labour  that  declines  a  Gentleman,  ' 

As  we  Portugals,  or  th*  Spaniards  do  in  riding. 
In  managing  a  great  Horfe,  which  is  princely  ; 
(2)  The  French  in  Courtfliip,  or  the  dancing  Engli(h 
\n  carrying  a  fair  Prefence. 

Ped.  He  was  ftrangely  taken  ; 
But  where  no  Faith  is,  there's  no  Truft ;  h*as  paid  for'c  ; 
His  Sifter  yet,  the  fair  and  great  S^uifara^ 
Has  fhew*d  a  noble  Mind,  and  much  love  in't 
To  her  afflifled  Brother  ;   and  the  nobler 
Still  it  appears,  and  feafons  of  more  Tendernefs, 
Becaufe  his  Ruin  ftilcs  her  Abfolute, 
And  his  Imprifonment  adds  to  her  Profit. 
Feeling  all  this,  which  makes  all  Men  admire  her. 
The  warm  Beams  of  this  Fortune  that  fall  on  her. 
Yet  has  fhe  made  divers  and  noble  Treaties, 
And  Propofitions  for  her  Brother's  Freedom, 

\i  Wealth  or  Honour 

Pin,  Peace,  Peace,  you  are  fool'd.  Sir ; 
Things  of  thefe  Natures  have  flrange  Outfides,  Pedro, 
And  cunning  Shadows,  (3)  fet  'em  far  from  us. 
Draw  *em  but  near,  they're  gro fs,  and  tliey  abufe  us ; 

They 

(2)  The  French  in  Courtpip,  or  the  dancirfr  Englifh]  If  the  Englij7j 
were  as  fond  of  dancing  in  the  time  of  the  Poets,  as  they  are  now, 
the  common  LcdHon  is  right  ;  othcrvvife  1  fhould  chufe  to  read  fo, 

Ihe  French  in  Court/hip,   Dancings  or  the  Engliftl  <Jc. 

(3)  fet  ^em  far  off  from  us, 

Draiu^em  but  near,  they're  grofs,  and  they  abufe  us;"]  The 
Senfe  of  this  Pafi'age,  which  m;iy  not  be  clear  to  ev'ry  Reader,  I  take 
to  be  this :     "  Things,  Pedro,  of  this  Nature  have  ftrange  Outfides 

"  and 
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They  that  obferve  her  clofe,  fhalJ  find  her  Nature, 
Which  I  doubt  mainly,  will  not  prove  io  excellent. 
She  is  a  Princefs,  and  ihe  muft:  be  fair. 
That's  the  Prerogative  of  being  Royal : 
Let  her  want  Eyes  and  Nofe,  fhe  muft  be  Beauteous, 
And  fhe  muft  know  it  too,  and  the  ufeofit, 
And  People  muft  believe  it,  they  are  damn'd  elfe  ; 
(4)  Why,  all  our  Neighbour  Princes  are  mad  for  her. 

Chr'ifl.   Is  fhe  not  fair  then  ? 

Fin.  But  her  hopes  are  fairer. 
And  there's  a  haughty  Mafter,  th'  King  of  Bakati, 
That  lofty  Sir,  that  fpcaks  far  more  and  louder. 
In  his  own  Commendations,  than  a  Cannon ; 
He  is  ftrucken  dumb  with  her. 

Ped.  Bcfliresv  me  ftie  is  a  fweet  one. 

Pin.  And  there's  that  hopeful  Man  of  Syana, 
That  fprightly  Fellow,  he  that's  wife  and  temperate, 
He  is  a  Lover  too. 

Chrift.  Wou'd  I  were  worth  her  looking. 
For,  by  my  Life  I  hold  her  a  compleat  one  •, 
The  very  Sun  I  think  affeiSls  her  fweetnefs. 
And  dares  not,  as  he  does  to  all  elfe,  dye  it 
Into  his  tauny  Livery. 

Pin.  She  dares  not  fee  him, 

"  and  canning  Shadows,  and  if  you  fei  'em  far  ofFfrom  us,  then  they 
"  abuf:  [deceive]  u?  ;  but  do  but  draw  'em  near,  they  are  fo  grofs 
••  the  Cheat  is  foon  difcover'd."  So  in  this  fame  Play,  Aft  ill.  we 
have  a  limilar  kind  of  a  Paflage.     ^ij'ara  fays  to  Armujia^ 

" My  Rooms  are  San^uaries, 

And  ivith  that  Reference,  tkcy  that  feek  my  favours, 
And  humble  fears f  fhall  render  their  Approaches, 
i.  t.  With  that  reverence  and  huni^ble  fears,  they  that  fcek  C5*t"- 

(4)  Why,  all  our  l-ieighhour  Princes  are  mad  for  her.]  The  Reader 
may,  perhaps,  think  wih  me,  that  this  Line  leems  to  come  with  liulc 
Propriety  from  Piniero,  who  had  hinted  the  Princefs  was  no  Deaucy, 
whatever  (he  might  think  of  herfelf  in  that  refpeft  ;  but  would  pro- 
ceed with  Juftice  from  Pedro's,  who,  in  Anfwer  to  Piniero,  objeC\<» 
that  the  Prmcefs  is  really  fair. 

That  all  the  Neighbour  Princes  are  mad  for  her. 
And  then  Chrifophero  fays  properly, 

Is  fhe  not  fair  then  f 

Vol.  VIII.  S  But 
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(5)  But  keeps  her  felf  at  diftancc  from  his  KifTes, 

And  wears  her  Complexion  in  a  Cafe  ;  let  him  but  like  It 

A  week,  or  two,  or  three,  (he  would  look  like  a  Lion ; 

But  the  main  fport  on*t  is,  or  rather  wonder. 

The  Governor  of  Terna^  her  mortal  Enemy, 

He  that  has  catcht  her  Brother  King,  is  ftruck  too. 

And  is  arriv'd  under  fafe  Conduft  alfo, 

And  Hoftages  of  Worth  delivered  for  him  ; 

(6)  And  he  brought  a  Letter  from  his  Prifoner, 

(Whether  compell*d,  or  willingly  delivered) 

From  the  poor  King  •,  or  what  elfe  dare  be  in't— — — 

Chrift.  So  it  be  honourable,  any  thing,  'tis  all  one. 
For  1  dare  think  Ihe'll  do  the  beft. 

Pin.  'Tis  certain 
He  has  Admittance,  and  follicits  hourly. 
Now  if  he  have  the  Trick 

Ped.  What  Trick  ? 

(5)  But  keeps  her  felf  at  dijlance  from  his  KiJ^ei, 

And  her  Complexion  in  a  Cafe  ; ]   This  Paflbgeis  good  Senfe, 

but  as  the  Copy  of  1647  reads  the  fecond  Line  thus, 

And  wears  her  Complexion  in  a  Cafe  ; 
I  thought  it  proper  to  let  the  prefent  Text  run  fo.     But  what  muft  we 
make  of 

let  him  [Sun]   hut  like  // 

A  iveek,  or  t-ivo, • 

I  imagine,  with  Mr.  Scivard,  the  Poets  gave  it,  ——let  himbutX\c\i, 

or  which  is  more  poeticil,  let  him  but  kifs  //.     What  Cleopatra 

fays  of  herfelf,    in   Shakefpear,  on   the  like  Occafion,    is  very   fine. 
Antony  Z.T16.  Cleopatra,   Atl  I.  'verfus  finem. 

-  •  ■  Think  on  me 

That  am  '-j^iih  Phcehut"  Amorous  Pinches  black. 
But  farther.  The  Poets  might  have  wrote  thus, 

-  let  him  but  look  on't. 

So  in  Solomon  s  Song  :    Look  not  upon  me  becaufe  I  am  black,    btcaufe 
the  Sun  hath  look'd  upon  me. 

(6)  A)id  he  brought  &c.]    I  read  and  point  the  latter  Part  of  this 
Speech  thus, 

And  he  hath  brought  a  Letter  from  his  Prifoner, 

IVhether  compelld,   or  •willingly  deliver  d 

From  the  poor  King  :   and  "xhat  elfe  be  itCt 
The  Addition  of  a  Monofyllable  in  the  firft  Line,  and  the  Change  of 
the  Points,  is  required  by  the  Senfe  and  the  Meafure :  The  or  in  thft 
third  got  there  fiom  tlic  Line  above,  and  excluded  the  proper  Mono- 
fyllable. Mr.  Senear d. 

Piiu 
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Pin.  The  true  one, 
To  take  her  too  ;  if  he  be  but  skiird  in  Bat- fowling, 
And  iimc  his  Bufh  right 

Chriji.  V\\  be  hang'd  when  that  hits : 
For  'tis  not  a  compeird  or  forc'd  Affeftion 
That  muft  take  her,  I  guefs  her  ftout  and  virtuous. 
But  where's  your  Uncle,  Sir,  our  valiant  Captain, 
The  brave  Ruy  Bias,  all  this  while  ? 

Pin.  Ay,  marry. 
He  is  amongfl:  'em  too. 

Pfd.  A  Lover? 

Pin.  Nay, 
I  know  not  that,  (7)  but  fure  he  (lands  in  Favour, 
Or  would  (land  (lifly,  he's  no  Portugal  elfe. 

ChriJl,  The  Voice  fays  in  good  favour,  in  the  Lift  too 
Of  the  privy  Wooers;  how  cunningly  of  late 
(I  have  obfcrv'd  him)  and  how  privately 
H'as  (lolcn  at  all  Hours  from  us,  and  how  readily 
H'as  feign'd  a  Bufinefs  to  bid  th'  Fort  farewel 
For  five  or  fix  Days,  or  a  Month  together  ; 
Sure  there  is  fomething 

Pin.  Yes,  yes,  there's  a  thing  in*r, 
A  thing  would  make  the  be(l  on's  all  dance  after  if, 
A  dainty  thing  ;  Lord,  how  this  Uncle  of  mine 
Has  read  to  me,  and  rated  me  for  Wenching, 
And  told  me  in  what  defperate  cafe  'twould  leave  me. 
And  how  'twould  flew  my  Bones ■ 

Ped.  You  car'd  not  for  ir. 

Pin.  rfaich  not  much,  I  ventur'd  on  (lill  eafily, 
And  took  my  Chance,  danger's  a  Soldier's  Honour  j 
But  that  this  Man,  this  Herb  of  Grace,  Rt^  Dias, 
This  Father  of  our  Faculties,  fhould  flip  thus, 
(For  fure  he  is  a  ferreting  -, )  that  he 
That  would  drink  nothing,  to  deprcfs  the  Spirit, 
But  Milk  and  Water,  eat  nothing  but  thin  Air 
To  make  his  Blood  obedient  i  that  his  Youth, 

(7)  •  iut  fmce  he  Jiandi  in  Ta'vour,'\    The  iirft   Folio  read» 

^s  in  the  Text. 

S  a  In 
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In  fpight  of  all  his  Temperance,  Ihould  tickle. 
And  have  a  Love-mange  on  him 

Chrijl.  *Tis  in  him.  Sir, 
But  honourable  CourtHiip,  and  becomes  his  Rank  too. 

Pin.  In  me  it  were  abominable  Leachery, 
Or  would  be  ; 

(8)  For  when  our  Thoughts  are  on't,  and  mifs  their  level. 
We  mud  hit  fomething. 

P£d.  Well,  he's  a  noble  Gentleman, 
Ar  d  if  he  be  a  Suitor,  may  he  fpeed  in*t. 

Pin.  Let  him  alone,  our  Family  ne'er  fail'd  yet. 

Cb)iji.  Our  mad  Lieutenant  flill,  merry  Piniero. 
Thus  wou'd  he  do,  if  the  Surgeon  were  fcarching  of  him. 

Ped.  Efpecially  if  a  warm  Wench  had  (hot  him. 

Pin.  But  hark,  Cbnjlophero  ;  come  hither,  Pedro ; 
When  faw  you  our  brave  Country- man  Arinufia^ 
He  that's  arrivM  here  lately,  and  his  Gallants? 
A  goodly  Fellow,  and  a  brave  Companion 
Methiiiks  he  is,  and  no  doubt  truly  valiant  ; 
For  he  that  dares  come  hither,  dares  fight  any  where. 

Chrijl.  I  faw  him  not  of  late  ;  a  fober  Gentleman 
I'm  lure  he  is,  and  no  doubt  bravely  Sprung, 
And  promifes  much  Noblenefs. 

Pin.  I  love  him, 
And  by  my  Troth  wou'd  fain  be  inward  with  him  ; 
Pray  let's  go  feek  him. 

Ped.  We'll  attend  you.  Sir. 

Pin.  By  that  time  we  Ihall  hear  the  burft  of  Bufinefs. 

\_Exeunt. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  Quifara,  Quifana  and  Panura. 

^ifar.  Aunt,  I  much  thank  you  for  your  Courtefie, 
And  the  fair  Liberty  you  ftill  allow  me. 
Both  of  your  Houfe  and  fervice  :  Though  I  be 
A  Princefs,  and  by  that  Prerogative  Hand  free 
From  the  poor  malice  of  Opinion, 

(8)  Fcr  ix'htn  aur  'Thoughts  are  on't, j  The  turning  up  a  Letter, 

and  the  dafhirg  out  an  Apoftrophe,  fiems  all  that  is  wanting  to  the 
Ccrredtion  of  thi*  PJace. 

Fur  ixhcn  cur  Thought)  are  out,  l^c. 

And 
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And  no  ways  bound  to  render  up  my  Adlions, 
Becaufe  no  Power  above  me  can  examine  me  ; 
Yet  my  dear  Brother  being  ftill  a  Prifoner, 
And  many  wandring  Eyes  upon  my  ways. 
Being  left  alone  a  Sea-mark,  it  behoves  me 
To  ufe  a  little  Caution,  and  be  circumfpt.<5t. 

^ifan.  You're  wife  and  noble,  Lady. 

^ifar.  Often   Aunt 
I  relorc  hither,  and  privately  to  fee  you. 
It  may  be  to  converfe  with  fome  I  favour  ; 
I  wou'd  not  have  it  known  as  oft,  nor  conftru'd. 
It  Hands  not  with  my  care. 

^lifan.  You  fpcak  moft  fairly, 
For  ev'n  our  pure  Devotions  are  examin'd. 

^ifar.  So  mad  are  Mens  Minds  now. 

Ruy.  Or  rather  monflrous  ; 
They're  thick  Dreams  bred  in  Fogs,  that  know  no  fairnefs. 

^ifan.  Madam,  the  Houfe  is  yours,  I'm  yours,  pray 
ufe  me. 
And  at  your  Service,  all  I  have  lies  proftrate  j 
My  care  fhall  ever  be  to  yield  ye  Honour, 
And  when  your  Fame  falls  here,  'tis  my  fault.  Lady  j 
A  poor  and  fimple  Banquet  I've  provided. 
Which  if  you  pleafe  to  honour  with  your  Prefence « 

^ifar.  I  thank  yc  Aunt,  I  Hiail  be  with  you  inftantly, 
A  few  words  with  this  Gentleman. 

^ifan.  V\\  leave  ye. 
And  when  you  pleafe  retire,  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

[^Exeuut  Quifan.  and  Pan. 

^ufar.  Why,  how  now  Captain,  what,  afraid  to  fpeak 
to  me? 
A  Man  of  Arms,  and  daunted  with  a  Lady } 
Commanders  have  the  Power  to  parle  with  Princes. 

Ruy.  Madam,  the  Favours  you  have  ftill  /liowr'd  on  me, 
(Which  are  fo  high  above  my  means  of  Merit, 
So  infinite,  that  nought  can  value  \m 
But  their  own  Goodnefs  ;  no  Eyes  look  up  to  'cm 
But  thofe  that  are  of  equal  Light  and  Luftre,) 
Strike  me  thus  mute:  You  arc  my  royal  Millrefs, 
And  all  my  Services  that  aim  at  Honour, 

S  Z  Take 
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Take  Life  from  you,  the  Saint  of  my  Devotions ; 

Pardon  my  wifh,  it  is  a  fair  Ambition, 

And  well  becomes  the  Man  that  honours  you  ; 

1  wou'd  I  were  of  Worth,  of  fomething  near  you, 

(9)  Of  fuch  a  royal  Piece,  a  King  I  wou'd  be, 

A  mighty  King  that  might  (10)  command  Affedion, 

And  bring  a  Youth  upon  me  might  bewitch  ye. 

And  you  a  fweet-foul'd  Chriftian. 

^ifar.  Now  you  talk.   Sir ; 
You  Porlugals,  though  you  be  rugged  Soldiers, 
Yet  when  you  lift  to  flatter,  you're  plain  Courtiers; 
And  could  you  wifh  me  Chrijliajj,  brave  Ruy  Bias  ? 
Ruy.  At  all  the  danger  of  my  Life,  great  Lady, 

At  all  my  hopes,  at  all 

^ii/ar.  Pray  ye  ftay  a  little ; 
To  what  end  runs  your  wifh  S^ 
Ruy.  O  glorious  Lady, 

That  I  might but  I  dare  not  fpeak. 

^ifar.  I  dare  then  •, 
That  you  might  hope  to  marry  me  ;  nay,  blufh  not. 
An  honourable  end  needs  no  excufe  ; 
And  would  you  love  me  then  ? 
Ruy.  My  Soul  not  dearer. 

^ifar.  Do  fome  brave  thing  that  may  entice  me  that 
way. 
Some  thing  of  fuch  a  meritorious  Goodnefs, 
Of  fuch  an  unmatcht  Noblenefs,  that  I  may  know 
You  have  a  Power  beyond  ours  that  preferves  you. 
'Tis  not  the  Perfon,  nor  the  Royal  Title, 

(9)  0/ fuch  a  ro)'n/ Piece, ]  The  Word  Piece,  though  not 

Noiilenie,  is  neither  very  clear  or  beautiful,  and  as  Price  is  perfeftly 
Ccnforiant  to  the  former  Part  of  the  Sentence,  it  feems  to  bid  very  fair 
for  being  the  true  Reading.  Mr.  Seivard. 

( I  o)   ■  command  Affe£lion, 

^«i  bring  a  Youth  ufon  m:  might  hcn*jitch ye,'\     To   wifh  to   bring  a 
Youth  upon  him  is  an  Expreflion,  I  fancy,  not  eafily  to  be  ex^mpTed. 
To  prelcrve  the  Delicacy,  as  well  as  Propriety  of  the  Sentiment  hcrp 
intended,  I  fufpcft  the  PafTage  once  run  thus, 
—  a  King   I  ^jould  be. 


A  mighty  King  that  might  command  ^ffedion^ 
A  Spring  of  Youth  upon  rne  to  beixjitcb  me^  Sec, 


Nor 
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Nor  Wealth,  nor  Glory,  that  I  Jook  upon, 

That  inward  Man  I  Jove  that's  lin'd  with  Virtue, 

That  well  deferving  Soul  works  out  a  Favour ; 

I've  many  Princes  Suiters,  many  great  ones, 

Yet  above  thefe  1  Jove  you,  you  are  valiant, 

An  adive  Man,  able  to  build  a  Fortune  ; 

I  do  not  fay  I  dote,  nor  mean  to  marry, 

OnJy  the  hope  is,  fomething  may  be  done. 

That  may  compel  my  Faith,  and  ask  my  Freedom. 

And  leave  Opinion  fair. 

Ruy.  Command,  dear  Lady, 
And  let  the  Danger  be  as  deep  as  Hell, 
As  direful  to  attempt 

^ifar.  You  are  too  fudden, 
I  muft  be  rul*d  by  you ;  find  out  a  Fortune, 
"Wifely,  and  handfomeJy,  examine  Time, 
And  court  Occafion  that  flie  may  be  ready  ; 
A  thoufand  ufes  for  your  forward  Spirit 
Ye  may  find  daily,  be  fure  ye  take  a  good  one. 
A  brave  and  worthy  one  that  may  advance  ye  ; 
Forc'd  Smiles  reward  poor  Dangers ;  you're  a  Soldier,  , 
I'd  not  taJk  fo  elfe  ;  and  I  love  a  Soldier, 
And  that  that  fpeaks  him  true,  and  great,  his  Valour  *, 
Yet  for  all  thefe,  which  are  but  Womens  Follies, 
You  may  do  what  you  pleafe,  I  fhall  ftill  know  ye. 
And  though  ye  wear  no  Sword ■ 

Ruy.  Excellent  Lady, 
When  I  grow  fo  cold,  and  difgrace  my  Narion, 
That  from  their  hardy  Nurfes  fuck  Adventures, 
'Twere  fit  1  wore  a  Tombftone  ;  you've  read  to  me 
The  ftory  of  your  Favour,  if  I  miftake  it. 
Or  grow  a  Truant  in  the  ftudy  of  it, 
A  great  corrcdlion,  lady- 

^iifar.  Let's  to  th*  Banquet, 
And  have  fome  merry  talk,  and  then  to  Court, 
Where  I  give  audience  to  my  general  Suitors  j 
Pray  Heav'n  my  Woman's  Wit  hold ;  there  brave  Captain, 
You  may  perchance  meet  fomething  that  may  ftarile  ye ; 
I'll  fay  no  more,  come,  be  not  fad  I  Jove  ye. 

{Eseiint, 
S  4  Enter 
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Enter  Piniero,  Armufia,  Soza,  Chriftophero, 
and  Emanuel. 

Pin.  You're  welcome,  GentJemen,    moft  worthy  wel- 
come. 
And  know  there's  nothing  in  our  Power  may  fcrre  ye. 
But  you  may  freely  challenge. 

Arfn.  Sir,  we  thank  ye. 
And  refl:  your  Servants  too. 

Pin.  Y'  are  worthy  Porfugals, 
You  fhcw  the  Bravery  of  your  Minds  and  Spirits, 
The  Nature  of  our  Country  too,  that  brings  forth 
Stirring,  unwearied  Souls  to  feek  Adventures, 
Minds  never  fatisfied  with  fearch  of  Honour: 
Where  time  is,  and  the  Sun  gives  light,  brave  Countrymen, 
Our  Names  are  known,  new  Worlds  difclofe  their  Riches, 
Their  Beauties,  and  their  Prides  to  our  Embraces, 
And  we  the  firft  of  Nations  find  thefe  Wonders. 

y//;;;.    Thefe  noble  Thoughts,    Sir,    have   intic'd  us 
forward. 
And  Minds  unapt  for  eafe,  to  kc  thefe  Miracles, 
In  which  we  find  Report  a  poor  Relater  ; 
We  are  arriv'd  among  the  blelfed  Jflands, 
Wherfe  every  Wind  that  rifes  blows  Perfumes, 
And  every  breach  of  Air  is  like  an  Incenfe  : 
The  treafure  of  the  Sun  dwells  here,  each  Tree 
As  if  it  envied  the  old  Paradife, 
Strives  to  bring  forth  immortal  Fruit ;  the  Spices 
Renewing  Nature,  though  not  deifying  ; 
And  when  that  falls  by  time,  fcorning  the  Earth, 
The  fallen  Earth  fhould  taint,  or  fuck  their  Beauties, 
P)Ut  as  we  dreamt,  for  ever  fo  preferve  us : 
Nothing  we  fee,  but  breeds  an  Admiration  i 
The  very  Rivers,  as  we  float  along. 
Throw  up  their  Pearls,  and  curl  their  Heads  to  court  us  ; 
The  Bowels  of  the  Earth  fwell  with  the  Births 
Of  thoufand  unknown  Gems,  and  thoufand  Riches ; 
Nothing  that  bears  a  Life,  but  brings  a  Treafure; 
The  People  they  fhew  brave  too,  civil  manner*d, 
Proportion'd  like  the  Maftcrs  of  great  Minds ; 

The 
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The  Women,  which  I  wonder  at— — 

Pin.  Ye  fpeak  well. 

Arm.  Of  delicate  Afpcfts,  fair,  clearly  beauteous. 
And  to  that  Admiration,  fweet  and  courteous. 

Pin.  And  is  not  that  a  good  thing  ?  Brave  Armufia^ 
You  never  faw  the  Court  before  ? 

Arm.  No  certain, 
But  that  I  fee  a  wonder  too,  all  excellent. 
The  Government  exadl 

Chrift.  Ye  (hall  fee  anon. 
That  that  will  mukf;  ye  ftart  indeed,  fuch  Beauties, 
Such  Riches,  and  Auh  Form 

Enter  Bakani,  Syana,  and  Governor. 

Soza.  We're  Fire  already  ; 
The  wealthy  Magazine  of  Nature  fure 
Inhabits  here. 

Arm.  Thefe  fure  are  all  Iflanders. 

Pin.  Yes,  and  great  Princes  too,  and  lufty  Lovers. 

Arm.    They're  goodly  Perfons ;    what  might  he  be, 
Signior, 
That  bears  fo  proud  a  State  } 

Pin.  The  King  of  Bakam^ 
A  Fellow  that  farts  Terror. 

Eman.  He  looks  highly, 
Sure  he  was  begot  o'th'  top  of  a  Steeple. 

Chrift.  It  may  well  be, 
For  you  fhall  hear  him  ring  anon. 

Pin.  That's  Syana.^ 
And  a  brave  tempered  Fellow,  and  more  valiant. 

Soxa.  What  rugged  Face  is  that  ? 

Pin.   That's  the  great  Governor, 
The  Man  furpriz'd  our  Friend,  I  told  ye  of  him. 

Arm.  'Has  dangerous  Eyes. 

Pin.  A  perilous  Thief,  and  fubtle. 

Chriji.  And  to  that  fubtilty  a  Heart  of  Iron. 

Pin.  Yet  the  young  Lady  makes  it  melt. 

Arm.  They  ftart  all. 
And  thunder  in  the  Eyes.  ,' 

Bah, 
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Bak.  Away  ye  poor  ones. 
Am  I  in  competition  with  fuch  Bubbles  ? 
My  Virtue,  and  my  Name  rank*d  with  fuch  Trifles? 

Sya.  Ye  fpeak  loud. 

Bak.  Young  Man,  I  will  yet  fpeak  louder ; 
Can  any  Man  but  I  deferve  her  Favour, 
You  petty  Princes? 

Pin.  He  will  put  'em  all  in*s  Pocket. 

Sya.  Thou  proud  mad  thing,  be  not  fo  full  of  Glory, 
So  full  of  Vanity. 

Bak,  How  1  contemn  thee. 
And  that  Fort-keeping  Fellow  ?  i 

Pin.  How  the  Dog  looks. 
The  bandog  Governor. 

Gov.  Ha,  Why  ? 

Bak.  Away,  thing. 
And  keep  your  Rank  with  thofe  that  fit  your  Royalty  ; 
(11)  Call  out  the  Princefs. 

Gov.  Doft  thou  know  me.   Bladder., 
Thou  infolent  Impoftume  ? 

Bak.  I  defpife  thee. 

Gov.  Art  thou  acquainted  with  my  Nature,  Baby? 
With  my  revenge  for  Injuries  ?  Dar'ft  thou  hold  me 
So  far  behind  thy  file,  I  cannot  reach  thee  ? 
What  canft  thou  merit  ? 

Bak.  Merit?  Pra  above  it; 
I'm  equal  with  all  Honours,  all  Atchievements, 
And  what  is  great  and  worthy  ;  the  beft  Doer 
I  keep  at  my  command.  Fortune's  my  Servant ; 
'Tis  in  my  Power  now  to  defpife  fuch  Wretches, 
To  look  upon  ye  flightly,  and  ncgleft  ye ; 
And  but  Ihe  deigns  at  fome  hours  to  remember  ye. 
And  People  have  beftowed  fome  Titles  on  ye, 
I  fhould  forget  your  Names • 

(11)  Call  out  the  Princefs.']  'Tis  poffible  this  Place  may  (eem-  i'n« 
tire  in  the  Judgment  of  my  Readers,  and  fo  any  Correftion  or  At- 
tempt towards  one  needlefs ;  yet,  I  own,  I  don't  think  fo,  but  imagine 
the  Line  once  run  thus. 

Cull  out  the  Princefs. 
i.  e.  Do  you  pick  out  the  Princefs  to  difgrace  her  with  the  Lbvc  of  a 
Perfon  fo  t^^ty  wiy  unv/orthy  of  her  as  you  are  ? 

Sja, 
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Sya.  Mercy  of  me; 
What  a  blown  Fool  has  felf-A flection 
Made  of  this  Fellow  ?  Did  not  th'  Queen  your  Mother 
Long  for  Bellows,  and  Bagpipes,whcn  ihe  was  great  with  ye. 
She  brought  forth  fuch  a  windy  Birth  ? 

Gov.  * Tis  ten  to  one 
She  eat  a  Drum,  and  was  deliver'd  (12)  of  Alarum  ; 
(13)  OrelfehewasfwadledinanoIdSail  whcnhewasyoung. 

Sya.  Hefwcllstoo  mainly  with  his  Meditations; 
Faith,  talk  a  little  handfomer,  ride  foftly 
That  we  may  be  able  to  hold  way  with  ye. 
We're  Princes, 

But  thofe  are  but  poor  things  to  you  j  talk  wifer, 
'Twill  well  become  your  Mightinefs ;  talk  iefs. 
That  Men  may  think  ye  can  do  more. 

Gov.  Talk  Truth, 
That  Men  may  think  ye're  honed,  and  believe  ye. 
Or  talk  your  felf  afleep,  for  I'm  weary  of  you. 
Bak.  Why  ?  I  can  talk  and  do— -— 
Gov.  That  would  do  excellent. 
Bak.  And  tell  you,  only  I  deferve  the  Princef^, 
And  make  good  only  I,  if  you  dare,  you  Sir, 
Or  you,  Syana^s  Prince. 

Pin.  Here's  a  Storm  toward, 
Methinks  it  fings  already  ;  to  him.  Governor. 

Gov.  Here  lies  my  Proof.  [^Draw. 

Sya.  And  mine. 
Gov.  ril  be  fliort  with  ye. 
For  thefe  long  Arguments  I  was  ne'er  good  at. 
Pin.  How  white  the  Boaller  looks  .'' 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  Quifara,  Quifana,  and  Panura. 

j^rm.  I  fee  he  lacks  Faith. 

Ruy.  For  Ihame  forbear,  great  Princes,  rule  your  Angers, 
You  violate  the  Freedom  of  this  Place, 

(12)  >■ «/"  Alarum  ;  ]    The  Word  Alarum ,  from  the 

Italian  al  Arme  or  to  Arjns,  is  often  v/toie  Larum,  and  evidently  ought 
to  be  fo  here.  Mr.  Seivarci. 

(13)  Or  elfe ]     5>«/ia.lhould  begin  here,  and  too  in  the 

fectnd  Line  fliould  hz  fo.  Mr.  Seward. 

The 
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The  State  and  Royalty 

Gov.  He's  well  contented 
It  feems,  and  fo  Tve  done. 

Arm.  Is  this  fhe,  Signior  ? 

Pin.  This  is  the  Princefs,  Sir. 

Arm.  She's  fvvcet  and  goodly. 
An  admirable  Form,  they've  caufe  to  juftle. 

^ifar.  Ye  wrong  me  and  my  Court,  ye  froward  Princes  i 
Comes  your  Love  wrapt  in  Violence  to  feck  us  ? 
Is't  fit,  though  you  be  great,  my  Prefence  fhould  be 
Stain'd,  and  polluted  with  your  bloody  Rages  ? 
My  Privacies  affrighted  with  your  Swords  ? 
He  that  loves  me,  loves  my  command  ;  be  temper'd. 
Or  be  no  more  what  ye  profefs,  my  Servants. 

Ofnnes.  We're  calm  as  Peace. 

Arm.   What  a  Command  fhe  carries  ? 
And  what  a  fparkling  Majcfty  flies  from  her? 

^ifar.  Is  it  ye  love  to  do  ?  Ye  fhall  find  danger. 
And  danger  that  fhall  ftart  your  Refolutions, 
Bjt  not  this  way  ;  'tis  not  contention,  who  loves 
Me  to  my  Face  beft,  or  who  can  flatter  mod, 
Can  carry  me  ;  he  that  deferves  my  Favour, 
And  will  enjoy  what  I  bring.  Love  and  Majefty, 
Mull  win  me  with  his  worth,  mufl:  travel  for  me, 
Muft  put  his  hafty  Rage  ofl^,  and  put  on 
A  well  confirm'd,  temperate,  and  true  Valour, 

Omnes.  But  fliew  the  way. 

^lifar.  I  will,  and  then  fhew  you 
A  will  to  tread  the  way,  1*11  fay  ye  are  worthy. 

Pin.  What  Task  now  will  (he  turn  *em  to  ?  Thefc  hot 
Youihs 
I  fear  will  find  a  cooling  Card ;  I  read  i'  her  Eyes 
Something  that  has  fome  fwing  mu'l  fly  amongft  *em  -, 
By  th's  Hand  I  love  her  a  little  now. 

^lifar.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you 
I  had  a  royal  Brother,  cho*  now  miferable, 
And  Prifoncr  to  that  Man  ;  if  I  were  Ambitious, 
Gap'd  for  that  Glory  was  ne'er  born  with  me. 
There  he  fhould  lie,  his  Miferies  upon  him  i 
If  I  were  covetous,  and  my  Heart  fet 

Oa 
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On  Riches,  and  thofe  bafe  Effeds  that  follow 

On  Pleafures  uncontroul'd,  or  fafe  Revenges, 

There  he  fliould  die,  his  Death  will  give  me  all  thefe; 

For  then  flood  I  up  abfolute  to  do  all  ; 

Yet  all  thefc  flattering  fhews  of  Dignity, 

Thofe  golden  dreams  of  Greatnefs  cannot  force  me 

To  forget  Nature  and  my  fair  affedlion. 

Therefore  that  Man  that  would  be  known  my  Lover, 

Muftbc  known  his  Redeemer,  and  muft  bring  him 

Either  alive  or  dead  to  my  Embraces, 

(For  e'en  his  Bones  I  fcorn  fliall  feel  fuch  Slavery,) 

Or  fcek  another  Miftrefs  •,  'twill  be  hard 

To  do  this,  wondrous  hard,  a  great  Adventure, 

Fit  for  a  Spirit  of  an  equal  Greatnefs  i 

But  being  done,  th'  Reward  is  worthy  of  it. 

Chrijl.  How  they  ftand  gaping  all  ? 

^ifar.  Ruy  Dias  cold  ? 
Not  fly  like  Fire  into  it  ?  May  be  you  doubt  me; 
He  that  fliall  do  this  (14)  is  my  Husband  Prince, 
By  the  bright  Heav*ns  he  is,  by  whofe  juftice 
I  openly  proclaim  it ;  if  I  lie. 
Or  fcek  to  fet  you  on  with  fubtilty. 
Let  that  meet  with  me,  and  reward  my  Falfliood. 
No  ftirring  yet,  no  dart  into  a  bravery  ? 

Ruy.  Madam,  h  may  be,  but  being  a  main  danger. 
Your  Grace  mufl:  give  me  leave  to  look  about  me. 
And  take  a  little  time,  the  Caufe  will  ask  it. 
Great  A6ts  require  great  Counfels. 

^ifar.  Take  your  Pleafure  ; 
I  fear  the  Portugal.  [_Jfide. 

Bak.  V\\  raife  an  Army 
That  fliall  (15)  bring  back  his  Ifland,  Fort  and  all, 
And  fix  it  here. 

Gov.  How  long  will  this  be  doing? 

(H)  — Is  piy  Husband  P,  hire. '\  Puy  D/aj  appears  only  to  have  been 
the  Gf  neral  of  the  Portugah  not  a  Prince ;  this  Speech  therefore  is 
made  to  all  the  Suitors,  and  fliuuid  run 

h  my  Husband,  Princes  Mr.  Seiuard. 

•    i'  5^  'T'i'i"^  t'^'i  '^'*  ^'"'^' 3     The  Reading  in  the  Text 

IS  from  the  Folio  of  1647. 

You 
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You  fliould  have  begun  in  your  Grandfather's  Days. 

Sya.  What  may  be. 
And  what  my  Power  can  promife,  noblcft  Lady— - 
My  Will  I'm  fure  (lands  fair. 

^ifar.  Fair  be  your  Fortune, 
Few  Promifes  are  beft,  and  fair  Performance. 

Gov.  Thefe  cannot  do,  their  Power  and  Arts  are  weak 
ones. 
'Tis  in  my  Will,  I  have  this  King  your  Brother, 
He  is  my  Prifoner,  I  accept  your  Proffer, 
And  blefs  the  fair  Occafion  that  atchiev'd  him : 
I  love  ye,  and  1  honour  ye  ;  but  fpeak. 
Whether  alive  or  dead  he  fhali  be  rendred. 
And  fee  how  readily,  how  in  an  inftant. 
Quick  as  your  Wifhes,  Lady 

9luifar.  No,  I  fcorn  ye, 
You  and  your  Courtefie  ;  I  hate  your  Love,  Sir ; 
And  e'er  I  would  fo  bafely  win  his  Liberty, 
Pd  ftudy  to  forget  he  was  my  Brother  ; 
By  force  he  was  ta'en  j  he  that  fhall  enjoy  me. 
Shall  fetch  him  back  by  force,  or  never  know  me. 

Pin.  As  I  live,  a  rare  Wench. 

Arm.  She  has  a  noble  Sprite.  Gov.  By  force  ?  S^ifar.  Yes 
Sir, 
By  force,  and  make  you  glad  to  let  him  go  too. 

Gov.  How  ?  You  may  look  nobler  on  me 
And  think  me  no  fuch  Boy ;  by  force  he  muft  not. 
For  your  Love  much  may  be. 

^iifar.   Put  up  your  Pafiion, 
And  pack  ye  home;  I  fay,  by  Force,  and  fuddenly, 
He  lies  there  till  he  rots  clfe  :  though  I  love  him 
Moft  tenderly  and  dearly,  as  a  Brother, 
And  out  of  thefc  refpcds  would  joy  to  fee  him ; 
Yet  to  receive  him  as  thy  Courtefie, 
With  all  the  Honour  thou  couldft  add  unto  him 
From  his  Hands  that  moft  hates  him,  I  had  rather, 
(Though  no  condition  were  propounded  for  him,) 
See  him  far  funk  i'th'  Earth,  and  there  forget  him. 

Pin.  Your  hopes  are  gelt,  good  Governor. 

Arm,  A  rare  Woman, 

Gov. 
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Gov.  Lady, 
ril  pull  this  Pride,  I'll  quench  this  Bravery, 
And  turn  your  glorious  fcorn  to  tears  and  howlings ; 
I  will,  proud  Princefs ;  this  negleft  of  me 
Shall  make  thy  brother  King  moft  miferable ; 
Shall  turn  him  into  Curfes  'gainft  thy  Cruelty : 
For  where  before  I  us*d  him  like  a  King, 
And  did  thofe  Royal  Offices  unto  him  : 
Now  he  fhall  lie  a  fad  lump  in  a  Dungeon, 
Loaden  with  Chains  and  Fetters ;  Cold  and  Hunger, 
Darknefs,  and  lingring  Death  for  his  Companions; 
And  let  me  fee  who  dare  attempt  his  Refcue, 
What  defp'rate  Fool  ?  Look  towVd  it ;  fare  ye  well. 
And  when  thou  kno\v*ft  him  thus,  lament  thy  Follies, 
Nay,  I  will  make  thee  kneel  to  take  my  Offer : 
Once  more  farewcl,  and  put  thy  truft  in  Puppits.    [£a7/. 

^ifar.  If  none  dare  undertakc't,  1*11  live  a  Mourner. 

Bak,  You  cannot  want. 

Sya.  You  mult  not. 

Ruy.  *Tis  molt  dangerous. 
And  wife  Men  wou'd  proceed  with  Care  and  Counfel; 
Yet  fome  way  would  1  knew— — 
Walk  with  me,  Gentlemen  [Exeu/it. 

Manent,  Armulia,  and  his  Companions. 

Arm.  How  do  you  like  her  Spirit  ? 

Soza.    *Tis  a  clear  one, 
Clog'd  with  no  dirty  ffuff,  fhe's  all  pure  Honour. 

Ema.  The  bravcft  Wench  I  ever  look'd  upon. 
And  of  the  ftrongeft  parts  -,  flie  is  moft  fair. 
Yet  her  Mind  fuch  a  Mirrour 

Arm.  What  an  A(5lion 
( 1 6)  Wou'd  this  be  to  put  forward  one,  what  Glory, 
And  what  an  everlafting  Wealth  to  end  it? 
Methinks  my  Soul  is  ftrangely  rais'd. 

Soza.  To  ftep  into't, 
Juft  while  they  think,  and  e'er  they  have  determln'd, 
To  bring  th'  King  off. 

(i6)  Wou'd  this  ht  to  put/(iri'jardon,—~'\    So  read  the  other  Edi- 
lions.    The  Text  is  the  Lcftion  of  the  lirft  folio  Copy. 

Arm. 
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Arm.  Things  have  been  done  as  dangerous. 

Ema.  And  profper'd  beft,  when  they  were  Jeaft  con- 
fider'd. 

Arm.  Blefs  me  my  hopes,  and  you  my  Friends  afllft 
Me.   None  but  our  Companions—    Soza.    You  deal 

wifely, 
And  if  we  (brink,  the  name  of  Slaves  die  with  us. 

Ema,  Stay  not  for  fccond  Thoughts. 
'    Arm.  I  am  determined  ; 
And  though  I  lofe,  *t  (hall  be  fung,  I  was  valiant, 
And  my  brave  Offer  fhall  be  turn'd  to  Story, 
Worthy  the  Princcfs  Tongue.     A  Boat,  that's  all 
That's  unprovided,  and  Habits  like  to  Merchants, 
The  reft  we'll  counfel  as  we  go. 

Soza.  Away  then, 
Fortune  looks  fair  on  thofe,  make  hafte  to  win  her. 

\Exeunt, 


A  C  T    II.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Keeper,  and  two  or  three  Moors. 

Keep.  T  Have  kept  many  a  Man,  and  many  a  great  one, 

A  Yet  I  confefs,  I  never  faw  before 
A  Man  of  fuch  a  fufferance  ;  he  lies  now 
Where  I'd  not  lay  my  Dog,  (for  fure  'twould  kill  him,) 
Where  neither  light  or  comfort  can  come  near  him. 
Nor  Air,  nor  Earth  that's  wholfome  ;  it  grieves  me 
To  fee  a  mighty  King  with  all  his  Glory, 
Sunk  o'th'  fuddcn  co  the  bottom  of  a  Dungeon. 
Whither  fhould  we  defcend  that  are  poor  Rafcals, 
If  we  had  our  Deferts  ? 

I  Moor.  *Tis  a  ftrange  wonder  ; 
Load  him  with  Irons,  opprefs  him  with  Contempts, 
(Which  are  the  Governor's  commands,)  give  him  nothing. 
Or  fo  little,  to  fuftain  Life,  'tis  next  nothing. 
They  ftir  not  him  ;  he  fmiles  upon  his  Miferies, 
And  bears  *em  with  fuch  ftrength,  as  if  his  Nature 
Had  been  nurs'd  up,  and  fofter'd  with  Calamities. 

2  Moor, 
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2  Moor.  He  gives  no  ill  words,  curfes,  nor  repines  not> 
Blames  nothing,  hopes  in  nothing,  we  can  hear  of  j 
And  in  the  midft  of  all  thefe  frights,  fears  nothing. 

Keep.  I'll  be  fworn 
He  fears  not;  for  e'en  when  I  fhake  for  him, 
fAs  many  times  my  Pity  will  compel  me,) 
When  other  Souls,  that  bear  not  half  his  Burthen, 
Shrink  in  their  Powers,  and  burft  with  their  Oppreflions ; 
Then  will  he  fing,  wooe  his  Afflidions,  and 
Court  *em  in  fad  Airs,  as  if  he  wou*d  wed  *em. 

1  Moor.  That's  more  than  we  have  heard  yet,  we  are  only 
Appointed  for  his  Guard,  but  not  fo  near  him  i 

If  we  could  hear  that  wonder— 

Keep.  Many  times 
I  fear  the  Governor  Ihould  come  to  know  it ; 
For  his  Voice  fo  affefls  me,  fo  delights  me, 
That  when  I  find  his  hour,  I've  Mufick  ready. 
And  it  ftirs  me  infinitely  ;  be  but  ftill  and  private. 
And  you  may  chance  to  hear. 

[{King  appears  loaden  with  Chains  ^   his  Head  and 
Arms  only  above. 

2  Moor.  We  will  not  ftir.  Sir; 

This  is  a  fudden  change,  but  who  dares  blame  it. 

Keep.  Now  hark  and  melt,  for  I  am  fure  I  Ihall ;     '^ ' 
Stand  filcnt;  what  a  ftubborn  weight  of  Chains- 

1  Moor.  Yet  he  looks  temperately. 

2  Moor.  His  Eyes  not  funk,  and  his  Complexion  firm  ftillj 
No  wildncfs,  no  diftemper'd  touch  upon  him; 

How  conrtantly  he  fmiles,  and  how  undaunted? 
With  what  a  Majefty  he  heaves  his  Head  up  ?      [Mufick. 
Keep.  Now  mark,  I  know  he'll  fing ;  do  not  difturb 
him.  [Sir, 

Your  allowance  from  the  Governor,  wou'd  it  were  more. 
Or  in  my  power  to  make  it  handfomer. 

King.  (17)  Do  not  tranfgrcfs  thy  charge,   I  take  his 
Bounty, 
And  Fortune,  whilft  I  bear  a  Mind  contented. 

Not 

(17)  Do  not  tranfgre/s  thy  charge,   I  take  his  Bounty, 

And  Fortune,  ixjhiljl  I  tear —^^  The  Senfc  here  is  fomewhat  ob- 

fcure;  nuhilft  I  bear  a  Mind  iontented,    I  take  iviUingh  the   Bounty 

Vo  L.  Vni.  T  and 
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Not  leaven'd  with  the  Glory  I  am  fall*n  from, 
Kor  hang  upon  vain  hope?,  that  may  corrupt  me. 

Enter   Governor. 

Gov.  Thou  art  my  Slave,  and  I  appear  above  thcc. 

Keep.  The  Governor  himfclf. 

Gov.  What,  at  your  Banquet? 
And  in  fuch  State,  and  with  luch  change  of  Service  ? 

King.  Nature's  no  Glutton,  Sir,  a  little  ferves  her. 

Gov.  This  Diet's  wholfome  then? 

Kwg.  I  beg  no  better. 

Gov.  A  calm  contented  Mind,  give  him  lefs  next ; 
Thefe  full  Meals  will  opprefs  his  Health,  his  Grace 
Is  of  a  tender  and  pure  Conftitution, 
And  fuch  Repletions 

Kw^.  Mock,  mock,  *t  moves  not  me.  Sir, 
Thy  Mirths,  as  do  thy  Mifchiefs,  fly  behind  me. 

Gov.  Ye  carry't  handfomely ;  but  tell  me,  Patience, 
Do  not  you  curfe  the  brave  and  royal  Lady, 
Your  gracious  Sifter?  don't  you  damn  her  Pity, 
Damn  twenty  times  a  Day,  and  damn  it  ferioufly  ? 
Do  not  you  fwear  aloud  too,  cry  and  kick  ? 
The  very  Soul  fweat  in  thee  with  the  Agony 
Of  her  Contempt  of  me?  Couldft:  not  thou  eat  her 
For  being  fo  injurious  to  thy  Fortune, 
Thy  fair  and  happy  Fortune?  Couldft  not  thou  wifli  her 
A  Baftard,  or  a  Whore,  Fame  might  proclaim  her. 
Black  ugly  Fame,  or  that  thou'dft  had  no  Sifter? 
Spitting  the  general  Name  out,  and  the  Nature; 
Blafpheming  Heav'n  for  making  fuch  a  mifchief ; 
For  giving  Power  to  Pride,  and  Will  to  Woman? 

aid  Fortune  luhich  he  be;}az<:s  on  ?i:c ;  but  probably  a  fmall  Omiflion 
has  depriv'd  us  ot  a  more  noble  Senfe.  I  read  hh  Bounty  and  Fortune's. 
The  Meaning  then  will  be  ;  lubilf.  I  bear  a  Mind  contented,  I.  take 
thii  poor  Allowance  as  a  Bounty  bath  from  him  and  Fortune,  and  re- 
ceive it  with  I'lCafare,  and  not  Regret.  Mr,  Seiuard. 

My  Opinion  at  firit  reading,   and  which   I  have  not  yet  altered, 
was,  that  tiie  h.-H  Line  ihould  be  pointed  thus, 

Z)^  not  tranl'^rrfs  try  Charge,   I  take  his  Bounty. 
A",  to  the  reft  'tis  only  an  imperftflc  Speech,  interrupted  by  the  Go- 
vernor's coniing  beiore  he  had  fir.ilh'd  i;. 

King. 
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King.  No,  Tyrant,  no,  1  blefs  and  love  her  for  itj 
And  though  her  fcorn  of  thee,  had  laid  up  for  mc 
As  many  Plagues  as  the  corrupted  Air  breeds. 
As  many  Mifchiefs  as  the  Hours  have  Minutes, 
As  many  forms  of  Death,  as  Doubt  can  figuYe  ; 
( 1 8)  Yet  I  fhould  love  her  more  ftill,  and  more  honour  her 
All  thou  can'ft  lay  upon  me,  cannot  bend  me, 
No,  not  the  ftroke  of  Death,  that  I  defpife  too  ; 
For  if  Fear  could  pofTcfs  me,  thou  hadfl:  won  me : 
As  little  from  this  hour  I  prize  thy  Flatteries, 
And  Ms  than  thofe  thy  Prayers,    though  thou  would'ft 

kneel  to  me ; 
And  if  (he  be  not  Miftrcfs  of  this  Nature, 
She's  none  of  mine,  no  kin,  and  I  contemn  her. 

Gov.  Are  you  fo  valiant,  Sir? 

King.  Yes,  and  fo  fortunate  i 
For  he  that  holds  his  Conftancy,  flill  conquers ; 
Hadfl:  thou  prefervM  me  as  a  noble  Enemy, 
And  as  at  firft,  made  my  Reftraint  feem  to  me 
But  only  as  the  fhadovv  of  Captivity, 
1  had  dill  fpoke  thee  noble,  ftill  declar'd  thee 
A  valiant,  great,  and  worthy  Man,  ftill  lov'd  thee, 
And  ftill  preferrM  thy  fair  Love  to  my  Sifter  ; 
But  to  compel  this  from  me  with  a  Mifery, 
A  moft  inhumane,  and  unhandfome  Slavery 

Gov.  You  will  relent  for  all  this  talk,  I  fear  not, 
And  put  your  Wits  a-work  again. 

King.  You're  cozen'd ; 
Or  if  I  were  fo  weak  to  be  wrought  to  it. 
So  fearful  to  give  way  to  fo  much  Poverty, 
How  I  Hiould  curfe  her  Heart,  if  ftie  confented  ? 

Gov.  You  ftiall  write,   and  entreat,  or 

King.  Do  thy  utmoft. 
And  e'en  in  all  thy  Tortures  I'll  laugh  at  thee. 
I'll  think  thee  no  more  valiant,  but  a  Villain  ; 
Nothing  thou  haft  done  brave,  but  like  a  Thief, 
Atchiev'd  by  craft,  and  kept  by  cruelty  j 

(18)   Tet  I  Jhould  /ovehcr  more-—^']     All  the  Books  but  the  old 
Folio  leave  out  her, 

T  a  Nothing 
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Nothing  thou  canft  deferve,  thou  art  unhoneft  ; 
Nor  no  way  live  to  build  a  Name,  thou*rt  Barbarous. 

Gov.  Down  with  him  low  enough,  there  let  him  Murmur, 
And  fee  his  Diet  be  fo  light  and  little, 
He  grow  not  thus  high-hearted  on't;  1*11  cool  ye. 
And  make  ye  cry  for  mercy,  and  be  ready 
To  work  my  endsj-and  willingly,  and  your  Sifter  ta'en  down. 
Your  fcornful,  cruel  Sifter,  fhall  repent  too. 
And  fue  to  me  for  Grace.    Give  him  no  liberty. 
But  let  his  Bands  be  doubled,  his  Eafe  leflened ; 
Nothing  his  Heart  defires,  but  vex  and  torture  him : 
Let  him  not  fleep,  nothing  that*s  dear  to  Nature 
Let  him  enjoy,  yet  take  heed  that  he  die  not ; 
Keep  him  as  near  Death,  and  as  willing  to  embrace  it. 
But  fee  h* arrive  not  at  it;  I  will  humble  him. 
And  her  ftout  Heart  that  ftands  on  fuch  Defiance ; 
And  let  me  fee  her  Champions  that  dare  venture 
Her  high  and  mighty  wooers ;  keep  your  Guards  clofe, 
And  as  you  love  your  Lives  be  diligent, 
And  what  I  charge,  obferve. 

Omnes.  We  ftiall  be  Dutiful. 

Gov.  I'll  pull  your  Courage  King,  and  all  your  Bravery. 

[_Exit  Governor. 

1  Moor.  Moft  certain  he's  refolv'd,  nothing  can  ftir  him ; 
For  if  he  had  but  any  part  about  him 

Gave  way  to  Fear  or  Hope,  he  durft  not  talk  thus. 
And  do  thus  ftoutly  too;  as  willingly. 
And  quietly  he  funk  down  to  his  Sorrows, 
(19)  As  fome  Men  to  their  fleeps. 

Keep.  Yes,  and  deeps  with  *em, 
(So  little  he  regards  them,  there's  the  wonder,) 
And  often  foundly  fleeps  ;  wou'd  I  durft  pity  him. 
Or  wou'd  'twere  in  my  Will — but  we  are  Servants, 
And  tied  unto  command. 

2  Moor.  1  wifh  him  better. 

But  much  I  fear  h'as  found  his  Tomb  already  > 
We  muft  obferve  our  Guards. 

'    {\q)  ^s  Men  do  to  their  Jletps^     Dt  makes  no  part  of  this  Line 
in  ihe  Cep/  of  1647. 

I  Mc9r 
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1  Moor,  He  cannot  laft  long, 
And  when  he's  dead,  he*s  ^rt^. 

Keep.  That's  the  moft  cruelty. 
That  we  muft  keep  him  living. 

2  Moor.  That's  as  he  pleafe ; 

For  that  Man  that  refolves,  needs  no  Phyfician,     {^Exeunt, 

Enter  Armufia,    Soza,  and  Emanuel  like  MerchantSy 
arm*d  underneath. 

jirm.  Our  profperous  Paflage  was  an  Omen  to  us, 
A  lucky  and  fair  Omen. 

Omnes.  We  believe  it. 

jirm.  The  Sea  and  Wind  ftrove  who  fliould  moft  be- 
friend us, 
And  as  they  favour'd  our  defign,  and  lov'd  us. 
So  lead  us  forth — Where  lies  the  Boat  that  brought  us  ? 

Scz.  Sih  lodg'd  within  the  Reeds,  clofe  by  the  Caftle, 
That  no  Eye  can  fufpeft,  nor  thought  come  near  it. 

E?n.  But  where  ha'  you  been,  brave  Sir  ? 

j^rm.  I've  broke  tiic  Ice,  Boys, 
I  have  begun  the  Game,  fair  Fortune  guide  it ; 
Sufpe^tlefs  have  I  travell'd  all  the  Town  through, 
And  in  this  Merchant's  (liape  won  much  Acquaintance, 
Survey'd  each  ftrength  and  place  that  may  befriend  us, 
View'd  all  his  Magazines,  got  perfedt  knowledge 
Of  where  the  Prifon  is,  and  what  Power  guards  it. 

Soz.  Thefe  will  be  ftrong  Attempts. 

Arm.  Courage  is  ftrong  \ 
What  we  begun  with  Policy,  my  dear  Friends, 
Let's  end  with  manly  force ;  there's  no  retiring, 
Unlefs  it  be  with  ftiame. 

Em.  Shame's  his  that  hopes  it. 

Arm.  Better  a  few,  and  clearer  Fame  will  follow  us 
However,  lofe  or  win,  and  fpeak  our  Memories, 
(20)  Than  if  we  led  our  Armies ;  things  done  thus. 
And  of  this  noble  weight,  will  ftile  us  Worthies. 

(20)  Than  if  ive  led  owx  Armies ; ]  As  thefe  are  private  Ad- 
venturers, not  Generals  of  Armies,  our  feems  a  flattening  Expletive, 
and  was  probably  a  Miftake  for  o'er,  they  having  crofi'd  the  Sea. 

Mr.  Seiianl. 

T  3  te. 
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Soz.  Diredl,  and  we  have  done,  bring  us  to  execute, 
And  if  we  flinch,   or  fail—r — 

yfr;«.  I'm  fure  ye  dare  nor. 
Then  farther  know,  and  let  no  Ear  be  near  us 
That  may  be  falfc 

Em.  Speak  boldly  on,  we're  honefti 
Our  Lives  and  Fortunes  yours. 

y^rtfi.  Hard  by  the  place  then 
Where  all  his  Treafure  lies,  his  Arms,  his  Women, 
Clofe  by  the  Prifon  too  where  he  keeps  the  King, 
I've  hir'd  a  lodging,  as  a  Trading  Merchant, 
A  cellar  to  that  too,  to  ftow  my  Wares  in. 
The  very  Wall  of  which  joins  to  his  Store-houfe. 

Soz.  What  of  all  this? 

jfrm.  Y'are  dull,  if  y' apprehend  not; 
Into  that  Cellar,  elecfled  Friends,   I've  convey'd. 
And  unfufpeifled  too,  that  that  will  do  it; 
That  that  will  make  all  fhake,  and  fmoak  too. 

£??!.  Ha! 

^rm.  My  Thoughts  have  not  been  idle,  nor  my  practice ; 
The  Fire  I  brought  here  with  me  fhall  do  fomething. 
Shall  burft  into  material  Flames,  and  bright  ones, 
That  all  the  Ifland  (hall  (land  wondring  at  it. 
As  ii  they  had  been  ftricken  with  a  Comet; 
Powder  is  ready,  and  enough,  to  work  it. 
The  Match  is  left  a-fire,  all  hulht,  and  lockt  clofe. 
No  Man  fufpefting  what  I  am  but  Merchant: 
An  hour  hence,  my  brave  Friends,  look  for  the  fury, 
The  Fire  to  light  us  to  our  honour'd  purpofe. 
For  by  that  time  'tv/ill  take. 

Scz.  What  are  our  Duties? 

y/r;«.  When  all  are  full  of  fear  and  friglit,  the  Governor 
Out  of  his  Wits,  to  fee  th'  Flames  fo  imperious. 
Ready  to  turn  to  A  Hies  all  he  worfhips. 
And  all  the  People  there  to  flop  thefe  Ruins, 
No  Man  regarding  any  private  Office; 
Then  flie  we  to  the  Prifon  fuddenly. 
Here's  one  has  found  the  way,  and  dares  dirc<5b  us. 

jEw.  Then  to  our  Swords  and  good  Hearts,   I  long 
for  it. 
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Aym.  Certain  we  ihall  not  find  much  Oppofition, 
But  what  is,  muft  be  forc'd. 

Soz.  *Tis  bravely  caft,  Sir, 
And  furely  too,  I  hope. 

Arm.  If  the  Fire  tail  not. 
And  Powder  hold  his  Nature  ;  fome  muft  prefently 
Upon  the  firft  cry  of  th'  amazed  People, 
(For  nothing  will  be  markt  then,  but  the  Milery) 
Bw  ready  with  the  Boat  upon  an  inftant, 
And  then  all's  right  and  fair. 

Efn.  Blefs  us  dear  Fortune. 

Arm.  Let  us  be  worthy  of  it  in  our  Courage, 
And  Fortune  muft  befriend  us-,  come,  all  fever, 
But  keep  ftill  within  fight,  when  the  Flame  rifes 
Let's  meet,  or  either  do,  or  die. 

i>oza.  So  be  it.  [Exeufie 

Enter  Governor,  and  Captain. 

Gov.  No,  Captain,  for  thofe  Troops  we  need  *em  nor, 
The  Town  is  ftrong  enough  to  ftand  their  Furies ; 
I'd  fee  them  come,  and  offer  to  do  fomething. 
They're  high  in  words, 

Capt.  *Tis  fafer.  Sir,  than  doing. 

Gov.  Doft  think  they  dare  attempt? 

Capt.  May  be  by  Treaty, 
But  fure  by  Force  they  will  (21)  not  prove  fo  forward. 

Gov.  No  Faith, 
I  warrant  thee,  they  know  me  well  enough. 
And  know  they  have  no  ChiJd  in  hand  to  play  with  : 
They  know  my  Nature  too,  I  have  bit  fome  ot  'cm. 
And  to  the  Bones,  they've  Reafon  to  remember  me : 
It  makes  me  laugh  to  think  how  glorious 
The  Fools  are  in  their  Fromifes,  and  how  pregnant 
Their  Wits  and  Pow'rs  are  to  bring  things  to  pafs  ; 
Am  n't  1  grown  lean  with  lofs  of  Sleep,  and  Care 
T*  prevent  thefe  Threatnings,   Captain? 

Cai)t.  You  look  well,  Sir: 
Upon  my  Confcience  you're  not  like  to  ficken 

(21)   not  proaie /o  hov/a.rd.'}  Tiznfpok  fro  into /or,  as  Mr.  Sif- 

*ivard  conjcftur'd  with  me,  and  as  the  old  f oUo  does,  and  all  is  right. 

T  4  Upon 
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Upon  any  fuch  Conceit. 

Gov.  I  hope  I  Ihall  not 

Well,  wou'd  I  had  this  Wench,  for  I  muft  have  her, 
She  muft  be  mine}  and  there's  another  charge,  Captain  j 
What  (22)  betwixt  Love  and  Brawling  I  get  nothing, 
All  goes  in  Maintenance- , 

Hark,  What  was  that,  [The  Train  takes. 

That  noife there?  It  went  with  a  violence. 

Capt.  Some  old  Wall  belike,  Sir, 
That  had  no  neighbour  help  to  hold  it  up, 
Is  fall'n  fuddenly. 

Gov.  I  muft  difcard  thefe  Rafcals, 
That  are  not  able  to  maintain  their  Buildings, 
They  blur  the  beauty  of  the  Town, 

Within.  Fire,  Fire. 

Gov.  I  hear  another  tune,   good  Captain, 
It  comes  on  frefher  ftill,  'tis  loud  and  fearful ; 
Look  up  into  the  Town,  how  bright  the  Air  fliews  ; 
Upon  my  Life  fome  fudden  Fire.     The  Bell  too? 

[Exit  Captain.  Bell  ring^. 
I  hear  the  Noife  more  clear. 

Enter  Citizens. 

Cit.  Fire,  Fire. 

Gov.  Where?   Where? 

Cit.  Suddenly  taken  in  a  Merchant's  Houfe,  Sir, 
Fearful  and  high  it  blazes ;  help,  good  People. 

Gov.  Pox  o'  their  Paper-houfes,  how  they  fmother. 
They  light  like  Candles,  how  the  Roar  ftill  rifes  ? 

Enter  Captain. 

Capt.  Your  Magazine's  a  fire  Sir,  help,  help  fuddenly  5 
The  Caftie  too  is  in  danger,  in  much  danger; 
All  will  be  lofti  get  the  People  prefently. 
And  all  that  are  your  Guard,  all  help,  all  Hands,  Sir, 
Your  Wealth,   your  Strength,   is  burnt  elfe,  the  Town 

periflit  i 
The  CaftlQ  now  begins  to  flame. 

{22)  betiulxt  Love  end  Bra-wUng  /got  nothing,'\   I  fufpcft  the 

real  reading  to  l?c  get ;  the  Text  otherwile  feems  not  to  be  Scnfe. 
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Gov.  My  Soul  fhakes. 

Capt.  A  Merchant's  Houfe  next  joining?  Shame  light 
on  him. 
That  ever  fuch  a  Neighbour,  fuch  a  Villain-        ■■ 
Gov.  Raife  all  the  Garrifon,  and  bring  'em  up. 

Enter  other  Citizens. 

And  beat  the  People  forward — Oh  Pve  loft  all 
In  one  Houfe,  all  my  hopes ;  good  worthy  Citizens 
Follow  me  all,  and  all  your  Powers  give  to  me, 

I  will  reward  you  all.     Oh  curfed  Fortune 

(23)  The  Flame's  more  violentj   arifc  ftill,  help,  help. 

Citizens, 
Freedom  and  Wealth  to  him  that  helps ;  follow,  oh  follow. 
Fling  Wine  or  any  thing,  Pil  fee  it  recompenc'd. 
Buckets,  more  Buckets ;  Fire,  Fire,  Fire.    [^Exeunt  Omnes^ 

Enter  Armufia,  ajid  his  Coinpany. 

Arm.  Let  it  flame  on,  a  con^ely  light  it  gives  up 
To  our  Difcovery. 

Soza.  Hark, 
What  a  merry  cry  thefe  Hounds  make !  Forward  fairly. 
We're"  not  feen  i'ch'  Mift  -,  we  are  not  noted. 
Away,  away.  Now  if  we  lofe  our  Fortune- \^Exit, 

Enter  Captain  and  Citizens. 

Capt.  Up  Soldiers,  up,  and  deal  like  Men. 
Cit.  More  Water  there,  more  Water,  all's  confum'd  elfe. 
Capt.  Ail's  gone,  unlefs  you  undertake  it  (24)  ftraight; 
Your  Wealth  too,  that  muft  preferve,  and  pay  your  Labour 
gravely.     Up,  up,  away. 

\_Exeunt  Captain  and  Citizens. 
Enter 

(23)  The  Flamed  more 'violent ',  arife  Jiill,  help,hc.'\  This  appear? 
to  be  a  very  confus'd  Paffage,  what  is  Arife  ftill,  help  ?  To  fet  the 
Place  right,  I  propofe  reading,  by  only  dalhing  out  an  Apoftrophe 
and  removing  a  Semicolon,  thus ; 

7be  Flames  more 'violent  arife  Jiill  i  help,  help,--   •• 
And  then  the  whole  appears  eafy  and  natural. 

(24)  • ftraight; 

Tour  Wealth  too,  that  muft  preferve  and  pay  your  Labour — ]  'Tis 
pvident  at  firft  Sight,  that  this  Paffage  is  Nonfcnfe :  JlPt  confunid  and 

gone. 
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Enter  Arrrtufia  and  his  Companions  breaking  open  d 
Door. 

Arm.  So,  thou  art  open,  keep  th*  way  clear  behind  fill!. 
Now  for  the  place. 

Sold.  *Tis  here,  Sir. 

Arm.  Sure  this  is  it. 
Force  ope  the  Door — A  miferable  Creature ! 
Yet  by  his  manly  Face——  [^he  King  difcover'tf. 

King.  Why  dare  ye  on  me? 
You  cannot  put  on  Faces  to  affright  me. 
In  death  I  am  a  King  (till,  and  contemn  ye ; 
Where  is  that  Governor  ?  Methinks  his  Manhood 
Should  be  well  pleas'd  to  fee  my  Tragedy, 
And  come  to  bath  his  ftern  Eyes  in  my  Sorrows  i 
I  dare  him  to  the  fight,  bring  his  fcorns  with  him, 
And  all  his  rugged  Threats;  here's  a  Throat,  Soldiers; 
Come,  fee  who  can  ftrike  deepeft. 

Ema.  Break  the  Chain  there. 

King.  What  does  this  mean  ? 

Arm.  Come,  talk  of  no  more  Governors, 
H'as  other  bufinefs,  Sir,  put  your  Legs  forward. 
And  gather  up  your  courage  like  a  Man, 
We'll  carry  off  your  Head  elfe  ;  we  are  Friends, 
And  come  to  give  your  Sorrows  eafe. 

Soza.  On  bravely; 
Delays  may  lofe  again. 

Enter  Guard. 
Arm.  The  Guard. 
Soza.  Upon  'em. 

Arm.  Makefpeedy,  and  fure  Work.     E7na.  They  fly. 
Arm.  Up  with  him. 
And  to  the  Boat ;  Hand  faft,  and  now  be  fpeedy; 
When  this  heat's  pad,  we'll  fing  our  Hiftory. 

gont,  fays  the  Ccptain,  unlcfs you  undertake  the  ext!ngui/hing  of  the 
Fire,  nay  your  IVealth  too  is  perijh^d,  ivhich  mvft  frffer've  and  fay 
your  Labour.  "  Your  Wealth  x.)x2it  inufl  prefer ve  your  Labour.  'I'he 
Poets  certainly  never  wrote  To,  but  poflibly  might  exprefs  themfelves 
thus, 

Tour  Wealth  toOf  that  prefer  v'd  mvi^  pay  your  Labours. 

Away, 
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Away,  like  Thoughts,  and  fudden  as  Defires,  Friends ; 
Now  facred  Chance  be  ours. 

Soza.  Pray  when  we've  done.  Sir.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  three  or  four  CHlzfns  feverally, 

1  Cit.  What,  is  the  Fire  allaid  ? 

2  Cit.  'Tis  out,  'tis  out. 

Or  pafh  the  word  \  I  never  did  fo  ftoutly, 

I'll  afllire  you  Neighbours,  fince  I  was  a  Man: 

I  have  been  burnt  at  both  ends  like  a  Squib, 

I  liv'd  two  hours  i'  th'  Fire,  *twas  a  hideous  matter  ;  buc 

When  \Ien  of  Underftanding  come  about  k^ 

Men  that  can  jurige  of  things — my  Wife  gave  me 

Over,  and  took  her  leave  a  hundred  times  j 

I  bore  up  IHII,  and  toft  the  Buckets,  Boys. 

3  Cit.   We're  all  meer  Martins. 

1  Cit.   I  heard  a  Voice  at  latter  end  o'  th*  hurry, 
(Or  elfe  I  dreamt  I  heard  it,)  that  faid  Treafon. 

2,  Cit.  Tis  like  enough, 
It  might  cry  Murder  too,  for  there  was  many 
Without  a  joint,  biit  what  is  that  to  us : 
Let's  home  and  fright  our  Wives,  for  we  all  look 
Like  Devils. 

Enter  three  Women, 

3  Cit.  Here  ccme  feme  of  *em  to  fright  us. 
I  W'om.  Mine's  alive  Neighbour — Oh  fweet  hony  Husband. 

2  Cit.  (25)  Thou  licft-,  1  ftink  abominably,  and  thou  hadft 
Been  in  my  place,  thou  would'ft  have  ftunk  at  both  ends. 
Get  me  fome  Drink,  give  me  whole  Tuns  of  Drink, 
Whole  Cifterns,   for  I  have  four  dozen  of  fine  Firebrands 
In  my  Belly,  I  have  more  fmokc  in  my  Mouth,  than  would 
Blote  a  hundred  Herrings. 

2  Worn.  Art  thou  come  fafe  again  ? 

{25)  Than  Heft,  /think  abominahly — -]  It  is  plain  the  Poets  de- 
iign'd  a  Contraft  here  between  the  Wife  and  Huiband,  which  Ly  the 
prefenc  reading  is  quite  loll,  but  may  be  thus  reltor'U,  by  reading  as 
|llr.  Seiuard  does  with  me, 

-  ■     " Oh  /iK'eet  hony  Husband. 

I  Cit.  '^kou  liejl,  I  Jlink  abominably, 

3  JVom* 
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(26)  3  TVom.  I  pray  you  what  became  of  my  Man,  is 
he  well? 

2  C'tt.  At  Heart's  eafe  in  a  Well,  is  very  well  Neighbour  ; 
We  left  him  drinking  of  a  new  dozen  of  Buckets ; 
Thy  Husband's  happy,  he  was  thoroligh  roafted, 
And  now  he's  balling  of  himfelf  at  all  Points: 
The  Clark  and  he're  cooling  their  Pericranium's ; 
Bo.^y  o'  me  Neighbours,  there's  Fire  in  my  Codpiece. 

1  IVom    Blefs  my  Husband. 

2  Cit    Blov  it  out  Wife — Blow,  blow,  the  GabJeend 

o'  th'  vStore  houfe 
TFon^en.  Some  Water,  Water,  Water. 

3  Cit.  Peace,  'tis  but  a  fparkle ; 

Rnile  not  the  Town  again,  'twill  be  a  great  hindrance, 
I'm  glad  'tis  out,  and't  had  ta'en  in  my  Hay-loft? 
(17)  What  frights  are  thefe,    marry   Heav'n  blefs   thy 
modicum. 

3  IFan    But  is  a  drown'd  outright  ?  pray  put  me  out  of 
Fear,  Neighbour, 

2  Cit.  Thou'dft  have  it  fo,  but  after  a  hundred  Fires  more, 
He'll  live  to  fee  thee  burnt  for  brewing  mufty 
Liquor. 

1  Cit.  Come,  let's  go  Neighbour. 

2  Cit.  For  I  would  very  fain  turn  down  this  Liquor ; 
Come,  come,  I  fry  like  a  burnt  Mary-bone: 
Women  get  you  afore,  and  draw  upon  us ; 

Run  Wenches,  run,  and  let  your  Taps  run  with  ye; 
Run  as  the  fire  were  in  your  Tails,  cry  Ale,  Ale. 

fVom,  Away,  let's  nourifh  the  poor  Wretches. 

2  Cit.  We'll  rally  up  the  reft  of  the  burnt  Regiment. 

(26}  3  Worn.  I  pray  nvhat*  s  become  of  my  Husband  ?  Is  he  in  a  Well. 3 
The  pleafant  Anfwer  which  the  Man  makes  to  this  Quellion,  evidently 
fuppofes  it  to  have  been  wrote  thus, 

What'' J  become  of  my  Husband?   Is  he  well  ? 
2  Cit.   At  Heart's  eafe  in  a  Wei!,  is  njcry  luelt  Neighbour. 

(27)  What  frights  are  thefe  —  ]  Mr.  5«^flr^  fufpefts  that  this 
Line  belongs  to  the  firlt  Woman,  and  that  the  Dialogue  will  then  be 
5iore  natural. 
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Enter  Governor^  Captain,  Soldier ,  and  Guard. 

Goru.  The  Fire's  quench'd  Captain,  but  the  Mifchief 
hangs  ftill ;  [one  : 

The  King's  redeem'd,  and  gone  too  j  a  Trick,  a  damn'd 
Oh  I  am  overtaken  poorly,  tamely. 

Capt.  Where  were  the  Guard  that  waited  on  the  Prifon  ? 

Sol.  Mod  of  *em  flain,  yet  fome  fcap'd.  Sir,  and  they 
deliver, 
They  faw  a  little  Boat  ready  to  receive  him, 
And  thofe  redeem'd  him,  making  fuch  hafte  and  Fighting:, 
Fighting  beyond  the  Force  of  Men. 

Gov.  Pm  loft,  Captain, 
And  all  the  World  will  laugh  at  this,  and  fcorn  mer 
Count  me  a  heavy  fleepy  Fool,  a  Coward, 
A  Coward  pall  recovery,  a  confirmed  Coward, 
One  without  Carriage,  or  common  Senle. 

Sol.  He's  gone.  Sir, 
And  put  to  Sea  amain,  paft  our  recovery. 
Not  a  Boat  ready  to  purfuc ;  if  there  were  any. 
The  People  ftand  amaz'd  fo  at  their  Valour, 
And  th*  fudden  fright  of  Fire,  none  knows  to  execute. 

Gov.  Oh,  I  could  tear  my  Limbs,  and  knock  my  Boys 
Brains 
'Gainft  every  Poft  I  meet ;  fool'd  with  a  Fire? 

Capt.  It  was  a  crafty  Trick. 

Gov.  No,  I  was  lazy. 
Confident,  fluggifh  lazy,  had  I  but  met  'em. 
And  chang'd  a  dozen  Blows,  i  had  forgiv'n  em  ; 
By  bath  tnefe  Hands  held  up,  and  by  that  brightnefs 
That  gilds  the  World  with  Light,  by  all  our  Worfhips, 
The  hidden  ebbs  and  flow ;  or  the  blue  Ocean, 
I  will  not  reftj  no  Miith  fha!l  dwell  upon  me. 
Wine  touch  my  Muuth,  nor  any  thing  refrclli  me. 
Till  I  be  wholly  quit  of  t'jis  Diftionour: 
Make  ready  my  Barrators  inilantly, 
And  what  1  fhali  intend 

Ca^t.  We  are  your  Servants.  \_Excur.t. 

Enter 


302  H^e  Ijla?td  PyJ7iccfs, 

Enter  Quifara,  and  Ruy  Dias. 

^ifar.  Never  tell  me,  you  never  car'd  to  win  mc, 
Kcvet  for  my  fake  to  attempt  a  Deed, 
Might  draw  me  to  a  Thought,  you  fought  my  Favour  ; 
\{  not  for  love  of  me,  for  love  of  Arms,  Sir, 
For  that  caufe  yOu  profefs,  for  love  of  Honour, 
Of  which  you  ilile  your  felf  the  mighty  Mafter, 
You  might  have  ftept  out  nobly,  and  made  an  Offer, 
(As  if  you  had  intended  fomething  excellent,) 
Put  on  a  forward  Face 

Ruy.  Dear  Lady,  hold  me 

^ifar.  1  hold  ye,  as  I  find  ye,  a  faint  Servant. 

Buy.  By — I  dare  do 

^i/ar.  In  a  Lady's  Chamber 
I  dare  believe  ye,  there's  no  mortal  danger; 
Give  me  the  Man  that  dares  do,  to  deferve  that : 
1  thought  you  Portugals  had  been  rare  Wonders, 
Men  or  thofe  haughty  Courages  and  Credits, 
That  all  things  were  contin'd  within  your  Promifes, 
The  Lords  of  Fate  and  Fortune  I  believM  ye ; 
But  well  I  fee  I  am  deceiv'd  Ruy  Dtas, 
And  blame,  too  late,  my  much  Belief.  • 

Ruy.  I  am  afliam'd.  Lady, 
I  was  fo  dull,  fo  ftupid  to  your  Offer: 
Now  you  have  once  more  fchool'd  me,  I  am  right. 
And  fomething  fhall  be  thought  on  fuddenly. 
And  put  in  A<51  as  foon,  fome  preparation — 

^ifar.  And  give  it  out? 

Ruy,  Yes,  Lady,  and  fo  great  too;  ^ 

(28)  In  which,  the  Noife  of  all  my  Countrymen- 


^dfar.  Thofe  willdo  well,  for  they  are  all  approv*d_ones, 
(29)  And  though  he  be  reftor'd  alive. 

(28)  In  ivhich,  the  Noife  0/ all  my  Countrymen — ]  Inftead  o[  Noi/e, 
Mr.  S ezvan/ fuppo(es  Choice,  or  with  equal  Probability,  as  I  imagine, 
yoice,  i  e.  Approbation,  Con/ent,  Sec.  was  originally  wrote  in  our 
Poets  Manufcnpc. 

(29)  And  though  he  be  refiord  alive  ]  A  negative  feems  evidently 
lolt  here,   which  makes  the  Hint  very  plain.  • 

And  though  he\xu\   rejlor'd  alive. 
The   Mixture  of    Charader  in  ^i/ara  is  finely  drawn,   and  from 
great  lufight  into  human  Nature.  Mr.  Seward. 

Ruy» 


The  IJland  Princefs,  303 

Ruy.  I  have  ye. 

^ifar.  For  then  we  are  both  Servants. 

Ruy.  I  conceive  ye. 
Good  Madam  give  me  leave  to  turn  my  Fancies. 

(30)  ^lif^if-  Do,  and  make  all  things  fit,  and  then  I'll 
viiic  you.  \_Exit, 

Ruy.  My  fclf,  my  Coufin,  and  the  Garrifon, 
The  Neighbours  of  the  out-lfles  of  our  Nation, 
Syanas  (trcngth,  for  I  can  humour  him : 
And  proud  Bakam^  I  fhall  deceive  his  Glory.      [A/hout. 
What  ringing  found  of  Joy  is  this?  Whence  comes  it? 
May  be  the  Princes  are  in  fport. 

Enter  Piniero,  and  Chriftophero. 

Pin,  Where  are  ye  ? 

Ruy.  Now  PinierOy  what's  the  hafte  you  feek  rae  ? 

Pin.  Do  you  know  this  Sign,  Sir? 

Ruy.  Ha! 

Pin.  Dou  you  know  this  Emblem  ? 
Your  Nofe  is  bor'd. 

Ruy.  Bor'd  ?  What  is  that  ? 

Pin.  You're  topt.  Sir : 
(31)  The  King's  come  home  again,  the  King. 

Ruy,  The  Devil  ? 

(30]  Quifar.  Do,  and  make  all  things  Jit,  and  then  ni'vijlt you."]  A% 
we  oft  have  no  Names  where  they  ought  to  be,  fo  here  we  have  pro- 
bably one  more  than  there  is  occaiion  for.  The  Princefs  hardly  can  be 
fuppofed  to  make  herfelf  fo  cheap,  as  to  fay,  that  (he  would  vifit  or 
wait  upon  Ruy  Dias ;  no  fuiely,  that  Duty  was  owing  to  her  froni 
him.  And  1  can't  for  this  Reafon  help  thinking,  but  ^ifara's 
Js'^amc  has  been  inadvertently  put  before  Do,  and  make^  &c.  and  that 
the  whole  ran  formerly  thus. 

Good  Madam,  give  me  league  to  turn  my  Fancies, 

Do,  alid  make  all  things  Jit ;  and  then  P II  vijit  you,       [Exit. 

Ruy  Dias /olus. 
Myjelf,   &c. 


^3 1 )  The  Kin^s  come  home,  the  King       —   ■ 

Ruy.  The  De'vil?}  The  Poets  might  poffibly,  with  more  Em- 
phafis,   have  wrote  thus, 

The  King's  come  home  •  m 

Ruy.  Tht  King  ?  The  Dtvil. 

Pin, 
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Pin.  Nay  fure  he  came  a  God*s  Name  home  j 
He*s  return'd.  Sir. 

Cbrift,  And  all  this  Joy  yc  hear— 

Ruy.  Who  durft  attempt  him  ? 
The  Princes  are  all  here. 

Cbrijl.  They're  worthy  Princes, 
They*re  fpecial  Princes,  all  they,  love  by  Ounces. 
Believe  it  Sir,  'tis  done,  and  done  moft  bravely 
And  eafily.    What  fortune  have  you  loft,  Sir  ? 
What  *  Juftice  have  you  now  unto  this  Lady  ? 

Pin.  How  ftands  your  Claim  ?  That  e*er  Man  fhould 
be  fool'd  fo, — 
When  he  fhould  do  and  profper ;  ftand  protefting, 
Kifling  the  Hand,  and  farting  for  a  Favour, 
When  he  Ihould  be  about  his  Bufinefs  fweating ; 
She  bid  you  go,  and  pick'd  you  outo*  pivpofe. 
To  make  yourfelf  a  fortune  by,  a  Lady,    ^ 
A  Lady,  and  a  lufty  one,  a  lovely. 
That  now  you  may  go  look,  Ihe  pointed  ye, 
Knowing  you  were  a  Man  of  Worth  and  Merit, 
And  bid  you  fly ;  you've  made  a  fair  flight  on't. 
You've  caught  a  Goofe. 

Ruy.  How  dare  you  thus  moleft  me  ?  [AJhout. 

It  cannot  be. 

Cbrijl.  Hark  how  the  general  Joy  rings ! 

Pin.  Have  you  your  hearing  left  ?  Is  not  that  Drunk  too  ? 
For  if  you  had  been  fober,  you*d  been  wife  fure. 

Ruy.  Done?  Who  dares  do  ? 

Pin.  It  feems  an  honeft  Fellow, 
That  has  ended  his  Market  before  you  be  up. 

Cbrijl.  The  fhame  on't  he's  a  Stranger  too. 

Pin.  *Tis  no  fhame  .^ 
He  took  her  at  her  Word  and  tied  the  Bargain, 
Dealt  like  a  Man  indeed,  flood  not  demurring. 
But  clapt  clofe  to  th'  Caufe,  as  he  will  do  to  th'  Lady : 
*ls  a  Fellow  of  that  fpecd  and  handfbmnefs. 
He'll  get  her  with  Child  too,e*er  you'll  come  tp  know  him ; 
Is  it  not  brave,  a  Gentleman  fcarce  landed, 

*  Jf'Jiice,  X.  c.  Right t  Claim,  or  Prt tenet. 

Scarce 
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Scarce  eating  of  the  Air  here,  not  acquainted, 
Nocircumftanceof  Love  depending  on  him, 
Nor  no  command  to  fliew  him,  mull  dart  forth. 
At  th'  firft  fight  too— — « 

Ruy.  Pm  undone. 

Pin.  Like  an  Oyfter : 
She  neither  taking  view,  nor  value  of  him. 
Unto  fuch  Deeds  as  thefe  ?  —  Pox  o'  thefe,   • 

Thefe  wife  delay ings 

They  make  Men  Cowards. 

You*re  undone  as  a  Man  would  undo  a  a  Egg, 

A  hundred  fhames  about  ye. 

Enter  Quifara,  Fanura,  and  Train. 

^.ifar.  Can  it  be  polTiblc, 
A  Scranger  that  I  have  not  known,  not  fcen  yet, 
A  Man  I  never  grac'd .'  O  Captain,  Captain, 
What  fliali  I  do  ?  I  am  betray'd  by  Fortune, 
It  cannot  be,  it  muft  not  be. 

Pin.   It  is,  Lady, 
And  by  my  Faith  a  handfome  Gentleman  ; 
*Tis  his  poor  Scholar's  Prize. 

^^ifar.  Muft  I  be  given 
Unto  a  Man  I  never  faw,  ne'er  fpoke  with, 
1  know  not  of  what  Nation  ? 

Pin.  He's  a  Portugal, 
And  of  as  good  a  pitch  ;  he'll  be  giv'n  to  you.  Lady, 
For  he*s  given  much  to  handfome  Flefh. 

^ifar.  Oh,  Ruy  Dias, 
This  was  your  floth,  your  floth,  your  floth,  Ruy  Vlas. 

Pin.  Your  Love-floth,  Uncle,  do  you  find  it  now? 
You  fhould  have  done  at  firft,  and  fiithfully,      \^A  Jhout. 
And  then  the  other  had  laid  ready  for  ye  ; 
Madam,  the  general  joy  comes,    ^lifar.    We  muft  mttt 

it 

But  with  what  comfort? 


Vol.  VIII.  U  Enter 
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Enter  Citizens  carrying  Boughs,  Boys^fmging  after  *em\ 
Then  King,  Armufia,  Soza,  Emanuel ;  the  Princes 

and  Train  following. 

^ifar.     Oh    my   deaj-    Brother,    what  a  joy   runs 
through  me. 
To  fee  you  fate  again,  your  felf,  and  mighty. 
What  a  bled  Day  is  this  ? 

King.  Rile  up  fair  Sifter, 
I  am  not  welcome  till  you  have  embrac*d  me. 

Ruy.  A  general  gladnefs,  Sir,  flies  through  the  City, 
And  Mirth  poflefles  all  to  fee  your  Grace  arrived, 
Thus  happily  arriv'd  again,  and  fairly  j 
*Tvvas  a  brave  venture  who  fo  e'er  put  for  it, 
A  high  and  noble  one,  worthy  much  Honour ; 
And  had  it  fail'd,  we  had  not  fail*d,  great  Sir, 
And  in  fliort  time  too,  to  have  forc'd  the  Governor, 
In  fpight  of  all  his  Threats.- 

King.  I  thank  ye,  Gentlemen. 

Rtty.   And  all  his  Subtilties,  to  fet  you  free. 
With  all  his  Heart  and  Will  too. 

King    I  know  ye  love  me. 

Pin.  This  had  been  good  with  fomethingdone  before  if, 
(32)  Something  fet  off  to  beautifie  it  j 
Now  it  founds  empty,  like  a  Barber's  Bafon, 
Pox,  there's  no  Metal  in't,  no  noble  Marrow, 

Bak.  I've  an  Army,  Sir,  ( but  that  the  Governor, 
The  foolifh  Fellow  was  a  little  provident, 
And  wife  in  letting  flip  no  time,  became  him  too,) 
That  would  have  fcour'd  him  elfe,  and  all  his  Confines ; 
That  would  have  rung  him  fuch  a  Peal- 

Pin.  Yes,  backward, 
To  make  Dogs  howl ;  I  know  tliee  to  a  farthing  ; 
Thy  Army's  good 
For  Hawks,  there's  nothing  but  Sheeps  Hearts  in  it. 

(32)  Something  fet  off  to  beoutifie  it  \'\  On  account  of  the  Mea- 
f»re  chiefly,  this  Line  leems  deficient,  but  the  Seule  too  will  be  im- 
prov'd  by  filling  up  the  other  thus. 

Something  to  fet  it  off^  to  beautifie  it. 

]\Ir.  Seivard. 

Sya' 
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Sya,  I  have  done  nothing,  Sir,  therefore  I  think  it 
Convenient  I  fay  little  what  I  purpofed, 
And  what  my  Love  intended. 

King.  I  like  your  Modefty, 
And  thank  ye  royal  Friends,  I  know  it  griev'd  ye 
To  know  my  Mifery  •,  ("3 3)  but  this  Man,  Princefs, 
I  muft  thank  heartily,  indeed,  and  truly. 
For  this  Man  faw  me  in  it,  and  redeem*d  me  : 
He  lookt  upon  me  finking,  and  then  caught  mc. 
This,  Sifter,  this,  this  all  Man,  this  all  Valour, 
This  pious  Man 

Ruy.  (34)  My  Countenance,  it  (hames  me  ! 
One  fcarce  arriv*d,  not  harden'd  yet,  not  read 
In  dangers  and  great  deeds,  Sea-fick,  not  fealbn*d— 
Oh  1  have  boy'd  my  felf ! 

King.  This  noble  Bulwark, 
This  Launce  and  Honour  of  our  Age  and  Kingdom, 
This  that  !  never  can  reward,  nor  hope 
To  be  once  worthy  of  the  Name  of  Friend  to, 
This,  this  Man  from  the  Bowels  of  my  Sorrows 
Has  new  begot  my  Name,  and  once  more  made  me  : 
Oh  Sifter,  if  there  may  be  Thanks  for  this. 
Or  any  thing  near  Recompence  invented. 

Arm.  You  are  too  noble.  Sir,  there  is  Reward 
Above  my  A(5tion  too  by  Millions  : 
A  Recompence  fo  rich  and  glorious, 
I  durft  not  dream  it  mine  ;  but  that  'twas  promis'd. 
But  that  it  was  propounded,  fworn  and  fealed 
Before  the  Face  of  Heav'n,  I  durft  not  hope  it ; 
For  nothing  in  the  Life  of  Man  or  Merit, 
It  is  fo  truly  great,  can  elfc  embrace  it. 

King.  O  fpeak  it,  fpeak  it,  blefs  mine  Ears  to  hear  it. 
Make  me  a  happy  Man,  to  know  it  may  be, 

(5^)  hut  this  Man,  Princefs,]     'Tis  not  improbable,   as 

Mr.  Seaijard  conjedtures  with  me,  that  Princes,  and  not  Princejs,  was 
the  original  Reading  :  But  we  (hall  have  Occafion,  before  the  End  of 
this  Phiy.  to  fpeak  again  of  this  Inadvertency. 

(34)  My  Countenance,  it  fiames  me,"]  To  make  Ruy  Dias,  or  any- 
one elfe  to  proteft  by  his  Countenance,  is  feemingly  odd  ;  I  would  pro- 
pofc  My  Con/cicnce,  as  a  more  natural  and  fenhble  Reading. 

U  2  For 
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For  (till  methinks  I  am  a  Prifoner, 
And  feel  no  Liberty  before  I  find  it. 

Jr?n.  Then  know  it  is  your  Sifter,  fhe  is  mine,  Sir, 
I  claim  her  by  her  own  word,  and  her  Honour  •, 
It  was  her  open  Promife  to  that  Man 
That  durft  redeem  ye  ;   Beauty  fet  me  on. 
And  Fortune  crowns  me  fair,  if  Ihe  receive  me. 

Ki?7g.  Receive  ye,  Sir why.  Sifter — ha — —fo  back- 
ward, 
Stand  as  you  knew  me  not  ?  nor  what  h'as  ventured  ? 
My  deareft  Sifter. 

y^rm.  Good  Sir,  pardon  me, 
There  is  a  b!u(hing  Modefty  becomes  her, 
That  holds  her  back  ;  Women  are  nice  to  wooe.  Sir  ; 
I  would  not  have  her  forc*d,  give  her  fair  Liberty  ; 
For  things  compelled  and  frighted,  of  foft  Natures, 
Turn  into  Fears,  and  fly  from  their  own  wifhes. 

King.  Look  on  him  my  ^ifara  -,  fuch  another. 
Oh  all  ye  Powers,  fo  excellent  in  Nature ! 
In  Honour  fo  abundant !  ■ 

^ifar.  1  confefs.  Sir, 
Confefs  my  word  is  paft  too,  he  has  purchas'd  ; 
Yet,  good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  think  ;  but  time 
To  be  acquainted  with  his  Worth  and  Perfon  ; 
To  make  me  fit  to  know  it  -,  we're  both  Strangers^ 
And  how  we  fhould  believe  fo  fuddenly. 
Or  come  to  faften  our  Atfccbions 
Alas,  Love  has  his  Complements. 

King.  Be  ludden 
And  certain  in  your  way,  no  Woman-doubles, 
Nor  coy  delays,  you're  his,  and  fo  aflure  it. 
Or  caft  from  me  and  my  remembrance  ever  ; 
Rcfpcft  your  v^ord,  I  know  you  will ;  come,  Sifter, 
Let's  fee  what  welcome  you  can  give  a  Prifoner, 

And  what  fair  looks  a  Friend- Oh  my  moft  Noble 

Princes,  r.o  Difcontents,  but  all  be  Jufty, 
He  that  frowns  tiiis  Day  is  an  open  Enemy  ; 
Thus  in  my  Arms,  my  dear. 

Jrfn,  You  make  me  blufti,  Sir, 

Kvig, 
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King.  And  now  lead  on- 


Our  whole  Court  crown'd  with  Pleafure. 

Ruy.  Madam,  defpair  not,  fomething  (hall  be  done  yet, 
And  Ibddenly,  and  wifely. 

^iifar.  O,  Ruy  Bias ! [£a'z/. 

Pin.  Well,  he's  a  brave  Fellow,  and  h'as  defcrv'd  her 
richly  j 
And  you  have  had  your  Hands  full  I  dare  i'wcar,  Gen- 
tlemen. 

Soza.  We  have  done  fomething,  Sir,  if  it  hit  right. 

Chri^.  The  Woman  has  no  Eyes  elfe,  nor  no  Honelly, 
So  much  I  think. 

Pi/j.  Come,  let's  go  bounce  amongft  'em. 
To  the  King's  Health,  and  my  brave  Country-man's. 
My  Uncle  looks  as  he  were  fick  o'th*  Worms,  Friends. 

{_Exeunt. 


ACT     III.       SCENE      I. 

Enter  Piniero. 

MY  Uncle  haunts  me  up  and  down,  looks  melancholy. 
Wondrous  proof-Melancholy  ;  fometimes  fwears. 
Then  whiftles,  darts,  cries,  groans  as  if  h'ad  th'  Bots, 
As  to  fay  truth,  1  think  h'as  little  bettvT, 
And  wou'd  fain  fpeak  ;  bids  me  good  Movrow  at  Midnighr, 
And  good  Night  when  'tis  Noon  ;  has  fomething  hovers 
About  his  Brains,  that  would  fain  find  an  iflue. 
But  cannot  out,  or  dares  not  j  Hill  he  follows. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

How  he  looks  ftill,  and  how  he  beats  about. 
Like  an  old  Dog  at  a  dead  fcent  ?  I  marry. 
There  was  a  Sigh  wou'd  a  fet  a  Ship  a  failing  ; 
Thefc  winds  of  love  and  honour,  blow  at  all  ends. 
Now  fpeak  and't  be  thy  Will :  Good  morrow.  Uncle, 

Ruy.  Good  morrow.  Sir. 

Pin,  This  is  a  new  Salute  : 

U  3  Sure 
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Sure  h'as  forgot  me  ;  this  is  pur-blind  Qup'xd. 

Ruy.  My  Nephew  ? 

Pin    Yes,  Sir,  if  I  be  not  changed. 

Ruy.  I  wou*d  fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Pin.  I  wou*d  fain  have  ye,  Sir, 
For  to  that  end  I  (lay. 

Ruy.  You  know  I  love  ye. 
And  I  have  lov*d  ye  long,  my  dear  Pinicro, 
Bred  and  fupply*d  you 

Pin.   Whither  walks  this  Preamble  ? 

Ruy.  You  may  remember,  though  I'm  but  your  Uncle, 
I'd  fure  a  Father's  Care,  a  Father's  Tendernefs. 

Pin.  Sure  he  would  wrap  me  into  fomething  fuddenly. 
He  doubts  my  Nature  in,  for  mine  is  honed. 
He  winds  about  me  fo. 

Ray.   A  Father's  Diligence. 
(^^)  iVIv  private  Benefits  I  have  forgot,  Sir, 
But  thofc  you  might  lay  claim  to  as  my  Follower; 
Yet  fome  Men  wou'd  remember 

Pin.  1  do  daily.     Ruy.  The  Place 
Which  I  have  put  ye  in,  which  is  no  weak  one  : 
Next  to  my  fclf  you  (land  in  all  Employments, 
Your  Counfels,  Cares,  AfTignments  with  me  equal, 
So  is  my  ftudy  ftill  to  plant  your  Perfon  ; 
Thefe  are  fmall  TetVmonies  Pve  not  forgot  ye, 
Nor  wou'd  not  be  forgotten. 
Pin.  Sure  you  cannot. 
Ruy.  Oh  Piniero 

(35)  My  private  Benefits  I  have  forgot.  Sir, 

But  titofe  you  }night  fay  claim  to  as  my  Follotver ; 

Yet  jomc  Men  ijoould  remember ]     The  Benefits    Ruy  Dias 

means  here  feem  to  be  publick  ones,  which  he  had  conferred  upon  Pi- 
niero in  his  publick  Capacity  as  Governor  of  the  Fort,  and  for  this 
Caufe  one  fhould  think  the  Place  fliould  be  read  thus. 

My  publick  Benefits  I  have  forgot. 

Be  it  thofe  you  might  hy  claim  to  as  &C. 
The  Meaning  is,  *'  My  publick  Benefits  (vix.  the  Places  you  hold 
"  under  me)  \  omit  to  mention.  Say  that  being  my  Follower  gives  you 
"  a  fort  of  Right  to  'em  ;  yet,  for  all  that,  a  grateful  Man  would  re- 
"  member  how  careful  I  have  been  of  your  Interefts;  that  I  have 
"  plac'd  you  next  myfelf  in  Rank  and  Power,  and  that  your  Afiign- 
"  ments  are  equal  with  mine."  1  muftconfefs  the  Change  here  made 
is  great  enough,  but,  feemingly,  it  appears  no  more  than  is  nece/Tary. 

Pin. 
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Fin.  Sir,  what  hangs  upon  you. 
What  heavy  weight  opprefles  ye  ?  yeVe  loft 
(I  mud  confefs,  in  thofe  that  underftand  ye) 
Some  Jittle  of  your  Credit,  but  time  will  cure  that; 
(36)  The  bcft  may  flip  fometimes. 

Ruy.  Oh,  my  beft  Nephew 

Pin.  It  may  be  ye  fear  her  too,  that  difturbs  ye. 
That  fhe  may  fall  her  felf,  or  be  forc'd  from  ye. 

Ruy.  She's  ever  true,  but  I  undone  for  ever. 
Oh  that  Armufta^  that  new  thing,  that  Stranger, 
That  Flag  Ituck  up  to  rob  me  of  mine  Honour  ; 
That  murd'ring  Chain  fliot  at  me  from  my  Country  ; 
That  goodly  Plague  that  I  muft  court  to  kill  me. 

Pin.  Now  it  comes  flowing  from  him,  I  fear'd  this, 
Knew,  he  that  durft  be  idle,  durft  be  ill  too. 
Has  he  not  done  a  brave  thing  ? 

Ruy.  I  muft  con^efs  it  Nephew,  muft  allow  it : 
But  that  brave  thing  has  undone  me,  has  funk  me. 
Has  trod  me  like  a  Name  in  Sand,  to  nothing. 
Hangs  betwixt  hope  and  mc,  and  threats  my  ruin  ; 
And  if  he  rife  and  blaze,  farewel  my  Fortune, 
And  when  that's  fet,  where's  thy  Advancement,  Coufin  ? 
That  were  a  Friend,  that  were  a  noble  Kinfman, 
That  would  conflder  thefe  ;  that  Man  were  grateful ; 
And  he  that  durft  do  fomething  here,  durft  love  me. 

Pin.  You  fay  true,   it  is  worth  Confideration, 
Your  Reafons  are  of  weight,  and  mark  me,  Uncle, 
For  I'll  be  fudden,  and  to  th'  purpofe  with  you. 
Say  this  Armufia  then  were  taken  off, 
(As't  may  be  eafily  done,) 
How  ftands  the  Woman? 

Ruy.  She's  mine  for  ever ; 
For  fhe  contemns  his  deed  and  him. 

Pin.  (37)  Pox  on  him.  ^ 

Or  if  the  Angle  Pox  be  not  fufficient,  f  Afide,. 

The  Hogs,  the  Dogs,  the  Devils  Pox  poflfefs  him :    3 

(36)  The  beji  my  JItp ]  May  is  the  Reading  of  the  old  Folio. 

(37)  Pox  on  him.  &c.]  TJiis  not  being  direfted  by  former  Editiona 
to  be  fpokeafide,  feems  to  relate  to  Armujia,  and  does  not  correfpond 
with  what  follows  ;  but  when  fpoke  of  the  Uncle,  'tis  perfeftiy  faic- 
able  to  the  gay  Honelly  of  Piniero^  Charai'kr.  Mr.  S'l'v.-cird. 

U  4  'Faith 
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'Fdlth  this  Jrmufia  (lumbles  me,  'is  a  brave  Fellow  ; 
And  if  h'  could  be  fpar'd.  Uncle—— 

Ruy.  I  muft  perifh  ; 
Had  he  fct  up  at  any  refl  but  this, 
Done  any  thing  but  what  conccrn'd  my  Credit, 
The  everlafting  lofing  of  my  worth- 

Pin.  I  undcrfland  you  now,  who  fct  you  on  too  ; 
I  had  a  rcafonabJe  good  Opinion  of  the  Devil 
Till  this. hour,  and  I  fee  he  is  a  Knave  indeed. 
An  arrant,  (linking  Knave,  for  now  I  fmell  him. 
I'll  fee  what  may  be  done  then,  you  fhall  know 
You  have  a  Kinfman,  (but  no  Villain,  Uncle, 
Nor  no  betrayer  of  fair  Fame,  I  fcorn  it ; 
1  love  and  honour  Virtue; J  I  muft  have 
Accefs  unto  the  Lady,  to  know  her' Mind  too, 
A  good  word  from  her  Mouth  you  know  may  ftir  mej 
A  Lady's  look  at  fetting  on- 

Ruy.  You  fay  well  ; 
Here  Coufin,  here's  a  Letter  ready  for  you. 
And  you  fhall  fee  how  nobly  Hie'll  receive  you, 
{q,^)  And  with  what  Care  dire<5b. 

Fin.  Farewel  then  Uncle, 
After  I've  talk'd  with  her,  I  am  your  Servant, 

To  make  you  honed  if  I  can clfe  hate  you. 

Pray  ye  no  more  Compliments,  my  Head  is  bufie. 

{^Exit  Ruy  Dias. 
Heav'n  blefs  me, 

What  a  malicious  Sou!  does  this  Man  carry? 
And  to  what  fcurvy  things  this  Love  converts  us, 
What  linking  things  ?  and  how  fweetly  ihey  become  us? 
Murther's  a  moral  Virtue  with  thefe  Lovers, 
A  fpecial  piece  of  Divinity,  I  take  it. 
I  may  be  mad,  or  violently  drunk. 
Which  is  a  Whelp  of  that  litter  ;  or  I  may  be  covetous. 
And  learn  to  murther  Men's  Eflatcs,  that's  bafe  too  ; 
Or  proud,  but  that's  a  Paradife  to  this  i 

(38)  ylnH  v:ith  nvbat  date  dite£}.'\  'Tis  evident  at  firll  Sight  that 
licrt  is  a  B!  under,  and  as  evident  what  mult  have  been  the  original 
Heading.     Mr.  Sf-zva/d's  Coi^jedure  and   mine  is  confirm'd  by  the 

Or 
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Or  envious,  and  fit  eating  of  my  felf 

At  others  Fortunes  j  I  may  lie,  and  damnably. 

Beyond  the  Patience  of  an  honeft  hearer  ; 

(39)  Cozen,  cut  purfes,  fit  i'th'  Stocks  for  Apples. 

(40J  But  when  I  am  a  Lover,  Lord  have  mercy. 

Thefe  are  poor  pelting  Sins,  or  rather  Plagues, 

Love  and  Ambition  draw  the  Devil's  Coach. 

Enter  QuiHina,  and  Panura. 

How  now!  who're  thefe?  Oh  my  great  Lady's  followers. 

Her  Riddle-founders,  and  her  Fortune-tellers, 

Her  Readers  of  Love-le(5lures,  her  Inflamers. 

Thefe  Doors  I  mufl:  pafs  through,  I  hope  they're  wide. 

Good  day  to  your  Beauties ;  how  they  take  it  to  'em  ? 

As  they  were  fair  indeed. 

^ijan.  Good  morrow  to  you.  Sir. 

Pin.    That's  the  old  Hen,   the  Brood  bird  ;    how   /he 
bufles. 
How  like  an  Inventory  of  Lechery  flie  looks. 
Many  a  good  piece  ol  Iniquity 

(39)   Cozen  Cutpurfes, ]  AsPtm'ero  is  numbering  up  the  Sins 

Men  are  fu':jcft  to,  he  would  not  mention  cheating  Thieves,  which  is 
fcarce  any  Sin,  hat  cheating  a?i  J  thieijing  ;  and  this  Change  in  the 
Pointing,  which  greatly  impioves  the  Senfe  of  the  Place,  is  counte- 
nanced by  the  Copy  of  1647.  Mr.  ^e^.-sartl. 
•  (40)   But  ix-ken  I  am  a  Lover,    Lord  hanje  mercy, 

Thefe  are  poor  felting  Sins,  or  rarhcr  Plague?,]  To  make  way 
for  a  pretty  bold  Emendation,  the  Reader  will  pleafe  to  oblerve,  that 
there  is  a  fine  Sentiment  aim'd  at  htie,  but  not  comj  leated.  Lo>  d  ha^ve 
mercy,  in  the  firll  Line,  refers  to  the  Writing  over  the  Doors  of  Houfes 
infed^cd  by  the  Plague  ;  the  former  Sins  therefore  aie  compared  to  com- 
mon Difeafes,  and  when  Love,  in  Comparifon  of  them,  fhould  be  called 
the  Plague,  the  Metaphor  is  fpoilt  by  calling  them  Plagues.  It  is 
highly  probable  that  tliis  has  happened  by  an  Error  either  of  Tran- 
fcriber  or  Printer,  and  as  the  Senfe  may  be  eafily  rellored,  though  we 
have  no  Trace  to  lead  us  to  any  Certainty  of  the  true  Words,  yet  I 
think  we  fliould  venture  to  change  the  Text  rather  than  fuiter  fo  beau- 
tiful a  PafTage  to  remain  fo  mangled.     I  propofe,  therefore,  either 

Thtje  are  poor  pelting  Sins,  but  that  the  Plague. 
Or 

Thefe  are  poor  pelting  Sins,   the  ether  Plagues, 

Lo've  and  Ambition,   draiu  the  Dea/iTs  Coach. 
This  latter  being  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Letters  than  the  former,  bids 
fairtft  for  having  been  iLc  Original.  Mr.  Seward 

Has 
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Has  part  her  Hands,  I  warrant  her 1  befecch  you. 

Is  the  fair  Princefs  ftirring  ? 

Pan.  Yes,  marry  is  fhe.  Sir, 
But  fomewhat  private ;  you've  a  Bufinefs  with  her  ? 

Fin.  Yes  forlboth  have  I,  and  a  ferious  Bufinefs. 

tan.  May  not  we  know  ? 

Tin.  Yes,  when  you  can  keep  Counfel. 

Tan.   How  prettily  he  looks?  he's  a  Soldier  fure, 
Hi^  rudenefs  fits  fo  handfomely  upon  him. 

^tifan.  A  good  blunt  Gentleman. 

Pin.  Yes,  marry  am  I: 
Yet  tor  a  pufh  or  two  at  fharp,  and't  pleafe  you 


Pan.    My  honeft  Friend,    you    know  not  who  you 
fpeak  to  : 
This  is  the  Princefs's  Aunt. 

Pin.  I  like  her  th*  better 
And  fhe  were  her  Mother  (Lady)  or  her  Grandmother, 
I'm  not  fo  bafhful,  but  I  can  Buckle  with  her. 

Pan.  Of  what  fize  is  your  Bufinefs? 

Pin.  O'th'  long  Sixteens, 
And  will  make  way  I  warrant  ye.     Pan.  How  fine  he 
Talks.     Pin.  Nay,  in  troth  I  talk  but  courfely.  Lady, 
B'Jt  I  hold  it  comfortable  for  the  Underftanding  : 
How  fain  they'd  draw  me  into  Ribaldry. 
Thcfe  Wenches  that  live  eafily,  live  high, 
C41)  And  love  thcfe  broad  Dilcourfes,  as  they  lovePoffetSi 
Thefe  dry  Delights  ferve  for  Preparatives. 

Pan.  Why  do  you  look  fo  on  me? 

Pin.  I  am  guelTing 
By  th'  caft  of  your  Face,  what  th' Property  of  your  Place 

fhould  be  •, 
For  I  prefume  you  turn  a  Key,  fweet  Beauty, 
And  you  another.  Gravity,  under  th'  Princefs, 
And  by  my--  I  warrant  ye  good  Places, 
Comely  commodious  Seats. 

^ifan.  Prithee  let  him  talk  dill. 
For  methinks  he  talks  handfomely. 

(41)  Love  thefe  broad  Difcourfes,  ■   ■  ■    ]    So  read  all  the  Copies 

but.  tiiat  of  1647. 

Pin, 
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Pin.  And  truly, 
As  near  as  my  Underftanding  fhall  enable  me, 
You  look  as  if  you  kept  my  Lady's  Secrets  •, 
Nay,  do  not  laugh,  for  I  mean  honeftly. 
How  thcfe  young  things  tattle,  when  they  get  a  toy  by 

th'end? 
And  how  their  Hearts  go  Pit-a-pat,  and  look  for*t, 
Wou'd  it  not  dance  too,  if  it  had  a  Fiddle? 
Your  Gravity's,  I  guefs,  to  take  th*  Petitions, 
And  hear  the  lingring  fuits  in  Love  difpos'd. 
Their  Sighs  and  Sorrows  in  their  proper  Place, 
You  keep  the  Ay- me  Office. 
^luifan.  Prithee  fuffer  him, 
For  as  1  live  he  is  a  pretty  Fellow ; 
I  love  to  hear  fometimes  what  Men  think  of  us. 
And  thus  deliver'd  freely,  'tis  no  Malice  : 
Proceed,  good  honed  Man. 

Pin.  1  will,  good  Madam. 
According  to  Mens  States  and  Dignities, 
Monies  and  Moveables,  you  rate  their  Dreams, 
And  caft  th'  Nativity  of  their  Defires. 
If  he  reward  well,  all  he  thinks  is  profperous ; 
And  if  he  promife  Place,  his  Dreams  are  Oracles : 
Your  antient  pradlique  Art  too  in  thefe  Difcoveries, 
Who  loves  at  fuch  a  length,  who  a  fpan  farther. 
And  who  draws  home,  yields  you  no  little  Profit, 
For  thefe  ye  milk  by  Circumftance. 
^ifan.  Yc're  cunning. 

Pin.  And  as  they  Oil  ye,  and  advance  your  Spindle, 
So  you  draw  out  the  Lines  of  Love  ;  your  Doors  too. 
The  Doors  of  deftiny,  that  Men  muft  pafs  through  ; 
Thefe  are  fair  Places. 
Pan.  Hg  knows  all. 
Pin.  Your  Trap- doors. 
To  pop  Fools  in  at,  that  have  no  Providence  -, 
Your  little  Wickets,   to    work  Wife-men,  like  Wires, 

thro*  at. 
And  draw  their  States  and  Bodies  into  Cobwebs  ; 
Your  Poftern  Doors,  to  catch  thofe  that  are  cautelous. 
And  would  not  have  the  World's  Eye  find  their  Knaveries ; 

Your 
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Your  Doors  of  Danger ;   fome  Men  hate  a  PJcafure, 
Unlefs  that  may  be  full  of  Fears  i  your. Hope  Doors; 
And  chofd  are  fine  Commodities,  where  Fools  pay 
For  every  new  Encouragement,  a  new  Cuftom  ; 
You  have  your  Doors  of  Honour,  and  of  Pleafure  i 
But  thofe  are  for  great  Princes,  glorious  Vanities, 
That  travel  to  be  famous  through  Difeafes  ; 
There  be  the  doors  of  Poverty  and  Death  too. 
But  thefe  you  do  (42)  the  belt  you  can  to  dam  up. 
For  then  your  gain  goes  out.     ^lifan.  This  is  a 
Rare  Le6lure.     Vln.  Read  to  them  that  undcrftand. 
Pan.  Befhrew  me.  Sir,  I  dare  not  venture  on  ye. 
Ye  cut  too  keen. 

Enter  Quifara. 

^ifan.  We  thank  you,  Sir,  for  your 
Good  Mirth,  you  are  a  good  Companion. 
Here  comes  the  Princefs  now,  attend  your  Bufinefs. 

^iifar.  Is  there  no  Remedy,  no  Hopes  can  help  me  .'* 
No  Wit  to  let  me  free.''  Who's  there  ho.?  <^z^i/i;;.  Troubled? 
Her  looks  are  almoft  Wild  :     What  ails  the  Princefs  ? 
I  know  nothing  fhe  wants. 

^ifar.  Who's  that  there  with  you  ? 
Oh,  Signior  Piniero^  you're  moft  welcome  : 
How  does  your  noble  Uncle  ? 

Pin.  Sad  as  you  are.  Madam  : 
But  he  commends  his  Service,  and  this  Letter. 

^lifar.  Go  off",  attend  within — Fair  Sir,  I  thank  ye, 
Pray  be  no  Stranger,  for  indeed  you're  welcome  j 
For  your  own  Virtues  welcome. 

^uifati.  We're  miftaken. 
This  is  fome  brave  Fellow  fure. 

Pan.  Pm  fure  he's  a  bold  Fellow  : 
But  if  Ihe  hold  him  fo,  we  muft  believe  it.  [£.v//. 

^ifar.  Do  you  know  of  this,  fair  Sir  ? 

Pin.  I  guefs  it,  Madam, 
And  whither  it  intends :  1  had  not  brought  it  elfe. 

(a 2)  '^'— the  Be^ you  ea»  to  damn  uf,']  That  tf'am»  is  wrong  is 
plain,  and  what  it  Ihcald  be  obvious :  The  Folio  of  the  firft  Date  exhi- 
bits the  Lir.i  Readies- 

^fifan. 
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Sluifan.  It  is  a  Bufinefs  of  no  common  reckoning. 

Pin.  The  handfomer  for  him  that  goes  about  it ; 
Slight  Adiions  are  rewarded  with  flight  Thanks: 
Give  me  a  matter  of  fome  weight  to  wade  in. 

^lifar.  And  can  you  love  your  Uncle  fo  diredly. 
So  ferioufly,  and  full,  to  undertake  this  ? 
Can  there  be  fuch  a  Faith  ? 

Pin.  (43)  Da^  you  fay  Ay  to  it. 
And  fet  me  on  ?  'Tis  no  matter  for  my  Uncle, 
Or  what  I  owe  to  him,  dare  you  but  wifh  it  ? 

^iifar.  I  wou'd  fain 

Pin.  Have  it  done,  fay  but  fo,  Lady. 

^iifan.  Conceive  it  fo. 

Pin.  I  will,  'tis  that  I'm  bound  to : 
Your  Will  that  mufb  command  me,  and  your  Pleafure, 
Th'  fair  afpefls  of  thofe  Eyes  that  mud  direct  me  : 
lam  no  Uncle's  Agent,  I'm  mine  own.  Lady; 
I  fcorn  my  able  Youth  fhould  plough  for  others. 
Or  my  Ambition  fcrve  for  Pay  ;  I  aim. 
Although  I  never  hit,  as  high  as  any  Man, 
And  the  Reward  I  reach  at,  fhall  be  equal, 
And  what  Love  fpurs  me  on  to ;  (44)  this  defire. 
Makes  me  forget  an  honed  Man,  a  brave  Man, 
A  valiant,  and  a  virtuous  Man,  my  Countryman, 
ylffuufia^  the  delight  of  all  the  Minions, 
This  love  of  you,  doting  upon  your  Beauty, 
The  Admiration  of  your  Excellence, 
Make  me  but  Servant  to  the  pooreft  fmile, 

(43)  Dare  you  fay  Ay  to  it.]  'T!s  rot  impoffible  but  this  might 
come  from  our  Poets  Pen,  but  the  general  Word  on  luch  Occafions  is 
moltly  Jy-me,  as  the  Reader  can't  but  remember  in  feveral  Places  in 
theie  Plays,  and  fo  I  conjecture  they  wrote  here. 

(44)  ■ this  dff.re. 

Makes  me  forget  aa  honeji  i*lnn,  a  brawe  Man, 

A  'valiant,  and  a  ^jirtuous  Alan,  my  Countryman ^ 

Armufia,   the  delight  cf  all  the  Minions, 

This  lonje  of  you,   doting  upon  your  Beauty, 

The  admiration  of  your  ExcrtUnce,']  The  latter  Part  of  this 
Paffage  the  Reader  will  fee  dcei  net  at  all  tally  with  what  follows:  In 
ihert,  cither  fome  Line  or  Line?  are  djopt,  which  once  were  inferred 

becwixc 

Or 
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Or  the  lead  Grace  you  have  beftow'd  on  others, 

And  fee  how  luddenly  I'll  work  your  fatcty, 

And  fet  your  Thoughts  at  Peace  ;  I  am  no  Flatterer, 

To  promife  infinitely,  and  out-dream  dangers  j 

To  lie  a-bed,  and  fwear  Men  into  Fevers, 

Like  fome  of  your  trim  Suiters ;  when  I  promife. 

The  light  is  not  more  conftant  to  the  World, 

Than  I  am  to  my  Word She  turns  for  Millions. 

^ifar.  I  have  not  feen  a  braver  confirm*d  Courage. 

Pin.  For  a  Tun  of  Crowns  fhe  turns  ;  (he  is  a  Woman, 
And  much  I  fear,  a  worfe  than  1  expeded. 
You  are  the  Object,  Lady,  you're  the  Eye 
In  which  all  Excellence  appears,  all  wonder. 
From  which  all  Hearts  take  Fire,  all  Hands  their  Valour : 
And  he  who  (lands  difputing,  when  you  bid  him. 
But  thinks  of  his  Eftate,  Father  or  Mother, 
Friend,  Wife,  and  Children,  he  is  a  Fool,  I  fcorn  him, 
(44)  And't  be  but  to  make  clean  his  Sword,  a  Coward  ; 
Men  have  forgot  their  Fealty  to  Beauty. 
Had  I  the  place  in  your  Affe£tions, 
My  moft  unworthy  Uncle's  fit  to  fall  from, 
Liv'd  in  thofe  blefled  Eyes,  and  read  the  Stories 
Of  everlafting  Pleafures  figur'd  there, 
I'd  find  out  your  Commands  before  you  thought  'em. 
And  bring  *em  t*  you  done,  e'er  you  dream't  of 'em.    • 

^lifar.  I  admire  his  Boldnefs. 

Pin.  This,  or  any  thing  •, 
Your  Brother's  Death,  mine  Uncle's,  any  Man's, 
No  ftate  that  (lands  fecurc,  if  you  frown  on  it. 
Look  on  my  Youth,  ( I  bring  no  bladings  to  you,} 
The  firfl  (lower  of  my  Strength,  my  Faith. 

betwixt  The  aJmiration  of  your  Excellence,  and  Make  me  but  Servant — 
or  elfe,  which  I  am  more  inclin'd  to  think,  the  Lines  have  fuffered  a 
Tranlpofuion,  which  I  would  relorm  thus, 

■        -^  this  deftre 

This  love  of  you,  tio  ling  upon  your  Beauty, 

The  admiration  of  your  Excellence, 

Makes  me  forget  See. 
And  then  the  Scnle  runs  roundly  ofF. 

(44)  Jnd't  be  but  to  make  clear  his  Snvord, ]    The  oldeft  Copy 

gives  clean,  and  that  I  have  adapted  as  the  properer  Word. 

^ifar. 
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^ifar.  No  more,  Sir, 

I  am  too  willing  to  believe  ;  reft  fatisfied. 

If  you  dare  do  for  me,  I  (hall  be  thankful : 

You  are  a  handfome  Gentleman,  a  fair  one, 

My  Servant  if  you  pleafe  ;  I  feal  it  thus,  Sir. 

No  more,  till  you  deferve  more.  {Exit, 

Pin.  I'm  rewarded  : 

This  Woman's  cunning,  but  fhe*s  bloody  too  ; 

Although  (he  pulls  her  Tallons  in,  (he's  mifchicvous; 

Form'd  like  the  Face  of  Heav'n,  clear  and  tranfparenti 

I  muft  pretend  ftill,  bear  'em  both  in  hopes, 

For  fear  fome  bloody  Slave  thruft  in  indeed, 

Fafhion'd  and  flefh'd,  to  what  they  wi(h  ;  well.  Uncle, 

What  will  become  of  this,  and  what  Di(honour 

Follow  this  fatal  (haft,  if  (hot,  let  Time  tell  -, 

I  can  but  only  fear,  (45)  and  (Irive  to  crofs  it.  [^Exif. 

Enter  Armufia,  Emanuel,  and  Soza. 

E7na.\Why  are  you  thus  fad  ?  What  can  grieve  or  vex  yo'j. 
That  have  the  Pleafures  of  the  World,  the  Profits, 
The  Honour,  and  the  Loves  at  your  difpofes  ? 
Why  (hould  a  Man  that  wants  nothing,  want  his  Qiiiet? 

Am-  I  want 
W^hat  Beggars  are  above  me  in.  Content ; 
1  want  the  Grace  Pve  merited,  the  Favour, 
The  due  Refpecl.     Soza,  Does  not  the  King  allow  it? 

y^nn.  Yes,  and  all  Honours  elfe,  all  I  can  ask. 
That  he  has  Power  to  give  ;  but  from  his  Sifter, 
The  fcornful  Cruelty,  (forgive  me  Beauty, 
That  I  tranfgrefs)  from  her  that  (hould  look  on  me. 
That  (hould  a  little  fmile  upon  my  Service, 
And  fofter  my  Defcrts  for  her  own  Faith's  fake ; 
That  fliould  at  leaft  acknowledge  me,  fpeak  to  me ^ 

(45)  — — /7«i  ftrive /a  crofs // ]    The  Reader  may' be  furprifed  to 
find  this  Line  run  otherwile  in  the  1647  Edition. 

'    ■■  an  J  crofs  to  crofs  it. 

For  though  JI rive  be  the  Senfe  of  the  Place  here  cited,  and  crc/j  tn 
crofs  it  be  but  an  odd  Expreilion,  yet  I  fancy  the  original  Word,  of 
which  croft  is  but  a  Corruption,  might  be  once  wrote  thus 

lean  hut  or.ly  fear,  /a«^  courfe—— 
/.  e,  run,  itrivc,  endeavour  to  crofs  it. 

Suza. 
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Scza.  And  you  go  whining  up  and  down  for  this,  Sir  ? 
Lamenting  and  dilputing  of  your  Grievances  ? 
Sighing  and  fobbing  like  a  fallen  School-boy, 
And  curfing  good- wife  Fortune  for  this  Favour? 

Jrm.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Soza.  Do  what  you  fhould  do, 
What  a  Man  would  do  in  this  cafe,  a  wife  Man, 
An  underftanding  Man  that  knows  a  Woman, 
Knows  her 

And  all  her  tricks,  her  fcorns,  and  all  her  trifles  : 
Go  t'  her,  and  take  her  in  your  Arms,  and  (hake  her. 
Take  her  and  tofs  her  like  a  Bar. 

Ema.  But  be  fure  you  pitch  her  on  a  Feather-bed, 
Shake  her  between  a  pair  of  Sheets,  Sir,  there  fliake 
Thefe  fullen  fits  out  of  her,  fpare  her  not  there  ; 
There  you  may  break  her  W^ill,  and  bruife  no  Bone,  Sir 

Soza.  (46)  Go  to  her. 

Ema.  That's  the  way. 

Soza.  And  tell  her,  boldly. 
And  do  not  mince  the  matter,  nor  mock  your  fclT, 
With  being  too  indulgent  to  her  Pride  : 
Let  her  hear  roundly  from  ye,  what  ye  are. 
And  what  ye  have  deferved,  and  what  fhe  mufl:  be. 

Ema.  And  be  not  put  off  like  a  common  Fellow, 

With The  Princefs  would  be  private. 

Or  that  fh*as  taken  Phyfick,  and  admits  none  ; 
I  would  talk  to  her  any  where. 

Arm.  It  makes  me  Imile. 

Ema.  Now  you  look  handfomely  : 
Had  I  a  Wench  to  win,  I  would  fb  flutter  her. 
They  love  a  Man  that  crulhes  'em  to  Verjuce ; 
A  Woman  held  at  hard  Meat,  is  your  Spaniel. 

Soza.  Pray  take  our  Council,  Sir, 

Arm.  1  fliall  do  fomething, 

(46)  Go  to  ker. 

Ema.  That^s  the  nxay.  ]  To  put  thcfe  Words  Go  to  her  ia 
Bozo's  Mouth,  who  had  fo  lately  made  ufe  of  'em  before,  feems  not 
at  all  in  Charafler ;  but  haply  they  belong  to  Armufia,  who  demur- 
ring upon  the  Advice  of  his  Friends,  repeats  part  of  Soza's  Words, 
Goto  her?  Upcn  which  Emanuel  takes  him  up,  and  affures  him 
IhaCs  the  ivay.     But  !c:  this  ftand  or  f^tll  in  the  Reader's  Judgment. 

But 
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But  not  your  way,  it  fhews  too  boifterous ; 
For  my  AfFe6tions  are  as  fair  and  gentle, 
As  her  they  ferve. 

Enter  King. 

Soza.  The  King. 

King.  Why,  how  now,  Friend? 
Why  do  you  rob  me  of  the  Company 
I  love  fo  dearly,  Sir  ?  I  have  been  iccking  you  5 
For  when  I  want  you,  I  want  all  my  PJeafure  : 
Why  fad  ?  Thus  fad  ftill,  Man  ?  I  will  not  have  it ; 
I  muft  not  fee  the  Face  I  love  thus  fliadowed.  [him: 

Ei7ia.  And't  pleafe  your  Grace,  methinks  it  ill  becomes 
A  Soldier  Oiould  be  jovial,  high  and  lufty. 

,  King,  He  (hail  be  fo  ;  come,  come,  I  know  your  reafon. 
It  fiiall  be  none  to  crofs  you,  ye  fhall  have  her, 
Take  my  Word,  ('tis  a  King's  word)  ye  fhaJl  have  her. 
She  fliajl  be  yours  or  nothing,  pray  be  merry. 

Arm.  Your  Grace  has  given  me  caufe,  1  fhall  be,  Sir, 
And  ever  your  poor  Servant. 

King.  Me  my  felf,  Sir, 
My  better  felf  j  I  fliall  find  time,  and  fuddenly. 
To  gratifie  your  Loves  too.  Gentlemen, 
And  make  you  know  how  much  I  ftand  bound  to  you  : 
Nay,  'ds  not  worth  your  thanks,  no  further  Compliment; 
Will  you  go  with  me.  Friend? 

Artn.  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
Spare  me  an  hour  or  two,  I  Hiall  wait  on  you  ; 
Some  little  private  Bulinefs  with  my  felf,  Sir, 
For  fuch  a  time. 

King.  I'll  hinder  no  Devotion, 
For  1  know  you're  regular  j  I'll  take  you.  Gentlemen, 
Becaufe  he  ihall  have  nothing  to  dillurb  him  ; 
I  (hall  look  for  you,  Friend.         {JLxeimi,  iViiz^^/ Armufia. 

Enter  Panura. 

Arm.  I  dare  not  fail,  Sir: 
What  fhall  1  do  to  make  her  know  my  Mifery, 
To  make  her  fcnfible  ?  This  is  her  Woman, 
I  have  a  Toy  come  to  me  fuddenly. 
It  may  work  for  the  befV,  fhe  can  but  fcorn  me, 

Vol.  VIII.  X  And 
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And  lower  than  I  am  I  cannot  tumble  j 

ril  try,  what  e'er  my  Fate  be^ Good  Ev'n,  Fair  one. 

Pan.  'Tis  the  brave  Stranger     ■         A  good   Night  to 
you,  Sir. 
Now  by  my  Lady's  Hand,  a  goodly  Gentleman ! 
I  Jovv  happy  fhall  flie  be  in  fuch  a  Husband ! 
Wou'd  1  were  fo  provided  too. 

/iim.  Good  pretty  one, 
Shall  1  keep  you  Company  for  an  hour  or  two? 
1  want  employment  for  this  Evening  j 
I  am  an  hon^Il  Man. 

Pan.  I  dare  believe  ye  : 
Or  if  ye  were  not,  Sir,  that's  no  great  matter, 
We  take  M^rns  Promiles ;  wou'd  ye  flay  with  me,  Sir? 

Arm.  So  it  pleafe  you,  pray  let's  be  better  acquainted, 
I  know  you  are  the  Piincefs'  Gentlewoman, 
And  wait  upon  l.er  near 

Pan.  'Tis  like  I  do  fo. 

Arm.  And  may  befriend  a  Man,  do  him  fair  Courtefies, 
If  he  have  bufinefs  your  way- 

Pan.  I  underdar.d  ye. 

Arm.  So  kind  t^.w  Office,  that  you  may  bind  a  Gentleman 
Hereafter  to  be  your?,  and  your  way  too, 
And  ye  may  blcis  the  hour  you  did  this  benefit : 
Sweet  handfome  Faces  (hould  have  courteous  Minds, 
And  ready  Faculties. 

Pan.  Tell  me  your  bufinefs. 
Yet  if  I  think  it  be  to  her,  your  fcif.  Sir, 
(For  I  know  what  you  arc,  and  what  we  hold  ye, 
And  in  what  grace  ye  (land,)  without  a  fecond, 
(For  that  but  darkens  you,)  wou'd  do  it  better  : 
The  Princefs  mud  be  pleas'd  sn\.\\  your  Accefles  *, 
I'm  fure  I  fhould. 

Arm.  I  want  a  Courtici's  boldnefs, 
And  am  yet  but  a  Stranger;  I'd  fain  fpeak  with  her. 

Pan.  'Tis  very  late,  and  upon  her  hour  of  deep,  Sir, 

Arnu  Pray  ye  wear  this,  and  believe  my  Meaning  civil, 

[G/wj  her  a  Jr^vd, 
My  bufinefs  of  that  fair  Rcfped  and  Carriage  j 
This  for  our  more  Acquaintance. 

Pan. 
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Pan.  How  clofe  he  kifTes .'  and  how  fenfible 
The  pafllngs  of  his  Lips  are  !  I  muft  do  if, 
And  I  were  to  be  hang'd  now,  and  I  will  do*c : 
He  may  do  as  much  for  me,  that's  all  I  aim  at; 
And  come  what  will  on't,  Life  or  Deatli,  I'll  do  \t^ 
For  ten  fuch  KifTes  more,  and  'twere  High  Treafon. 

Arm.  I  would  be  private  with  her.  Pan.  So  you  fhall,  'tis 
Not  worth  thanks  elfc  j  you  muft  difpatch  quick.  Ann.  Sud- 
denly. 

Pan.  And  I  muft  leave  you  in  my  Chamber,  Sir, 
Where  you  muft  lock  yourfelf  that  none  may  fee  you  ; 
' Tis  clofe  to  hers,  you  cannot  mifs  the  entrance. 
When  flie  comes  down  to  Bed.     Arm.  I  underfland  ye. 
And  once  more  thank  ye,  Lady.  Pan.  Thank  me  but  thus. 

Arm.  (47)  If  I  fail  thee ■ 

Come  dole  then.  \Exeunt, 

Enter  Quifara,  and  Quifana. 

^rfar.  'Tis  late  good  Aunt,  to  Bed,  I'm  e'en  unready. 
My  Woman  won't  be  long  away.    ^dfan.  I'd  have  you 
A  little  merrier  lirft;  Let  me  fit  by  ye. 
And  read  or  difcourfe  fomething  that  ye  fancy. 
Or  take  my  Inftrument.    ^dfar.  No,  no,  I  thank  you, 
I  fhall  fleep  without  thefe  •,   I  wrong  your  Age,  Aunt, 
To  make  ye  wait  thus,  pray  let  me  intreat  ye  ; 
To  Morrow  I  will  lee  y',  I  know  youVe  fleepy. 
And  Reft  will  be  a  welcome  Gueft  •,  you  Ihall  not. 
Indeed  you  fli.ill  not  Hay  ;  oh,  here's  my  Woman. 

Enter  Panura. 

Good  Night,  good  Night,  and  good  Reft,  Aunt,  attend  you. 
^ifan.  Sleep  dwell  upon  your  Eyes,  and  fair  Dreams 

court  ye. 
^iifar.  Com?,  where  have  you  been,   Wench  i^    Make 
me  unready, 
I  flept  but  ill  lalt  Night. 

(47)   Arm.    //"  I  fail  thee  - < 

Come  clofe  then.'\  Mr.  S^tuar*^  fuppofes  with  me,  that 
Panur.-i's  Name  is  unhappily  dropt  here  ;  for  who  can  imagine  thefe 
Words  could  be  Ipoke  with  the  leaft  Propriety  by  Arrnufia.  ? 

X  2  Pan.^ 
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Pan.  You'll  fleep  the  better 
I  hope  to  Night,  Madam. 

^dfar.  A  little  Reft  contents  me  ; 
Thou  lov'ft  thy  Bed,  Panura. 

Pan.  Vm  not  in  Love,  Lady, 
Nor  feldom  dream  of  Devils,  I  fleep  foundly.      [fo  well, 

^<iJarV\\  fw ear  thou  doft,thy Husband  wou*d  nottake*c 
If  thou  were  married,  Wench. 

Pan.  Let  him  take,  Madam, 
The  way  to  waken  me,  I  am  no  Dormoufe ; 
Husbands  have  larum  Bells,  if  they  but  ring  once, 

^ifar.  Thou  art  a  merry  Wench. 

Pan.  I  fhall  live  the  longer. 

^ui/ar.  Prithee  fetch  my  Book. 

Pan.  Vm  glad  of  that. 

^i/ar.  ril  read  a  while  before  I  fleep. 

Pan.  1  will.  Madam. 

^ifar.  And  if  Ruy  Dias  meet  you,  and  b*  importunate. 
He  may  come  in. 

(48)  Pan.  I  have  a  better  fare  for  you  5 
Now  leaft  in  fight  play  I.  [Exit, 

Enter  Armufia,  locks  the  Boor, 

^tifar.  Why  fliould  I  love  him  ? 
Why  fhould  I  doat  upon  a  Man  deferves  not. 
Nor  has  no  Will  to  work  it?  Who*s  there,  Wench  ? 
What  are  you  ?  Or  whence  come  you  ^ 

Jrm.  Ye  may  know  me, 
I  bring  not  fuch  amazement,  noble  Lady. 

§luifar.  Who  let  you  in  .f* 

Arm.  My  reftlefs  Love  that  fcrves  ye. 

^iifar.  This  is  an  Impudence  I  have  not  heard  of, 
A  Rudenefs  that  becomes  a  Thief  or  Ruffian  ; 
Nor  fliall  my  Brother's  Love  prote6t  this  Boldnefs, 

(48)  Pan.  I  ha've  a  better  fzrc/oryou,']  Panura*s  Meaning  is,  t/jat 
Jhe  has  better  Entertainment  than  Ruy  Dias  for  the  PrtHcefs  ;  but 
the  Words  don'c  clearly  convey  this  to  us.  I  would  fuppofe  it  might 
originally  run  thus, 

/  have  a  better  fzr  for  you. 
Or,  which  I  prtfer, 

/  have  a  better  fere  [/.  e.  Companion  ]  for  you^ 

You 
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You  build  fo  flrongly  on  ;  my  Rooms  are  Santfluaries, 
And  with  that  Reverence,  they  that  feek  my  Favours, 
And  humble  Fears,  fliall  render  their  Approaches. 

^rm.   Mine  are  no  Icfs. 

^ifar.  I*m  Miftrefs  of  my  fclf.  Sir, 
And  will  be  foi  I  will  not  be  thus  vifited, 
Thefe  Fears  and  Dangers  thruil  into  my  Privacy. 
Stand  further  off,  I'll  cry  out  elfe. 

^rm.  Oh,  dear  Lady  ! 

^ifar.  I  fee  Difhonour  in  your  Eyes. 

yfrm.  There's  none: 
By  all  that  Beauty  they  are  innocent ; 
Pray  ye  tremble  not,  you  have  no  caufe. 

^i/ar.  I'll  die  firft  ; 
Before  you  have  your  Will,  be  torn  in  Pieces; 
The  little  ftrengch  I've  left  me  to  refill  you. 
The  Gods  will  give  me  more,  before  I'm  forc'd 
To  that  I  hate,  or  fuffer 

Arm.  You  wrong  my  Duty. 

^ifar.  So  bale  a  Violation  of  my  Liberty. 
I  know  you're  bent  unnobly  •,   I'll  take  to  me 
The  Spirit  of  a  Man,  borrovv^  his  boldnefs, 
And  force  my  Woman's  Fears  into  a  Madnefs, 
And  e*er  y'  arrive  at  what  you  aim  at > 

Arm.   Lady, 
If  there  be  in  you  any  Woman's  Pity, 
And  if  your  Fears  have  not  proclaim'd  me  monftrous. 
Look  on  me,  and  believe  me  ^  is  this  Violence? 
Is  it  to  fall  thus  proftrate  to  your  Beauty 
A  Ruffian's  boldnefs?  Is  Humility  a  Rudenefs? 
The  Griefs  and  Sorrows  that  grow  here,  an  Impudence  ? 
Thefe  Forcin'^s,  and  thefe  Fears  I  bring  along  with  me ; 
Thefe  impudent  Abufes  oEered  ye  i 
And  thus  high  has  your  Brother's  Favour  blown  me. 
Alas,  dear  Lady  of  my  Life,  I  came  not 
"With  any  purpofe  rough  or  defperate, 
With  any  Thought  that  was  not  fmooth  and  gentle. 
As  your  fair  Hand,  with  any  doubt  or  danger ; 
Far  be  it  from  my  Heart  to  fright  your  Quiet  -, 
A  heavy  curfe  light  on'c,  when  1  intend  it. 

X  3  ^-i'^^^. 
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^ifar.  Now  I  dare  hear  you. 

Jrm.  If  I  had  been  mifchievous, 
As  then  1  mufl:  be  mad,  or  were  a  Monfter  ; 
(49)  If  any  fuch  bafe  Thought  had  harbour'd  here. 
Or  Violence  that  became  not  Man, 
You  have  a  thoufand  Bulwarks  to  afTure  you. 
The  holy  Powers  bear  Shields  to  defend  Chaftity  ; 
Your  Honour,  and  your  Virtues  are  fuch  Armours  ; 
Your  clear  Thoughts  fuch  Defences  •,  if  you  mif-doubt  flill, 
And  yet  retain  a  fear,  I  am  not  honeft, 
But  come  with  impure  Thoughts  into  this  Place  ; 
Take  this,  and  fheath  it  here  j  be  your  own  Safety  s 
Be  wife,  and  rid  your  fears,  and  let  me  perifti ; 
How  willing  fhall  I  fleep  to  fatisfie  you. 

^dfar.  No,  I  believe  now,  you  I'peak  worthily  i 
What  came  you  then  for  ? 

j4rm.  To  complain  me.  Beauty, 
But  modeftly. 

9luifar.   Of  what? 

Arin.  Of  your  fierce  Cruelty, 
(For  though  I  die,  I  will  not  blame  the  Doer ;  ) 
Humbly  to  tell  your  Grace,  ye  had  forgot  me  j 
A  little  to  have  touch*d  at,  not  accus'd. 
For  that  I  dare  not  do,  your  Scorns ;  pray  Pardon  me, 
And  be  not  angry  that  I  ufe  the  Liberty 
To  urge  that  word;  a  little  to  have  fhew'd  you 
What  I  have  been,  and  what  done  to  deferve  ye. 
If  any  thing  that  Love  commands  may  reach  yc  i 
To  have  rcmembred  ye,  but  I'm  unworthy. 
And  to  that  Mifery  falls  all  my  Fortunes, 
T'  have  told  yc,  and  by  my  Liie  ye  may  believe  me, 
That  I  am  honell,  and  will  only  marry        ^ 
Yon,  or  your  Memory  ;  pray  be  not  angry. 

l^tifiu-.  1  thank  you,  Sir,  and  let  me  tell  you  ferioufly, 

(49)    Jf  0"y  f'xfj  tafe  Thought  had  harhour'' d  here , 

Or  Violence  that  became  tiot  Man,^  Jt  has  been  ofcen  obferv'd, 
thnt  Words  beloiigirr^  to  one  Line  have  been  repeated  in  that  above  or 
below,  but  liere  the  Revrrfc  has  happened  ;  for  when  the  fame  Ad- 
jedlive  fliould  have  been  repealed,  it  was  in  the  fecond  Line  omitted. 

Mr.  Seivard, 
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Ye  have  taken  now  the  right  way  to  befriend  ye, 
And  to  beget  a  fair  and  clear  Opinion. 
Yet  to  try  your  Obedience    — - 

Arm,   (50)  1  ftand  ready,  Lady, 
Without  prefuming  to  ask  any  thing. 

^ifar.  Or  at  this  time  to  hope  for  further  Favcur  j 
Or  to  remember  Services  or  Smiles  ; 
Dangers  you  have  pall  through,  and  reward  due  to  'em  j 
Loves  or  defpairs,  but  leaving  all  to  me  : 
Quit  this  Place  prefcntly. 

Arm.  I  fhali  obey  ye. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

Riiy.  Ha? 

Arm.   Who's  this.' 
What  art  thou  ? 

Ruy.  A  Gentleman. 

Ann.  Thou  art  no  more,  I'm  furc :  O'-,  'tis  Ruy  D.is  % 
How  high  he  looks,  and  harfli ! 

Ruy.  Is  there  not  Door  enough, 
You  take  fuch  Elbow  room  .^ 

Arm.  If  I  take  it,    I'll  carry  it. 

Ruy.  Does  this  become  you,   Princefs  ? 

Arm.  The  Captain's  jealous. 
Jealous  of  chat  he  never  durff  dtfcrve  yet  j 
Go  freely,  go,  I'll  give  thee  leave. 

Ruy.   Your  leave.  Sir  ? 

Arm.  Yes,  my  leave,  Sir  ;   I'll  not  be  troubled  r.cKiier, 
Nor  fhall  my  Heart  ake,  or  my  Head  be  Jealous, 
Nor  llrange  fufpicious  Thoughts  reign  in  my  INlcmory  ; 
Go  on,  and  do  thy  worfr,  i'il  fmile  a:  thee  •, 
1  kifs  your  fair  Hand  firfl-,  then  farewel  Captain,     [Z^vr7. 

ir^nfar.   What  a  pure  Soul  inherits  here?    whac  ]ni;<j- 
cence  ? 
Sure  I  was  blind  when  I  firfi:  lovM  this  Fellow, 
And  long  to  live  in  that  Fog  Hill  -,  liow  he  bluflers  ! 

{50)   I  /land  readj.    Lady, 

IFiibout   ircf-uining  'o  csh  ar,\  tlirg.'\     Thi*  fe:or.fl  Ty-rV   e\i- 
dcntly  belongs  to  '.lit Princefs,  br  clfe  ii.-t  Si  eech  will  no:  be  Giammar, 

X  4  Ruy. 
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(SiYRuy.   Am  I  your  Property  ?   or  thofe  your  FUt- 
teries, 
The  Banquets  that  ye  bid  me  to,  the  truft 
1  build  my  goodly  Hopes  on  ? 

j^iifar.  Be  more  temperate. 

Ruy.  Are  thefe  the  fliews  of  your  refpeft  and  favour  ? 
What  did  he  here,  what  Language  had  he  with  yc? 
Did  ye  invite  him  ?  could  ye  ftay  no  longer  ? 
Is  he  fo  gracious  in  your  Eye  ? 

^ifar.  You're  too  forward. 

Ruy.  Why  at  thcfe  private  Hours? 

^dfar.  You  are  too  faucy. 
Too  impudent  to  task  me  with  thofe  Errors. 
D'  ye  know  what  I  am,  Sir,  and  my  Prerogative  ? 
Though  you  be  a  thing  I've  call*d  by  the  Name  of  Friend, 
I  never  tajght  you  to  difpofe  my  Liberty  -, 
How  durft  you  touch  mine  Honour  ?  blot  my  Meanings  ? 
And  name  an  A6lion,  and  of  mine,  but  Noble  ? 
Thou  poor  unworthy  thing,  how  have  I  grac*d  thee. 
How  have  I  nourilht  thee  and  raifed  thee  hourly! 
Are  thefe  the  Gratitudes  you  bring,  Ruy  Dias  ? 
The  Thanks  ?  the  Services  ?   I'm  fairly  paid  ; 
Was't  not  enough  1  faw  thou  wert  a  Coward, 
And  fhadowed  thee  ?  no  noble  Sparkle  in  thee  ? 
Daily  provok'd  thee,  and  dill  found  thee  Coward? 
Rais'd  noble  Caufes  for  thee.  Strangers  ftarted  at ; 
Yet  ftill,  ftill,  ftill  a  Coward,  ever  Coward  ; 
And  with  thofe  Taints,  doft  thou  upbraid  my  Virtues? 

Ruy.  I  was  to  blame.  Lady. 

^iifar.  So  blindly  bold  to  touch  at  my  Behaviour? 
Durit  thou  but  look  amifs  at  my  Allowance  ? 
If  thou  hadft 

Been  a  brave  Fellow,  thou  hadft  had  fome  Licence, 
Some  Liberty?   I  might  have  then  allowed  thee 
For  thy  good  Face,  loine  fcope  to  have  argued  with  me  ; 

(jl)  Ruy.   Am  I  ycur  Property  ?    or  thofe  your  Flatteries, 

The  Battqucts  that  you  hid  me  to, ]     'Tis   likely  we 

fhould  read,  by  the  Change  of  one  Letter  and  the  Addition  of  another, 

«  ■  ■  are  thofe ysur  Flatteries. 

But 
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But  being  nothing  but  a  found,  a  fliape. 

The  meer  fign  of  a  Soldier,- -of  a  Lover, 

The  dregs  and  draffy  part,  Difgrace  and  Jealoufie, 
I  fcorn  thee,  and  contemn  thee, 

Ruy.  Deareft  Lady, 
If  I  have  been  too  free 

^iifar.  Thou'll  been  too  foolidi, 
And  go  on  ftill,  Pll  ftudy  to  forget  thee, 
I  would  1  could,  and  yet  I  pity  thee,  ^      [Ex'it^ 

Ruy.  I  am  not  worth  it,  if  I  were,  that's  Mifery, 
The  next  Door  is  but  Death,  I  muft  aim  at  it.         [Exit, 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  King,  and  Governor  like  a  Aioor-Priejl, 

King.  Q  O  far  and  truly  you've  difcovered  to  me 

i3  The  former  Currents  of  my  Life  and  Fortune, 
That  1  am  bound  t'  acknowledge  ye  moft  holy. 
And  certainly  to  credit  your  Predidtions, 
Of  what  are  yet  to  come. 

Gov.  I  am  no  Liar, 
'Tis  ftrange  I  fhould,  and  live  fo  near  a  Neighbour  ; 
But  thefe  arc  not  my  Ends. 

King.    Pray  ye  fit,  good  Father, 
Certain  a  reverend  Man,  and  moft  religious. 

Gov.  [AfJeJ]  Ay,  that  Belief's  well  now,  and  let  mc 
work  then, 
1*11  make  ye  curfe  Religion  e'er  I  leave  ye. 
Pve  liv'd  a  long  time,  Son,  a  mew*d  up  Man, 
Sequefter'd  by  the  fpecial  Hand  of  Heav'n 
From  the  World's  Vanities,   bid  farewel  to  Follies, 
And  {hook  Hands  with  all  heats  of  Youth  and  Pleafures; 
As  in  a  Dream  thefe  twenty  Years  Pve  flumber'd. 
Many  a  cold  Moon  have  I,  in  Meditation 
And  fearching  out  the  hidden  Wills  of  Heav'n, 
Lain  fhaking  under  ;  many  a  burning  Sun 
Has  fear'd  my  Body,  and  boil'd  up  my  Blood, 
Feebl'd  my  Knees,  and  ftampt  a  Meagernefs 
Upon  my  figure,  all  to  ^nd  out  Knowledge, 

Which 
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Which  I  have  now  attainM  to.  Thanks  to  Heav'n, 
All  for  my  Country's  good  too:  and  many  a  Vifion, 
Many  a  myftick  Vilion  have  I  ften,  Son, 
And  many  a  fight  from  Heav*n  which  has  been  terrible, 
Wherein  the  Goods  and  Evils  of  thefe  Ilflands 
Were  lively  (hadow*d  ;  many  a  charge  I've  had  too, 
Still  as  the  time  grew  ripe  to  reveal  thefe, 
To  travel  and  difcover  j   now  I'm  come,  Son, 
The  hour's  now  appointed,  my  Tongue's  touch'd. 
And  now  I  fpeak.  King.  Do,  Holy  Man,  I'll  hearyc. 

Gov.  Btjware  thefe  Portugals,  I  fay  beware  'em, 
Thefe  fmooth-flic'd  Strangers,  have  an  Eye  upon  'em. 
The  caufe  is  now  the  Gods,  hear,  and  believe  King. 

Kwg.  I  do  hear,  but  before  I  give  rafh  Credit,  or 
Hang  too  light  on  belief,  which  is  a  Sin,  Father, 
Know  I  have  found  'em  gentle,  faithful,  valiant. 
And  am  in  my  particular  bound  to  'em, 
I  mean  to  fome,  for  my  mofl:  ftrange  Deliverance. 

Gov.  Oh  Son,  the  future  aims  of  Men,  obferve  me, 
Above  their  prefent  Adtions,  and  their  Glory, 
Are  to  be  look'd  at ;  the  Stars  (hew  many  turnings. 
If  you  could  fee,  mark  but,  with  my  Eyes,  Pupil ; 
Thefe  Men  came  hither,  as  my  Vifion  tells  me. 
Poor,  weather-beaten,  almoft  loft,  (larv'd,  feebled, 
Their  VefTels  like  themlelves,  moft  mifcrable  ; 
Made  a  long  fute  for  Traffick,  and  for  Comfort, 
To  vent  their  Childrens  Toys,  cure  their  Difeafes :     - 
They  had  their  fute,  they  landed,  and  to  th'  rate 
Grew  rich  and  powerful,  fuckt  the  hi  and  freedom 
Of  this  mod  blefifed  IQe,  taught  her  to  tremble, 
Witnefs  the  Caftle  here,  the  Citadel, 
They've  clapt  upon  the  Neck  of  your  Tidorc., 
This  happy  Town,  till  that  flie  knew  thefe  Strangers, 
To  check  her  when  flic's  jolly. 

King.  They  have  fo  indeed.  Father. 

Gov.  Take  heed,  take  heed,  I  find  your  fair  delivery. 
Though  you  be  plcas'd  to  glorifie  that  Fortune, 
And  think  thefe  Strangers  Gods,  take  heed  I  fay, 
I  find  it  but  a  handfome  Preparation, 
A  fliir-fac'd  Prologue  to  a  further  Mifchief } 

Mark 
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Mark  but  the  end,  good  King,  the  Pin  he  flioots  at 
That  was  the  Man  deliver'd  ye,  the  Mirror: 
Your  Sifter  is  his  due  ;  what's  fhe?  your  Heir,  Sir. 
And  what  is  he  a- kin  then  to  the  Kingdom  ? 
But  Heirs  are  not  ambitious,  who  tlien  fuffcrs? 
What  rev'rence  fhall  the  Gods  have  ?  and  what  Jufllce 
The  miferable  People  ?  what  Ihall  they  dos^ 

King.  He  points  at  Truth  diredtly. 

Gov.  Think  of  thefe,  Son  ; 
The  Perfon,  nor  the  manner  I  miflike  not 
Of  your  prefcrver,  nor  the  whole  Man  together. 
Were  he  but  fcafon'd  in  the  Faith  we  are. 
In  our  Devotions  learn'd. 

King.  You  fay  right.  Father. 

Gov.  Tochangeour  Worfliipsnow,  and  our  Religion  ? 
To  be  Traitor  to  our  Gods? 

King.  You've  well  advifed  me. 
And  I  will  ferioufly  confidtr.  Father  ; 
I'th'  mean  time  you  fhaJl  have  your  fair  accefs 
Unto  my  Sifter,  advife  her  to  your  purpofe. 
And  let  me  ftill  know  how  the  Gods  determine. 

Gov.  I  will:  But  my  main  end  is  to  advife 
The  Deftruftion  of  you  all,  a  general  Ruin  ; 
And  when  I  am  reveng'd,  let  the  Gods  whiftle.       {Exeunt, 

Enter  Ruy  Dias  and  Piniero. 

Ruy.  Indeed,  I  am  right  glad  ye  were  not  greedy. 
And  fudden  in  performing  what  I  vvill'd  you. 
Upon  the  Perfon  of  Annufui  j 
I  was  afraid,  for  I  well  knew  your  Valour, 
And  Love  to  me 

Pin.  'Twas  not  a  fair  thing.  Uncle, 
It  fhew'd  not  handfome,  carried  no  Man  in  it. 

Rtiy.  I  muft  conlcls  'twas  ill,  and  1  abhor  it  ; 
Only  this  Good  has  rifen  from  this  Evil, 
I've  tried  your  Honefty,  and  find  it  Proof, 
A  Conftancy  that  will  not  be  corrupted, 
And  I  much  honour  ir. 

Pin.  This  Bell  founds  better. 

Ruy,  My  Anger  no'.v,  and  th^t  Difgrace  Pve  fufierM, 

ShaU 
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Shall  be  more  manly  vented,  and  wip'd  off. 

And  my  fick  Honour  cur'd  the  right  and  ftraight  way  ; 

My  Sword's  in  my  Hand  now  Nephew,  my  caufe  upon  it. 

And  Man  to  Man,  one  Valour  to  another. 

My  hope  to  his 

Pin.  Why,  this  is  like  Ruy  Dias ; 
This  carries  fomething  of  Ibme  lubrtance  in  it. 
Some  Mettle  and  fome  Man,  this  founds  a  Gentleman  ; 
And  now  methinks  ye  utter  what  becomes  ye  j 
To  kill  Men  fcurvily,  'tis  fuch  a  Dog-trick, 
Such  a  Rat-catcher's  Occupation 

Ruy.  It  is  no  better, 
But  Pmero,  now 

Pin,  Now  you  do  bravely. 

Ruy.  The  difference  of  our  States  flung  by,  forgotten. 
The  full  Opinion  I  have  won  in  Service, 
And  fuch  Refpefts  that  may  not  fhew  us  equal, 
Laid  handfomely  afide,  only  our  Fortunes, 
And  fingle  Manhoods- 

Pin.   in  a  Service,  Sir, 
Of  this  mofl  noble  Nature,  all  I  am. 
If  I  had  ten  Lives  more,  thofe  and  my  Fortunes 
Are  ready  for  ye  ;  I  had  thought  ye  had 
Forfworn  fighting,  or  banirti*d  thofe  brave  Thoughts 
Were  wont  to  wait  upon  you,  I  am  glad 
To  fee 'cm  call*d  home  again.  Ruy.  They  are  Nephew, 
And  thou  fhalt  fee  what  Fire  they  carry  in  them  ; 
Here,  you  guefs  what  tliis  means  ?       {_Sbews  a  Challenge, 

Pin.  Yes  very  well.  Sir. 
A  portion  of  Scripture  that  puzles  many  an  Interpreter. 

Ruy.  As  foon  as  you  can  find  him 

Pin.  That  will  not  be  long  Uncle, 
And  o*  my  Confcience  he'll  be  ready  as  quickly. 

Ruy.  I  make  no  doubt  good  Nephew  j  carry't  fo 
If  you  can  poffible,  that  wc  may  figlit. 

Pin.  Nay  you  fhall  fight,  aflure  your  felf. 

Ruy»  Pray  ye  hear  me. 
In  fome  fuch  Place  where  't  may  be  poffible 
The  Princefs  may  behold  us. 

Pin.  I  conceive  ye, 
Upon  the  Sand  behind  the  Callle,  Sir,  A 
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A  place  remote  enough,  and  there  be  Windows 
Out  of  her  Lodgings  too,  or  I'm  miftaken. 

Euy.  Y'rc  i'th*  right,  if  ye  can  work  that  handfomely- — 

Pin.  Let  me  alone,  and  pray  be  you  prepar'd 
Some  three  Hours  hence. 

Ruy.    I'll  not  fail. 

Pin.  Get  you  home, 
And  if  you  have  any  things  to  difpofe  of. 
Or  a  few  light  Prayers 

That  may  befriend  you,  run  'em  over  quickly, 
I  warrant,  1*11  bring  him  on. 

Ruy.  Farewel,  Nephew, 
And  when  we  meet  again —  [Exit. 

Pin.  Ay,  ay,  fight  handfomely  ; 
Take  a  good  draught  or  two  of  Wine  to  fettle  ye, 
' Tis  an  excellent  Armour  for  an  ill  Confcience,  Uncle  ; 
I  am  glad  to  fee  this  Man's  Converfion, 
I  was  afraid  fair  Honour  had  been  Bed-rid, 
Or  beaten  out  o'th'  I  (land.    Soldiers,  and  good  ones. 
Intended  fuch  bafe  Courfes  ?  he  will  fight  now. 
And  I  believe  too  bravely  ;  I  have  feen  him 
Curry  a  Fellow's  Carkafs  handfomely  ; 
And  i'rh'  Head  of  a  Troop,  frand  as  if  he  had 
Been  rooted  .there,  dealing  large  doles  of  Death  ; 
What  a  Rafcal  was  I,  I  did  not  fee 
His  Will  drawn? 
W  hat  does  fhe  here  ? 

Enter  Quifara. 

If  there  be  any 

Mifchief  towards,  a  Woman  makes  one  ftill  ; 

Now  what  new  Bufinefs  is  for  me  ?     Sluifar.  I  was 

Sending  for  ye,  but  fince  we've  met  fo  fair, 

You've  fav*d  that  labour ;   I  muft  intreat  you,  Sir- 

Pin.  Any  thing,  Madam  j 
Your  Wills  are  my  Commands. 

^nfar.  You're  nobly  courteous. 
Upon  my  better  Thoughts,  Signior  Piniero, 
And  my  more  peaceable  Confiderations, 
(Which  1^0 w  I  find  the  richer  Ornaments,) 
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I  would  defire  you  to  attempt  no  farther 
Againft  the  Perfon  of  the  noble  Stranger, 
(In  truth  I  am  afliam'd  of  my  fhare  in  it  \) 
Nor  be  incited  farther  by  your  Uncle ; 
I  fee  it  will  fit  ill  upon  your  Perfon, 
I  have  confider'd,  and  it  will  fhew  ugly. 
Carried  at  beft,   a  mod  unheard  of  cruelty  -, 
Good  Sir,  defift » 

Pin.  You  fpeak  now  like  a  Woman, 
And  wondrous  well  this  Tendcrnefs  becomes  ye  :, 
But  this  you  muft  remember  —  your  Command 
Was  laid  on  with  a  Kifs,  and   fcrioufly 
It  muft  be  taken  oft  the  fame  way,  Madam, 
Or  I  ftand  bound  ftill. 

^.tfar.  That  fiiall  not  endanger  ye, 
Look  ye  fair  Sir,  thus  I  take  off  that  Duty. 

Pin.  By  t!i'  Mafs  'twas  foft  and  fvveet.     Some  Bloods 
would  bound  now. 
And  run  a  tilt  \  do  not  you  think,  bright  Beauty, 
You've  done  me,  in  this  Kifs,  a  mighty  Favour, 
And  that  1  ftand  bound  by  virtue  of  this  Honour, 
To  do  whatever  you  command  me  ? 

^tifar.    I  think.  Sir, 
From  me  thefe  are  unufual  courtefies. 
And  ought  to  be  refpeded  fo  •,  there  are  fome. 
And  Men  of  no  mean  Rank,  would  hold  themfelves 
Not  poorly  blcft  to  tafte  of  fuc'a  a  Bounty. 

Pin.   I   know  there  are,  that  wou'd  do  many  unjuft 
things 
For  fuch  a  Kifs,  (and  yet  I  hold  this  modeft  ;) 
All  Villanies,  Body  and  Soul  difpenfe  with  ; 
For  fuch  a  Provocation,  kill  their  Kindred, 
Demolifli  the  fair  Credits  of  their  Parents ; 
Thofe  Kifies  I  am  not  acquainted  with  -, 
Moft  certain,   Madam, 

Th'  Appurt'nance  of  this  Kifs  wou'd  not  provoke  me 
To  do  a  Mifchief ;  'tis  the  Devil's  own  Dance 
To  be  kifs'd  into  Cruelty. 

^ifar»  Pm  glad  you  make  that  ufe,  Sir. 
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Pin.  (f  2)  I  am  gladder 
That  you  made  me  believe  you  were  cruel ; 
For  by  this  Hand,  I  know  I  am  fo  honefl, 
However  I  dcceivM  ye,  (*twas  high  time  too, 
Some  common  Slave  might  have  been  fet  upon  it  elfc}) 
That  willingly  I  would  not  kill  a  Dog 
That  could  but  fetch  and  carry  for  a  Woman, 
She  mult  be  a  good  Woman  made  me  kick  him. 
And  that  will  be  hard  to  find  j  to  kill  a  Man, 
If  you  will  give  me  leave  to  get  another. 
Or  any  fhe  that  phiid  the  bed  Game  at  it. 
And  'fore  a  Womar.'s  Anger,  prefer  her  Fancy. 

^tifar.  I  take  it  in  you  well. 

Pin.  I  thank  ye  Lady, 
And  I  fhall  fiudy  to  confirm  it. 

^lifar.  Do  Sir, 
For  this  Time,  and  this  prefent  Caufe,  I  'low  it. 

[^Exit  Pin. 
Mod  holy.  Sir. 

Enter  Governor^  Qiiifana,  and  Panura. 

Gov.  Blefs  ye  my  Royal  Daughter, 
And  in  you,  blefs  this  Ifland,  Heav*n. 

^ifar.  Good  Aunt. 
What  think  ye  of  this  Man? 

^iifar.  Sure  he's  a  wife  Man, 
And  a  Religious  j  he  tells  us  things  have  happened 
So  many  years  ago,  almoft  forgotten. 
As  readily  as  if  they  were  done  this  hour. 

^iifar.  Does  he  not  meet  with  your  fharp  Tongue  ? 

Pan.  He  tells  me.  Madam, 
Marriage  and  mouldy  Cheefe  will  make  me  tamer. 

Gov.  A  flubboin  Keeper,  and  worfe  Fare, 

()2)   /  am  gladder 

That  you  made  me  helie've  you  tvere  crue/  •,"]  I  read  thisLInefo, 
I'ou  made  me  but  believe  that  you  ixere  cruel; 
The  Monofyllnb's  warning  to  give  Propriety  to  the  Sentiment,  is 
equally  ncce(iary  to  the  Vcrfe  as  is  a  fmai  Change  in  the  pofition 
ot  the  Words ;  both  Changes  are  fo  caTy  that  there  can  be  little 
uaion  to  doubt  of  their  being  the  Original.  Mr.  Seivard. 

An 
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An  open  Stable,  and  cold  Care, 
Will  came  a  Jade,  may  be  your  Share. 

Pan.  Bir  Lady,  a  fliarp  Prophet,  when  this  proves  good, 
I'll  bequeath  you  a  Skin  to  make  ye  a  Hood. 

Gov.  Lady,  I'd  talk  with  you. 

^ifar.  Do,  Reverend  Sir. 

Gov.  And  for  your  good,  for  that  that  {^l)  mud  con- 
cern ye, 
And  give  ear  wifely  to  me. 

^ifar.  I  fhall,  Father. 

Gov.  You  are  a  Princefs  of  that  Excellence, 
Sweetnefs,  and  Grace,  that  Angel- like  fair  Feature, 
Nay,  do  not  blufh,  I  do  not  flatter  you. 
Nor  do  I  dote  in  telling  this,  I  am  amazed  Lady, 
And  as  I  think  the  Gods  beftow'd  thefe  on  ye. 
The  Gods  that  love  ye 

^ifar.  I  con  ft  fs  their  Bounty. 

Gov.  Apply  it  then  to  their  Ufe,  to  their  Honour, 
To  them,  and  to  their  Service,  give  this  fweetnefs  ; 
They  have  an  inflant  great  ufe  of  your  Goodnefs  ^ 
You  are  a  Saint  cfteem'd  here  for  your  Beauty, 
And  many  a  longing  Heart 

^ifar.   I  feek  no  Fealty. 
Nor  will  I  blcmifli  that  Heav'n  has  feal'd  on  me, 
I  know  my  worth  •,  indeed  the  Portugals 
I  have  at  thofe  Commands,  and  their  laft  Services, 
Nay  e'en  their  Lives,  fo  much  I  think  my  Handfomenefs, 
That  what  I  (hall  enjoin 

Gov.  Ufe  it  difcreetly. 
For  I  perceive  ye  underftand  me  rightly. 
For  here  the  Gods  regard  your  help,   and  fuddenly  ; 
The  Portugals  like  fharp  Thorns  ('mark  me.  Lady) 
Stick  in  our  Sides  ;  like  Razors,  wound  Religion, 
Drawn  deep,  they  wound,  until  the  Life-blood  follows; 
Our  Gods  ihcy  fpurn  at,  and  their  Worfliips  fcorn, 

{53) triif}  concern  ye,'\   I  don't  rejetfl  this  as  Nonfenfe, 

but  as  flat  in  coniparifon  of  what  feems  the  true  Reading,  /.  e. 
that  that  mojl  concerns  ye,  much  being  probably  by  accident  chang'd 
into  muft,  it  was  afterwards  namral  to  change  the  Verb  too  into  a 
Wrong  Mood.  Mr,  Se'ward. 

A 


7^^  Ijland  Princefs.  337 

A  mighty  hand  they  bear  upon  our  Government ; 
Thefe  are  the  Men  your  Miracle  muft  work  on, 
Your  Heav*nly  Form,  either  to  root  them  out, 
(Which  as  you  may  endeavour,  will  be  eafie, 
Remember  whole  great  Caufe  you  have  to  execute,) 
To  nip  their  Memory,  that  may  not  Tpring  more. 
Or  fairly  bring  'em  home  to  our  Devotions, 
"Which  will  be  blefled,  and  for  which  you  Sainted, 
But  cannot  be,  and  they  go  j  let  me  bufsle. 

^ifar.  Go  up  with  me. 
Where  weMl  converfe  more  privately  ; 
I'll  {hew  ye  fliortly  how  I  hold  their  Temper  j 
And  in  what  Chain  their  Souls. 

Gov.  Keep  faft  that  hold  ftill. 
And  either  bring  that  Chain,  and  thofe  bound  in  it. 
And  link  it  to  our  Gods,  and  their  fair  Worfhipsj 
Or  Daughter,  pinch  their  Hearts  apieces  with  it. 
ril  wait  upon  your  Grace. 

^ifar.  Come,  Reverend  Father. 
Wait  you  below.  [^Ex.  Quifar.  and  Gov, 

Pan.  If  this  Prophet  were  a  young  thing, 
I  fhould  fufped  him  now,  he  cleaves  fo  clofe  to  her ; 
Thefe  holy  Coats  are  long,  and  hide  Iniquities. 

^ifan.  Away,  away  Fool ;  a  poor  Wretch ! 

Pan.  Thefe  poor  ones. 
Warm  but  their  Stomachs  once  — 

^ifan.  Come  in,  thou'rt  foolifh. 

\_Ex.  Quifana  and  Panura, 

Enter  Armufia,  Emanuel,  and  Piniero. 

Ann.  I'm  forry.  Sir,  my  Fortune  is  fo  (lubborn. 
To  court  my  Sword  againft  my  Countryman : 
I  love  my  Nation  well  ;  and  where  I  find 
A  Portugal  of  noble  Name  and  Virtue, 
1  am  his  humble  Servant :  Signior  Piniero, 
Your  Perfon,   nor  your  Uncle's,  am  I  angry  with. 
You're  both  fair  Gentlemen  in  my  Opinion, 
And  I  proteft,  Pd  rather  ufe  my  Sword 
In  your  Defences,  than  againfb  your  Safeties ; 
Methinks  'tis  a  ftrange  dearth  of  Enemies, 

Vol.  VIII,  Y  When 


338  7Z^  IJland  Princefs, 

When  we  feek  Foes  among  ourfelves. 

Ema.   You*re  injured, 
And  you  muft  make  the  befl:  on*t  now,  and  readied— 

Artn.  You  fee  Tm  ready  in  the  place,  and  arm*d 
To  his  defire  that  call'd  me. 

Pin.  Yc  fpeak  honeftly, 
And  I  could  wifh  yc*d  met  on  terms  more  friendly, 
But  it  can't  now  be  fo. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

Ema.  Turn  Sir,  and  fee. 
Pin.   I  have  kept  my  word  with  ye  Uncle, 
The  Gentleman  is  ready. 

Enter  Governor  and  Quifara  above. 

Arm.  Ye  are  welcome. 

Ruy.  Bid  thofe  Fools  welcome  that  affeft  your  courtcfie, 
I  come  not  to  ufc  Compliment  i  ye've  wrong*d  mc. 
And  ye  fhail  kt\,  proud  Man,  e'er  I  part  from  ye, 
Th'  effc^s  of  that,  if  Fortune  do  not  fool  me  j 
Thy  Life  is  mine,  and  no  hope  fhall  redeem  thee. 

Arm.  That*s  a  proud  Word,  more  than  your  Faith 
can  juftiHc. 

^ifar.  Sure  they  will  fight. 

Ruy.  She's  there,  I  am  happy. 

Gov.  Let  'em  alone,  let  'em  kill  one  another. 
Thefe  are  the  main  Polls,  if  they  fall,  the  Buildings 
Will  tumble  quickly. 

^ifar.  How  temperate's  Armufia  ! 
(54)  No  more,  be  quiet  yet. 

Arm.    I  am  not  bloody. 
Nor  do  not  feel  fuch  mortal  Malice  in  me ; 
But  fince  we  cannot  both  enjoy  the  Princefs, 
1  am  refolv'd  to  fight. 

Ruy.  Fight  home,   Armufia, 
For  if  thou  faint'ft,  or  fali'ft 

Arm.  D'ye  make  all  vantages  ? 

(54)  Quifar.  No  more,  he  fuutyet.}    Poffibly  thefe  Words  belong 
to  the  Governor. 

Ruy, 
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Ruy.  Always,  unto  thy  Life,  I  will  not  fpare  thee. 
Nor  look  not  for  thy  Merey. 

Ann.  I  am  arm*d  then. 

Ruy.  Stand  ftill  I  charge  ye  Nephew,  as  ye  honour  me, 

Arm,  And  good  Emanuel  ftir  not  — 

Pin.  Ye  fpeak  fitly, 
For  we  had  not  flood  idle  elfe. 

{55)  ^^'^'  i*"^  ^^'''■y  f"^*"*^' 

£ma.  But  fince  you'll  have  it  fo  — 

Ruy.  Come,  Sir. 

Arm.  I  wait  ye. 

Pin.  Ay  marry,  this  looks  handfomely. 
This  is  warm  work. 

Gov.  Both  fall  and*t  be  thy  Will.  [Ruy /?//;, 

Pin.  My  Uncle  dead  ? 

Ema.  Stand  ftill,  or  my  Sword's  in 

Arm.  Now  brave  Ruy  Dias, 
Now  where*s  your  Confidence  ?  Your  Prayers,  quickly  i 
Your  own  Spite  has  condemn*d  ye. 

^nfar.  Hold,  Armufia. 

Arm.   Moft  happy  Lady. 

^ifar.  Hold,  and  let  him  rife, 
Spare  him  for  me. 

Arm.   A  long  Life  may  he  enjoy,  Lady. 

Gov.  What  ha'  you  done  ?  'Tis  better  they'd  all  perifhti 

^ifar.  Peace  Father,  I  work  for  the  beft  -,  Armufia^ 
Be  in  the  Garden  an  hour  hence.         \JE.x.  Qui.  and  Gov. 

Arm.  I  fliall,  Madam. 

Pin.  Now  as  I  live,  a  Gentleman  at  all  Inches, 
So  brave  a  mingled  Temper  faw  I  never. 

Arm.  Why  are  ye  fad,  Sir?  How  would  this  hayc 
griev'd  you. 
If  ye  had  fall'n  under  a  profeft  Enemy? 

(55)  Gov.    rmforryfort. 

Eina.  But  fince  you  11  ha<ve  it  fit—]  The  fame  Caufe  of 
Complaint  returns  upon  us  again  which  was  mentiou'd  above,  •u/.s. 
the  Multiplication  of  Names,  for  here  the  Go'vemor  hz.s  nothing  to 
do.  Both  thefe  Lines  belong  to  Emanuel,  forry  that  the  Seconds  are 
not  permitted  to  fight  ;  or  both  to  Annufia,  for  the  unhappy  Necef- 
{\ty  he  lay  under  of  fighting  with  his  Countryman.  If  it  was  left 
to  me,  I  believe  I  fhould  determine  in  favour  of  Emanuel, 

Y  2  Under 
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Under  one  had  taken  vantage  of  your  Shame  too  ? 
Pray  ye  be  at  Peace,  I  am  fo  far  from  wronging  ye. 
Or  glorying  in  the  Pride  of  fuch  a  Vidlory, 
That  I  defire  to  ferve  ye  j  pray  look  chearfully. 

Pifi.  Do  you  hear  this.  Sir  ? 
This  love,  Sir?  Do  you  fee  this  Gentleman 
How  he  courts  ye  ?  Why  do  you  hold  your  Head  down? 
'Tis  no  High  Treafon,  I  take'c,  to  be  eqaall'd  j 
To  have  a  flip  i'th'  Field,    no  Sin  that's  mortal  -, 
Come,  come,  thank  Fortune  and  your  Friend. 

jirm.  It  may  be 
You  think  my  Tongue  may  prove  your  Enemy, 
And  though  reftrain'd  fometimes,  out  of  a  bravery. 
May  take  a  Licence  (56)  to  difabie  ye  : 
Believe  me  Sir,  fo  much  I  hate  that  liberty. 
That  in  a  Stranger's  Tongue  'twill  prove  an  injury, 
And  1  fhall  right  you  in't. 

Pin.  Can  you  have  more.  Uncle  ? 

Ruy.  Sir,  you  have  beat  me  both  ways,  yet  fo  nobly. 
That  I  fliall  ever  love  the  Hand  that  did  it  : 
Fortune  may  make  me  worthy  of  fome  Title 
That  may  be  near  your  Friend. 

Arm.  Sir,  I  muft  leave  ye. 
But  with  fo  hearty  Love  —  and  pray  be  confident, 
I  carry  nothing  from  this  place  fhall  wrong  ye. 

\_Ex.  Arm.  and'Emii 

Pin.  Come,  come,  you're  right  again,  Sir,  love  your 
Honour, 
And  love  your  Friend,  take  heed  of  bloody  Purpofes, 
And  unjufl  Ends,  {sy)  good  Heav'n  is  angry  with 'em  j 
Make  your  fair  Virtues  and  your  Fame  your  Miftrefs, 
And  let  thefe  Trinkets  go. 

Ruy.  You  teach  well.  Nephew  ; 

(-6)  .■  to  difahle yr'\  i.   e.   Di/grace  you,  tear  your    Cha- 

raiier  to  pieces.  The  fimple  Verb  able,  is  us'd  by  Shake/pear  and 
Chapman,  for  to  fupport,  maintain,  uphold  ;  but  its  compound  and 
oppoAte  in  Signification,  I  don't  remember  to  have  met  with  any 
vhere,  but  in  this  place. 

(57)  good   Heanj'n    is  angry  tuith  ye  ;]    The'  this  is  good 

Senfe,  'tis  not  the  reading  of  the  oldeft  folio  which  1  have  adopted 
into  the  Text. 

Now 


l[he  IJland  Princefs.  341 

(5 8  J  Now  to  be  honourable  even  with  this  Gentleman, 
Shall  be  my  Bufinefs,  and  my  Ends  his. 

Enter  Governor  and  King. 

Gov.  Sir,  Sir, 
You  muft  do  fomcthing  fuddenly,  to  ftop 
His  Pride,  fo  great  and  high  he  is  fhot  up. 
Upon  his  Perfon  too,  your  ftate  is  funk  elfe  : 
You  muft  not  ftand  now  upon  terms  of  Gratitude, 
And  let  a  fimple  tendernefs  befot  ye ; 
ril  bring  ye  fuddenly  where  you  fhall  fee  him. 
Attempting  your  brave  Sifter,  privately, 
Mark  but  his  high  behaviour  then. 

King.   I  will.  Father. 

Gov.  (59)  And  with  fcorn,  I  fear  contempt  too. 

King.  1  hope  not. 

Gov.  I  will  not  name  a  Luft  ;  it  may  be  that  alfo  ; 
A  little  force  muft  be  applied  upon  him, 
Now,  now  applied,  a  little  force  to  humble  him  : 
Thefe  fwect  Intreaties  do  but  make  him  wanton. 

King.  Take  heed  ye  wrong  him  not. 

{58)  Notu  to  be  honourably  even  luith  this  Gentleman,"]  The  Edi- 
tion of  1647,  reprefents  the  true  Ledtion ;  I  have  I  believe  (hewn 
before  that  our  Authors  take  the  fame  Liberty  in  our  Language  that 
the  Greeks  and  Latins  do  in  theirs,  njiz.  of  ufing  an  Adjedive  ad- 
verbially ;  fo  at  the  End  almoft  of  this  Play  we  have  the  fame  Li- 
cence took  again. 

Quifar.  Which  luay  you  go  Sir, 

I  muJi/o/JoT^i;  neceffzry,  i.  e.   neceffarily. 
(59)    And  voith  fcorn,   I  fear  contempt  too. 
King.    /  hope  not. 
Gov.    I  luili  not   name   a   Luji  ; 

//  may  be  that  alfo  ;]    This  odd  PafTage  I    wou'd  re- 
form thus, 

Gov.  And  "vjith  what  y<:«r»,   I  fear    too- — — — 
King.  /  hope  not. 

Gov.  /  n.vill  not  name  a  LuJl  ;  it  may  be  that  alfo  ; 
That  ^hat  is  dropt  in  the  firll  Line  feems  evident ;  but  how  comes 
Contempt  to  be  inferted  after  Scorn,  as  if  that  was  to  be  fear'd  much  more 
than  the  other  when  it  is  fo  nearly  the  fame  thing  f  I  take  the 
whole  Paffage  to  have  been  confus'd  in  the  Manuicript,  and  that 
Contempt  was  put  in  by  an  unfuccefsful  attempt  to  rellore  it ;  for 
its  abfence  with  a  change  of  the  Points  and  a  proper  difpofition  of 
the  Words,  reftorcs  both  Senfe  and  Meafure.  Mr.  Sev^ard. 

y  3  Gov, 
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Got).  Take  heed  t*  your  fafety, 
I  but  forewarn  ye,  King  ;  if  you  miftfuft  me, 
Or  think  I  come  un-fent • 

King.  No,  ril  go  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Armufia,  atid  Qaifara. 

^rm.  Madam,  you  fee  there's  nothing  I  can  reach  at. 
Either  in  my  Obedience,  or  my  Service, 
That  may  defervc  your  Love,  or  win  a  liking, 
(60)  But  a  poor  Thought,  but  I  purfue  it  ferioufly. 
Take  pleafure  in  vour  Will,  e*en  in  your  Anger, 
Which  other  Men  would  grudge  at,  and  grow  flormy  ; 
I  ftudy  new  Humility  to  pleafc  ye, 
Aid  cake  a  kind  of  joy  in  my  Afflictions, 
Bfcarf'^  they  come  from  you,  1  love  my  Sorrows  : 
Pray  Madam,  but  confider 

^Ajar.  Yes,  I  do  Sir, 
And  to  that  honed  end  I  drew  ye  hither  ; 
I  know  ye  have  defcrv*d  as  much  as  Man  can. 
And  know  it  is  a  Juftice  to  requite  you : 
I  know  ye  love. 

Arm.  If  ever  love  was  Mortal, 
And  dwelt  in  Man  ;  and  (61)  for  that  Love  command  me, 
(So  ftrong  I  find  it,  and  fo  true,  here  Lady,) 
Something  of  fuch  a  Greatnefs  to  allow  me, 
Thofe  things  I've  done  already,  may  feem  foils  to  : 
•Tis  Equity,  that  Man  afpires  to  Heav'n, 
Should  win  it  by  his  worth,  and  not  fleep  to  it. 

(60)  But  a  poor  Thought,    but    I  purfue   it  ferioufiy,']  I   wilh   the 
Authors  had  wrote  here. 

Not  a  poor  Thought,   or 

Be't  a  poor  Thought.  The  Senfe  of  the  Place  manifeftly  re- 
quires feme  fuch  Alteration. 

(61)   for  that  Lonje   cotiimand  me, 

Something  of  fuch  a  Greatnefs  .  to  allotv  tne, 

Thofe  things  V-ve  done  already,  may  feem  foils  to:']  Here  is 
at\other  very  dark  PafTage,  the  Senfe  of  which  I  take  to  be  this  : 
Command  mc  fomcthing  of  fuch  n  Greatnefs,  that  the  things  I  have 
done  already,  allowing  they  are  great,  may  feem  but  Foils  to. 

Enter 
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Enter  Governor  and  King, 

Gov.  Now  (land  clofe  King  and  hear,  and  as   you 
find  him. 
Believe  me  right,  or  let  Religion  fuffer. 

§luifar.  I  dare  believe  your  Worth  without  Additions  i 
But  fince  you  are  fo  liberal  of  your  Love,   Sir, 
And  would  be  farther  tried,  I  do  intend  it, 
Becaufe  you  fhall  not,  or  you  wou*d  not  win  me 
At  fuch  an  eafie  rate. 

Arm.  I  am  prepared  ftill. 
And  if  I  fhrink  — — 

^ifar.  I  know  ye  are  no  Coward  ; 
This  is  the  utmoft  trial  of  your  Conftancy, 
And  if  you  (land  fall  now,  I'm  yours,  your  Wife,  Sir. 
You  hold  there's  nothing  dear,  that  may  atchievc  me. 
Doubted,  or  dangerous. 

Arm.  There's  nothing,  nothing  : 
Let  me  but  know,  that  I  may  llraight  fly  to  it. 

^ifar.  I'll  tell  you  then,  change  your  Religion, 
And  be  of  one  belief  with  me. 

Arm.  How  ? 

§uifar.   Mark. 
Worfhip  our  Gods,  renounce  that  Faith  ye*re  bred  in, 
('Tiseas'Jy  done,  I'll  teach  ye  fuddenlyj) 
And  humbly  on  your  Knees 

Arm.  Ha  ?  I'll  be  hang'd  firft. 

^ifar.  Offer  as  we  do. 

Arm.  To  the  Devil,  Lady  ? 
Offer  to  him  I  hate  ?  I  know  the  Devil. 
(62)  To  Dogs  and  Cats?  you  make  offer  to  them  ; 
To  every  Bird  that  flies,  and  every  Worm. 
How  terribly  I  ihakc  !  Is  this  the  Venture? 

(62)  To  Dogs  and  Cats?  you  make  offer  to  them  ;]  This  L'ne 
wants  a  fupplemental  Syllable,  and  an  Alterarion  in  the  Pointing, 
to  make  it  Mealure  and  give  it  a  proper  Emphafis  :  Both  which  I 
would  remedy  thus. 

To  Dogs  and  Cats  ?  You  make  me  offer  to  them  ? 
How  ftrong  does  this  appear  in  Comparifon  of  that  poor  flat  hohling. 
Tou   Tnake  offer  to  ''em. 

Y  4  The 
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The  Trial  that  you  talk*d  of?  Where  have  I  been  ? 
And  how  forgot  myfelf  ?  how  loft  my  Memory  ? 
When  did  I  pray,  or  look  up  ftedfaftly  ? 
Had  any  Goodnefs  in  my  Heart  to  guide  me? 
That  I  fhould  give  this  'vantage  to  mine  Enemy, 
The  Enemy  to  my  Peace  -,  forfake  my  Faith  ? 

^tifar.  Come,  come,  I  know  ye  love  me. 

Jim.  Love  y:;  this  way  ? 
This  mod  deftroying  way?  fure  you  but  jeft,  Lady. 

^lifar.  My  Love  and  Life  are  one  way.     jirm.  Love 
alone  then. 
And  mine  another  way,  I'll  love  Difeafes  firfl:, 
Doat  on  a  Villain  that  would  cut  my  Throat, 
Wooc  ,..11  Afflidlions  of  all  forts,   kifs  Cruelty. 
Have  Mercy  Heaven,  how  have  I  been  wand'ring? 
Wand'ring  the  way  of  Luft,  and  left  my  Maker  ? 
How  have  I  flept  like  Cork  upon  a  Water, 
And  had  no  feeling  of  the  Storm  that  toft  me  ? 
Trode  the  blind  Paths  of  Death  ?  forfake  Aflurance, 
(63)  Eternity  of  Bleffldnefs  for  a  Woman  ? 
For  a  young  handfome  FaCe,  hazard  my  Being  ? 

9^iifar.  Are  not  our  Powers  Eternal,  fo  their  Comforts  ? 
As  great  and  full  of  hopes  as  yours? 

ylnn.  They're  Puppets  — ■ 

Gov.  Now  mark  him,  and  but  obferve  him  nearly. 

jirm.  Tht'w  Comforts   like   themfelves,   cold,   fenfe- 
lefs  Outfides  ; 
You  make  'em  fick,  as  we  are,  Peevifh,  Mad, 
Subje<5l  to  Agt!  \  and  how  can  they  cure  us. 
That  are  not  able  to  refine  themfelves? 

^(ifar.  The  Sun  and  Moon  we  worfliip,  thofe  are 
And  their  bright  Influences  we  believe.  [heav'niy. 

Arm.  Away  Fool. 
I  adore  the  Maker  of  that  Sun  and  Moon, 
That  gives  thofe  Bodies  light  and  influence. 
That  pointed  out  their  Paths,  and  taught  their  Motions  j 
They're  not  fo  great  as  we,  they're  our  Servants, 

(63)  Eternity  or  Blejfednrf  s\  Thus  run  all  the  Copies  except 
that  of  1647,  to  which  we  are  oblig'd  for  the  prefent  reading  of 
x\(}%  place. 

Flac'd 
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Plac'd  there  to  teach  us  Time,  to  give  us  Knowledge 

Of  when,  and  how,  the  fwellings  of  the  Main  are, 

And  their  returns  again ;  they're  but  our  Stewards 

To  make  the  Earth  fat,  with  their  influence, 

That  Ihe  may  bring  forth  her  increafe,  and  feel  us. 

Shall  I  fall  from  this  Faith  to  pleafe  a  Woman  ? 

For  her  Embraces  bring  my  Soul  to  Ruin  ? 

I  lookM  you  Hiould  have  faid,  make  me  a  Chrijliany 

Work  that  great  Cure,  for  'tis  a  great  one.  Woman  ; 

That  labour  truly  to  perform,  that  venture. 

The  crown  of  all  great  Trial,  and  the  fairefl: ; 

I  look'd  ye  fhould  have  wept  and  kneel'd  to  beg  it, 

Wafht  off  your  mifl:  of  Ignorance,  with  Waters 

Pure  and  repentant,  from  thofe  Eyes ;  I  look'd 

You  fliould  have  brought  me  your  chief  God  ye  worfliip. 

He  that  you  offer  human  Blood  and  Life  to, 

(64)  And  made  a  facrifice  of  him  to  Memory, 

Beat  down  his  Altars,  ruin'd  his  falfe  Temples. 

Gov.  Now  you  may  fee. 
'^ifar.  Take  heed,  you  go  too  far.  Sir, 
(And  yet  I  love  to  hear  him,)  I  mud  have  ye, 
And  to  that  end  I  let  you  ftorm  a  little  ; 
I  know  there  mull  be  fome  ftrife  in  your  Bofom 
To  cool  and  quiet  ye,  e'er  you  can  come  back  ; 
1  know  old  Friends  cannot  part  fuddenly, 
There  will  be  fome  lett  ftill,  yet  I  muft  have  ye, 
Have  ye  of  my  Faith  too,  and  fo  enjoy  ye. 

Arm.  Now  I  contemn  ye,  and  I  hate  my  felf 
For  looking  on  that  Face  lafcivioufly, 
And  it  looks  ugly  now  methinks. 

^iifar.  How,   Portugal  ? 

Arm.  It  looks  like   Death   itfelf,    to  which    'twould 
lead  me  ; 
Your  Eyes  refemble  pale  Defpair,  they  fright  me. 
And  in  their  rounds,  a  thoufand  horrid   Ruins, 
Methinks  I  fee  ;  and  in  your  Tongue  hear  fearfully 
The  hideous  Murmurs  of  weak  Souls  have  fuffer'd ; 

(64)  And  make  a  Sacrifice^  The  change  of  a  Letter  only,  upon 
which  the  Senfc  of  this  Paffage  depends,  is  authoriz'd  by  the  oldeft 
Folio. 

Get 
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Get  from  me,  I  defpife  ye ;  and  know  Woman, 
That  for  all  this  Trap  youVe  laid  to  catch  my  Life  in. 
To  catch  m*  immortal  Life,  I  hate  and  curfe  ye. 
Contemn  your  Deities,  fpurn  at  their  Powers, 
And  where  I  (65)  meet  your  Maumet  Gods,  I'll  fwing'em 
Thus  o*er  my  Head,  and  kick  'em  into  Puddles  •, 
Nay,  I  will  out  ot  Vengeance  fearch  your  Temples, 
And  with  thofe  Hearts  that  ferve  my  God,  demolilh 
Your  (liambles  of  wild  Worfhips. 

Gov,  Now,  now  you  hear.  Sir. 

Arm,  I  will  have  my  Faith,  fince  you  are  fo  crafty. 
The  glorious  Crofs,  although  I  love  your  Brother ; 
Let  him  frown  too,  I  will  have  my  Devotion, 
And  let  your  whole  State  ftorm. 

King.  Enter  and  take  him  ; 
Tm  forry,   Friend,  that  I  am  forc'd  to  do  this. 

Gov,  Be  fure  you  bind  him  faft. 

^ifar.  But  ufe  him  nobly. 

King.  Had  it  to  me  been  done,  I  had  forgiv'n  it. 
And  dill  prcferv'd  you  fuh  •,  but  to  our  Gods,  Sir— 

^ifar.  Methinks  1  hate  *em  now. 

King.  To  our  Religion, 
To  thefe  to  be  thus  ftubborn,  thus  rebellious. 
To  threaten  them 

Arm.  Ufe  all  your  Violence, 
I  ask  no  Mercy,  nor  repent  my  Words; 
I  fpit  at  your  beft  Powers ;   I  ferve  one 
"Will  ^ive  me  ftrength  to  fcourge  your  Gods' • 

Gov.  Away  with  him. 

Arm.  To  grind  'em  into  bafe  Dufl:,  and  difperfe  'em, 
That  never  more  their  bloody  Memories  — — 

Gov.  Clap  him  clofe  up. 

King.  Good  Friend,  be  cooler. 

Arm.  Never  •, 
Your  painted  Sifter  I  defpife  too- 

King.  Softly. 

(65)  . .  meet  your  Maumet  Gods.']  This   is   the   writing  of  this 

word  in  the  old  Copy  of  1647,  in  the  reft 'tis  thuj, 
Meet  jour  Mahumct  Godt, 

Arm. 
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Arm.  And  all  her  devilifti  Arts  I  laugh  and  fcorn  at. 
Mock  her  blind  purpofes. 

King.  You  muft  be  temperate  ; 
Offer  him  no  Violence,   I  command  you  ftriftly. 

Gov.  Now  thou  art  up,  I  fliall  have  time  to  fpeak  too. 

^ifar.  Oh  how  I  love  this  Man,  how  truly  honour 
him !  [Exeunt. 


ACTV.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Chriftophero  and  Pedro,  at  one  Door,  Emanuel 
and  Soza,  at  another. 

Chrift.  pw'  YOU  know  th*  News,  Gentlemen  ? 

I  •        Enia.  Wcu*d  we  knew  as  well,  Sir, 
How  to  prevent  it. 

Soza.  Is  this  the  Love  they  bear  us. 
For  our  late  Benefit  ?  taken  fo  malicioufly. 
And  clapt  up  clofe?  Is  that  the  thanks  they  render  ? 

Chriji.  It  muft  not  be  put  up  thus,  fmother'd  flightly, 
'Tis  fuch  a  bafe  unnatural  wrong. 

Fed.  I  know, 
They  may  think  to  do  Wonders,  aim  at  all. 
And  to  blow  us  with  a  Vengeance,  out  o*th'  Iflands ; 
But  if  we  be  ourfelves,  honeft  and  refolute. 
And  continue  but  Mafters  of  our  ancient  Courages, 
Stick  clofe,  and  give  no  vantage  to  their  Villanies— * 

Soza.  Nay,  if  we  faint  or  tall  apieces  now. 
We're  Fools,  and  worthy  to  be  markt  for  Mifery  i 
Begin  to  ftrike  at  him,  they  are  all  bound  to  ? 
To  cancel  his  Deferts  ?  What  muft  wc  look  for. 
If  they  carry  this  ? 

Ema.  I'll  carry  Coals  then  ; 
I  have  but  one  Life,  and  one  Fortune,  Gentlemen, 
But  I'll  fo  husband  it  to  vex  thefe  Rafcals, 
Thefe  barbarous  Slaves. 

Chriji.  Shall  we  go  charge  'em  prefently  ? 
Soza.  No,  that  will  be  too  weak,  and  too  Fool-hardy, 
We  muft  have  Grounds  that  promife  Safety,  Friends, 

And 
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And  fure  Ofience,  we  lofe  our  Angers  elfe, 

And  worfe  than  that,  venture  our  Lives  too  lightly. 

Enter  Piniero. 

Pin.  Did  you  fee  mine  Uncle  ?    Plague  o'  thefe  Bar- 
harians^ 
How  the  Rogues  ftick  1'  my  Teeth,  I  know  ye*re  angry, 
(So  I  am  too,)  monftrous  angry.  Gentlemen, 
I'm  angry,  that  I  choak  again. 
You  hear  Armufia^s  up,  honeft  Armufia, 
CJapt  up  in  Prifon,  Friends,  the  brave  Armufia ; 
Here  are  fine  Boys. 

Ema.  We  hope  he  fhall  not  ftay  there. 

Fin.  Stay  ?  no,  he  mufl;  not  ftay,  no  talk  of  (laying, 
Thefe  are  no  Times  to  ftay  ;  are  not  thefe  Rafcals  ? 
Speak,  I  befeech  ye  fpeak,  are  they  not  Rogues  ? 
Think  fome  abominable  Names  are  they  not  Devils  ? 

But  the  Devil's  a  great  deal  too  good  for  *em fufty 

Villains  ? 

Chriji.  They  are  a  kind  of  Hounds. 

Pw.  Hounds  were  their  Fathers  ;  [Uncle  ? 

•Old  Blear-ey'd  bob-tail*d  Hounds Lord,  wherc's  my 

Soza.  But  what  ftiall  be  done,  Sir  ? 

Pin.  Done  ? 

Soza.  Yes,  to  relieve  him  ? 
If  it  ben*t  fudden  they  may  take  his  Life  too. 

Pin.  They  dare  as  foon  take  Fire  and  fwallow  it. 
Take  Stakes  and  thruft^into  their  Tails  for  Glifters: 
His  Life  ?  why  't's  a  thing  worth  all  the  Iflands, 
And  they  know  will  be  rated  at  that  value  ; 
His  very  Imprifonment  will  make  the  Town  ftink. 
And  ftiake  and  ftink  ;  I've  Phyfick  in  my  Hand  for  *em, 
Shall  give  the  Goblins  fuch  a  Purge 

Enier  Ruy  Dias. 

Ped.  Your  Uncle. 

Ruy.  I  hear  ft  range  News,  and  have  been  feeking  ye  ; 
They  fay  Armufta^s  Prifoner. 
Pin.  'Tis  moft  certain. 
Ruy.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Pin, 
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Pin.  He  has  deferv'd  too  much.  Sir  j 
Th'  old  Heathen  Policy  has  light  upon  him, 
And  paid  him  home. 

Ruy.  A  moft  unnoblc  dealing. 

Pin.  You  are  the  next,  if  you  can  carry  it  tamely. 
He  had  deferv'd  of  all. 

Ruy.  I  mull  confefs  it. 
Of  me  fo  nobly  too. 

Pin.  Pm  glad  to  hear  it ; 
You've  a  time  now  to  make  good  your  ConfefTion, 
(Your  Faith  will  fhew  but  cold  elfe,  and  for  Fafhion) 
Now  to  redeem  all,  now  to  thank  his  Courtefie, 
Now  to  make  thofe  believe  that  held  you  backward. 
And  an  ill  Inftrument,  you  are  a  Gentleman, 
An  honcft  Man,  and  you  dare  love  your  Nation, 
Dare  flick  to  Virtue,  though  (he  be  oppreft. 
And  for  her  own  fair  fake,  ftep  to  her  refcue  : 
If  you  live  Ages,  Sir,  and  lofe  this  Hour, 
Not  now  redeem  and  vindicate  your  Honour, 
Your  life  will  be  a  Murmur,  and  no  Man  in't. 

Ruy.  I  thank  ye  Nephew  ;  come  along  with  me  Gen- 
tlemen, 
"We'll  make  'em  dancing  fport  immediately  : 
"We're  Mafters  of  the  Fort  yet,  we  fhall  fee 
"What  that  can  do. 

Pin.  Let  it  but  fpit  Fire  finely. 
And  play  their  Turrets,  and  their  painted  Palaces, 
A  frisking  round  or  two,  that  they  may  trip  it, 
And  caper  in  the  Air. 

Ruy.  Come,  we'll  do  fomething 
Shall  make  'em  look  about ;  we'll  fend  'em  Plums, 
If  they  ben't  too  hard  for  their  Teeth. 

Pin.  And  fine  Potatoes 
Rofted  in  Gunpowder,  fuch  a  Banquet,  Sir,. 
"We'll  prepare  their  unmannerly  Stomachs. 

Ruy.  They  fliall  fee 
There  is  no  fafe  Retreat  in  Villany  j 
Come,  be  high-hearted  all. 

Omnes.  We're  all  on  Fire,  Sir,  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  King  and  Governor. 

IGng.  I  am  ungrateful,  and  a  Wretch,  perfwade  me  not. 

Forgetful  of  the  Mercy  he  fhew'd  me, 

The  timely  noble  Pity -Why  fhould  I 

See  him  fad  bound  and  fetter'd,  whofe  true  Courtefie, 
Whofe  Manhood,  and  whofe  mighty  Hand  fet  me  free  ? 
Why  fhould  it  come  from  me  ?  why  I  command  this  ? 
Shall  not  all  Tongues  and  Truths  call  me  unthankful  ? 

Gov.  Had  the  Offence  been  thrown  on  you,  'tis  certain 
It  had  been  in  your  Power,  and  your  Difcrction 
T*  have  turn'd  it  into  Mercy,  and  forgiven  it. 
And  then  't  had  fhew'd  a  virtuous  point  of  Gratitude, 
Timely,  and  nobly  ta'en ;  but  fince  the  caufe 
Concerns  the  Honour  of  our  Gods,  and  their  Title, 
And  fo  tranfcends  your  Power,  and  your  Compaffion, 
(A  little  your  own  Safety,  if  you  faw't  too. 
If  your  too  fond  Indulgence  did  not  dazle  you,) 
It  cannot  now  admit  a  private  Pity  ; 
'Tis  in  their  Wills,  their  Mercies,  or  Revenges, 
And  thefe  Revolts  in  you,  fhew  mere  Rebellions. 

King.  They're  mild  and  pitiful. 

Gov.  To  thofe  repent. 

King.  Their  Nature's  foft  and  tender. 

Gov.  To  true  Hearts, 
(66)  That  feel  Compundion  for  their  Trefpafies  j 
This  Man  defies  'em  ftill,  (6y)  threatens  Deftrudion 
And  Demolition  of  their  Arms  and  Worfhip, 
Spits  at  their  Powers ;  take  heed  ye  be  not  found,  Sir, 
And  mark'd  a  Favourer  of  their  Dilhonour ; 
They  ufe  no  common  Juftice. 

King.  What  fhall  I  do 
T*  deftrve  of  this  Man  ? 

Gov.  If  ye  more  bemoan  him, 

(66^  T\it  feel  CompunSl ion ]     That  for  The  Is  from  the  old 

Folio. 

(67)   threatens  DeJiruSlion 

And  Demolition  of  their  Arms  and  I'f^orjhip^     I  wiib  \  had 
any  Authority  to  alter  this  Place,  and  read  thus. 

And  Demolition  lo  their  Names  and  Worjbip. 

Or 
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Or  mitigate  your  Power  to  preferve  him, 

ril  curfe  ye  from  the  Gods,  call  up  their  Vengeance, 

Enter  Quifara  with  her  Hands  bounds  Quilana 
and  Panura. 

And  fling  it  on  your  Land  and  you,  Pve  charge. 

I  hope  to  wrack  you  all.  \_Afidc. 

King.  What  ails  my  Sifter  ? 
Why  is  Ihe  bound  ?  why  looks  fhe  fo  diftradledly  ? 
Who  dares  do  this? 

^iifan.   We  did  it,  pardon  Sir, 

And  for  her  Prcfcrvation She's  grown  wild. 

And  raving  on  the  Stranger's  Love  and  Honour, 
Sometimes  crying  out  Help,  help,  they'll  torture  him. 
They'll  take  his  Life,  they'll  murder  him  prcfently. 
If  we  had  not  prevented  violently 
Have  laid  Hands  on  her  own  Life. 

Gov.  Thefe  are  Tokens 
The  Gods  Difpleafure  is  gone  out,  be  quick. 
And  e'er  it  fall,  do  fomething  to  appcafe  'em. 

You  know  the  Sacrifice Pm  glad  it  works  thus. 

^ifar.  How  low  and  bafe  thou  look'ft  now,  that  wcrt 
noble ! 
No  figure  of  a  King,  methinks,  (hews  on  you. 
No  Face  of  Majefty  ;  foul  fwarth  Ingratitude 
Has  taken  off  thy  Sweetnefs,  bafe  Forgetfulnefs 
Of  mighty  Benefits,  has  turned  thee  Deril : 
Thou'll  perlccuted  Goodnels,  Innocence, 
And  laid  a  hard  and  violent  Hand  on  Virtue, 
On  that,  fair  Virtue  that  {hould  teach  and  guide  us  ; 
Thou'fi:  wrong'd  thine  own  Preferver,  whofe  leaft  Merit, 
Pois  d  with  thy  main  Eftate,  thou  canft  not  fatisfie. 
Nay,  put  thy  Life  in  too,  'twill  be  too  light  ftill : 
What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Gcv.  Go  for  him  prefently. 
And  once  more  we'll  try  if  we  can  win  him  fairly  ; 
If  not,  let  nothing  fhe  lays  hinder  ye,  or  ftir  ye; 
She  fpeaks  diftraftedly — Do  that  the  Gods  command  yc. 
Do  you  know  what  ye  fay,  Lady  ^ 
§uifar,  I  could  curfe  thee  too. 

Religion 
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Religion  and  Severity  has  fteerd  thee,  [too. 

Has  turn'd  thy  Heart  to  Stone  ;  thou'fl  made  th'  Gods  hard 
Againfl  their  fvveet  and  patient  Natures,  cruel  j 
None  of  ye  feel  what  Bravery  ye  tread  on  ? 
"What  Innocence  ?  what  Beauty  f 

King.  Pray  be  patient. 

^iifar.  What  honourable  things  ye  cad  behind  ? 
What  Monuments  of  Man? 

Enter  Armufia  and  Guard. 

King.  Once  more,  Armufia, 
Becaule  I  love  ye  tenderly  and  dearly,  ' 

And  would  be  glad  to  win  ye  mine,  I  wilh  ye. 
Even  from  my  Heart  I  wifli  and  wooe  ye 

Arm.  What,  Sir? 
Take  heed  how  ye  perfwade  me  fa! fly,  then  ye  hate  me : 
Take  heed  how  ye  intrap  me. 

King.  I  advife  ye. 
And  tenderly  and  truly  I  advife  ye, 
Both  for  your  Soul's  Health,  and  your  Safety— 

Arm.  Stay, 
And  name  my  Soul  no  more,  flie  is  too  precious. 
Too  glorious  for  your  Flatt'ries,  too  fecure  too. 

Gov.  Confider  the  Reward,  Sir,  and  the  Honour 
That  is  prepar'd,  the  Glory  you  fliall  grow  to. 

Ann.  They're  not  to  be  confider'd  in  thefe  Cafes, 
Not  to  be  nam'd  when  Souls  are  queftioned  ; 

They're  vain  and  flying  Vapours Touch  my  Life, 

*Tis  ready  for  ye,  put  it  to  what  Teft: 
'T  fliall  pleafe  ye,  I  am  patient ;  but  for  th'  refl:. 
You  may  remove  Rocks  with  your  little  Fingers, 
Or  blow  a  Mountain  out  o'th*  way,  with  bellow§. 
As  foon  as  ft:ir  my  Faith  ;  ufe  no  more  Arguments. 

Gov.  We  muft  ufe  Tortures  then. 

Arm.  Your  worft  and  painfull'fl: 
I'm  joyful  to  accept. 

Gov.  You  muft  the  {harped. 
For  fuch  has  been  your  hate  againfl:  our  Deities 
Delivered  openly,  your  threats  and  fcornings  ; 
And  either  your  Repentance  mufl:  be  mighty, 
Which  is  your  free  Convcrflon  to  our  Cuftoms, 

Or 
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Or  equal  Punilhment,  which  is  your  Life,  Sir. 

Arm.  Tm  glad  I  have  it  for  ye,  take  it  Pried, 
And  all  the  Miftries  that  fhall  attend  it : 
Let  the  Gods  glut  thcmfelvcs  with  Chriftian  Blood, 
It  will  be  ask*d  again,  and  fo  tar  toUowed, 
So  far  reveng*d,  and  with  fuch  holy  Juftice, 
Your  Gods  of  Gold  (hall  melt  and  fink  belore  it; 
Your  Altars  and  your  Temples  fhake  to  nothing  ; 
And  you  falfe  Worfhippcrs,  blind  Fools  of  Ceremony, 
Shall  feek  for  holes  to  hide  your  Heads,  and  Fears  in. 
For  Seas  to  fwallow  you  from  this  Dwitrudtion," 
Darknefs  to  dwell  about  ye,  and  conceal  ye. 
Your  Mothers  Womb  again — — *— 

Gov.  Make  the  Fires  ready. 
And  bring  the  feveral  Tortures  out* 

^ifar.  Stand  fall,  Sir, 
And  fear  'em  not ;  you  that  have  ftept  fo  nobly 
Into  this  pious  Trial,  ftart  not  now. 
Keep  on  your  way,  a  Virgin  will  allifl  ye, 
A  Virgin  won  by  your  fair  Conftancy, 
And  glorying  that  flic's  won  fo,  will  die  by  ye  : 
I've  touch'd  ye  every  way,  tried  ye  mod  honeft, 
Perfed:,  and  good,  chafte,  blulhing-chafte,  and  temperate. 
Valiant,  without  Vain-glory,  modeft,  flayed. 
No  Rage,  or  light  Affedlion  ruling  in  you  ; 
Indeed,  the  perfed  School  of  Worth  1  find  ye, 
The  Temple  of  true  Honour, 

Arm.   Whither  will  flie  ? 
What  do  you  infer  by  this  fair  Argument,  Lady  ? 

^ifar.  Your  Faith,  and  your  Religion  muft  be  like  ye  -, 
They  that  can  fliew  you  thefe,  muft  be  pure  Mirrors  j 
When  th'  Streams  flow  clear   and  fair,    what    are   the 

Fountains  ? 
I  do  embrace  your  Faith,  Sir,  and  your  Fortune  ;  go  on, 
I  will  aflift  ye,  I  feel  a  Sparkle  here, 
A  lively  fpark  that  kindles  my  Afiedion, 
And  tells  me  it  will  rife  to  Flames  of  Glory : 
I^t  'em  put  on  their  Angers,  fufi^er  nobly. 
Shew  me  the  way,  and  when  I  faint,  inftrudl  me  j 
And  if  I  follow  not 

Vol..  VIII.  Z  Arm. 
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Arm.  Oh  bleflcd  Lady, 
Since  thou  art  won,  let  me  begin  my  Triumph  ; 
(68)  Come  clap  your  Terrors  on. 

^^'ifar.  All  your  fell  Tortures, 
For  there  is  nothing  he  fliall  lliffer,  Brother, 
I  I'wear  by  my  new  t^iith,  which  is  molt  facreJ, 
And  I  will  keep  it  fo,  but  I  will  follow  in. 
And  follow  to  a  fcruple  of  Affli6tion, 
In  fpight  of  all  your  Gods  without  Prevention. 

Gov.   Death  I  flie  amazes  me. 

King.    What  fliall  be  done  now.'' 

Gov.  They  muft  die  both. 
And  fuddenly,  they  will  corrupt  all  elfe; 
This  Woman  makes  me  weary  of  my  milchief. 
She  fhakes  me,  and  fhe  ftaggers  me  \  go  in  Sir, 
I'll  fee  the  Execution. 

Kin<j.  Not  fo  iudden  : 
If  they  go,  all  my  Friends  and  Sifters  perifli. 

Gov.  Wou'd  I  were  fafe  at  home  again. 

Enter  Meljenzer. 


Meff.  Arm,  arm.  Sir, 
Seek  for  Defence,  the  Caflle  plays  and  thunders, 
The  Town  rocks  and  the  Houfes  fly  i'th*  Air, 

The  People  die  for  Fear Captain  Ruy  Dias 

Has  made  an  Oath  he  will  not  leave  a  Stone  here, 
No,  not  the  Memory,  here  has  ftood  a  City, 
Uiilcfs  Annufm  bedcliver'd  fairly. 

King.  I  have  my  Fears  j  what  can  our  Gods  do  now 
for  us  ? 

Gov.  Be  patient. 
But  keep  him  dill  ;  he's  a  cure,  Sir,  againft 
Both  Rage  and  Cannon  -,  go  and  fortifie, 
{6^)  Call  in  the  Princes,  make  the  Palace  fure, 

And 

(68)  CoTfje  clap  your  Terrors  o«. 

Quiiar.  JI/  vour  fe/ITortores.']  ' Tis  pofTible  our  Authors 
would  not  ufe  two  difFerent  Words  for  the  fame  Thing  in  fo  (hort  a 
Space,   but  that  either  Terrors  or  Tortures  might  occupy  both  Lines. 

(69)  Call  in  the  Princefs, ]    Bu'  what  Occafion  to  call  in 

her,  when  Ihs  is  actually  upon  the  Stage  ?  The  confounding  of  Prince, 

Princes, 
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And  let  *em  know  you  are  a  King  -,  look  nobly, 

And  take  you  Courage  to  ye;  keep  clofe  the  l^rifoner. 

And  under  command,  wl'  are  bctraid  eifc. 

J}  VI.   How  joy  tally  I  go! 

^tifar.   Take  my  Heart  with  thee. 

Gov.  1  hold  a  Wolf  by  the  Ear  \  now  Foitune  free  me. 

\^Exeunt, 

Enter  four  Townfmen. 

1  T'oiicnf.  Hcav'n  blefs  us,  whatathund'ring's  here?  what 

Fire-fpitting  ? 
We  can't  drink,  but  our  Cans  are  mall'd  am">ngfl  us. 

2  Townf.  I  wou*d  they  would  mall  our  Scores  too ;  Shame 

o'  their  Guns, 
I  thought  they  had  been  Bird-pots,  or  great  Candk-cafes, 
How  dcviiifhiy  they  bounce,  and  how  the  Bullets 
Borrow  a  piece  of  a  Houfe  here,  there  another. 
And  mend  thofe  up  again  with  another  Pariih ; 
Here  flies  a  Powdring-tub,  the  Meat  ready  rolled. 
And  there  a  Barrel  piffing  Vinegar, 
And  they  two  over-taking  the  top  of  a 
High  Steeple,  newly  flic'd  off  for  a  Sallet* 

3  Townf.  A  vengeance  fire  *em. 

2  Townf.  Nay,  they  are  faft  enough ;    you  need  not 
help  'em. 

4  Townf  Are  thefe  the  Portugal  Bulls  ^ 

How  loud  they  bellow. 

2  Townf.  Their  Horns  are  plaguy  ftrong,   they  pufh 
down  Palaces, 
They  tofs  our  little  Habitations 

Like  Whelps,  likeGrindle-tails,  with  their  Heels  upward  j 
All  the  Windows  i'th'  Town  dance  a  new  Trenchmore, 
*Tis  like  to  prove  a  blefled  Age  for  Glaficrs : 

Princes,  and  Princefi  is  notorious  through  this  Play :  The  true  Read- 
ing here  is  undoubtedly  this, 

Call  in  the  Princes,  ■    - 

So  two  Pages  after,  Panura  tells  Piniero^ 

—the  Princes  are  come  in  too. 

And  to  confirm  it  more,  the  King,  a  little  after  th%^  enters  above, 
and  fays, 

Qome  up  Pfincej. 

Z    2  I 
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I  met  a  Hand,  and  a  Letter  in*t,  in  great  hade, 
And  by  and  by,  a  fingle  Leg  running  after  it. 
As  if  the  Arm  had  torgot  part  of  his  Errand  ; 
Heads  fly  like  Foot-balls  every  where. 

1  I'owiif  What  fhall  we  do  ? 

2  T'ownf.    I  care  not,  my  Shop's  canceled. 
And  all  the  Pots  and  earthen  Pans  in*t  vanifh'd  ; 
There  was  a  fingle  Bullet  and  they  together  by  the  Ears ; 
You  would  have  thought  Tom  Tumbler  had  been  there, 
And  all  his  Troops  of  Devils. 

3  Townf.  Let's  to  th'  King, 

And  get  this  Gentleman  delivered  handfomely  ; 

By  this  Hand,  there's  no  walking  above  Ground  elfe. 

2  Townf.  By  this  Leg let  me  fwear  nimbly  by  it. 

For  I  know  not  how  long  I  fnall  owe  it. 
If  I  were  out  o'th'  Town  once,  if  I  came  in  again  to 
Fetch  my  Breakfaft,  I  will  give  'em  leave  to  cram  me 
With  a  Portugal  Pudding:  Come,  let's  do  any  thing 
T*  appcafe  this  Thunder.  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Piniero  and  Panura. 

Pin.  Art  fure  it  was  that  blind  Prieft:  ? 

Pan.  Yes,  mod  certain, 
He  has  provok'd  all  this ;  the  King  is  merciful. 
And  wond'rous  loving*,  but  he  fires  him  on  ftill. 
And  when  he  cools,  enrages  him,  I  know  it ; 
Threatens  new  vengeance,  and  the  Gods  fierce  Jufticc 
When  he  but  looks  with  fair  Eyes  on  Armufia^ 
Will  lend  him  no  time  to  relent  -,  my  royal  Miftrels, 
Sh'as  entertain'd  a  Chrijlian  hope. 

Pin.  Speak   truly. 

Pan.  Nay,  'tis  moft  true  -,  but  Lord !  how  he  lies  at  her. 
And  threatens  her,  and  flatters  her,  and  damns  her, 
And  I  fear,  if  not  fpeedily  prevented. 
If  fhe  continue  fl:out,  both  Ihall  be  executed. 

Pin.  I'll  kifs  thee  for  this  News,  nay  more,  Panura^ 
If  thou  wilt  give  me  leave  I'll  get  thee  with  Chriftian, 
The  beft;  way  to  convert  thee. 

Pan.  Make  me  believe  fo. 

Pin,  I  will  y 'faith.  But  which  way  cam'ft  thou  hither  ? 

The 
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The  Palace  is  clofe  guarded,  and  barricadoM. 

Pan,  I  came  through  a  private  Vault,  which  few  here 
know  of  J 
It  ri fes  in  a  Temple  not  far  hence,  ' 

CJofe  by  the  Caltle  here. 

Pin.  How*—  To  what  end  ? 

Pan.  A  good  one : 
To  give  ye  knowledge  of  my  new-born  Miftrefs, 
And  in  what  doubt  Armufia  ftands  \ 
Think  any  prefent  means,  or  hope  to  ftop  *em 
From  their  fell  ends ;  the  Princes  are  come  in  too. 
And  they  are  hardcn'd  alfo. 

Pin,  The  damn'd  Prielt 

Pan.  Sure  he*s  a  cruel  Man  !  methinks  Religion 
Should  teach  more  temperate  Leffons. 

Pin.    He  the  Fire-brand  ? 
He  dare  to  touch  at  fuch  fair  Lives  as  theirs  are? 
Well  Prophet,  I  fhall  Prophefie,  I  fliall  catch  yc. 
When  all  your  Prophecies  will  not  redeem  ye. 
(70)  Wilt  thou  do  one  thing  bravely  ? 

Pan.  Any  good  I  am  able. 

Pin,  And  by  thine  own  white  Hand,  Pll  fwear  thou*rt 
Virtuous, 
And  a  brave  Wench,  durft  thou  but  guide  me  prcfently 
Through  the  fame  Vault  thou  cam'ft,  into  th*  Palace, 
And  thofe  I  fhall  appoint,  fuch  as  I  think  fit. 

Pan.  Yes  I  will  do't,  and  fuddenly,  and  truly. 

Pin,  Pd  fain  behold  this  Prophet. 

Pan.   '^QtsN  I  have  ye  : 
And  I  fhall  bring  ye  where  ye  Hull  behold  him, 
A  lone  too,  and  unturnifh'd  of  Defences: 
That  fhall  be  my  care  ;  but  you  mufl  not  betray  me. 

Pin.  Dofl  thou  think  we're  fo  bafe,  fuch  Slaves,  Rogues  ? 

Pan.   I  do  not: 
And  you  fhall  fee  how  fairly  Pll  work  for  ye. 

Pin.  1  mufl  needs  (leal  that  Prielt,  ileal  him,  and  hang 
him. 

(70)  Wilt  thou  do  any  thing  hra'velyf'y  Why  the  old  Rending  o»* 
thing  fliould  be  difj^-lac'd  for  the  Modern  any  things  I  Ice  no  Region 
at  aU. 

Z  3  Pan, 
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Tan.  Do  any  thing  to  remove  his  Mifchief,   ftrangle 
him 

Tin.  Come,  prithee  Love. 

Tan.  You'JI  offer  mc  no  foul  Play  ? 
The  Vault  is  dark. 

Tin.  *T\vas  well  remembcr'd. 

Pan.   And  ye  may 

Bur  I  hold  ye  honeft". 

Tin.  Honcfl  enough,  I  warrant  thee. 

Tan.  I'm  but  a  poor  weak  Wench  j  and  what  with  th* 
Place, 

And  your  i  erfwafions,  Sir but  I  hope  you  will  not; 

You  know  we're  often  cozen*d. 

Pin.   If  thou  doll  fear  me. 
Why  deft  thou  put  me  in  mind  ? 

Tan.  To  let  you  know,  Sir, 
Tiiougli  it  be  in  your  Power,  and  things  fitting  to  it, 
Yet  a  true  Gc'ntleman — 

Tin.   I  know  what  he'll  do  : 
Come  and  lemember  mc,  and  I  will  anfwer  thee, 
I'll  af)fwer  thee  to  th'  full  \  we'll  call  at  th'  Caflle, 
And  then  my  good  Guide,  do  thy  Will ;  ftu't  find  me 
A  very  traeT:ab!e  Man. 

Tan.  1  hope  I  fhall,  Sir.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Bakam,  Siana,  and  Soldiers. 

Bak.  Let  my  Men  guard  the  Gates. 

Sya.   And  mine  the  Temple, 
For  fear  the  Honour  of  our  Gods  fhould  fuffer  ; 
And  on  your  Lives  be  watchful. 

Bak.   And  be  valiant ; 
And  K  t*s  fee,  if  thefe  Porlugais  dare  enter, 
What  their  hi^^h  Hearts  dare  do  :  Let's  fee  how  readily 
The  great  Ray  Dias  will  redeem  his  Countryman  ; 
]Fie  fpeaks  proud  words,  and  threatens. 

Sya.  He's  approved,  Sir, 
And  will  put  fuir  for  what  he  promifes  j 
I  could  Willi  friendlier  Terms,  yet  for  our  Liberties 
And  for  our  Gods,  we're  bound  in  our  beft  Service 
Ev'n  in  the  hazard  of  our  Lives — 

En/er 


i 


The  IJland  P7'i7Kefs»  359 

Enter  the  King  aboije. 

King.' Qomt  up  Princes, 
And  give  your  Counfcls,   and  your  Helps:     The  Fort 

ftill 
Plays  fearfully  upon  us,  beats  our  Buildings, 
And  turns  our  People  wild  with  fears.     Bak.  Send  for 
The  Priloner,  and  give  us  leave  to  argue. 

[Exeunt  Bakain  and  Syana. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  Emanuel,  Chriftophcro,  Pedro, 

'w'uh  Soldiers. 

Ruy.  Come  on  nobly, 
And  let  the  Fort  play  flill,  we're  flrong  enough 
To  look  upon  'em,  and  return  at  plealure  ; 
It  may  be  on  our  view  they  will  return  him. 

Chriji.    We  will    return  'em  fuch  Thanks  elfe  fliall 
make  'cm 
Scratch  where  it  itches  not.     Ema.  How  th'  People  (lafe 

and 
Some  cry,  fome  pray,  and  fome  curfe  heartily  : 
But  it  is  the  King 

Enter  Syana,  Bakam,  Quifara,  Armufia,  with 
Soldiers  abo'vc. 

Ruy,  I  cannot  blame  their  Wifdoms. 
They're  all  above,   Jrjnufia  chain'd  and  bound  too? 
Oh,  thcfe  are  thankful  Squires. 

Bak.  Hear  us,  Ruy  Dias, 
Be  wife  and  hear  us,  and  give  fpecdy  Aiifwer; 
•Command  thy  Cannon  prefently  ro  ceafe. 
No  more  to  trouble  the  afflided  People, 
Or  fuddenly  Jrmufia\  Head  goes  otf. 
As  fuddenly  as  faid, 

Ema.  Stay,  Sir,  be  moderate. 

Arm.  Do  nothing  that's  di (honourable,  Ruy  Dias  j 
Let  not  the  fear  of  me,  mafter  thy  Valour  ; 
Purfue 'em  ftili,  they  are  malicious  People. 

King.  Friend,  be  not  defperate. 

Arm,  I  fcorn  your  Courtefics, 

Z  4  Strike 
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Strike  when  you  dare  •,  (71  -  a  fair  Aim  guide  the  Gunner, 

And  may  he  let  fly  ftill  with  Fortune  :  Friend, 

Do  me  the  Honour  of  a  Soldier's  Funerals, 

The  laft  lair  Chrillian  Right,  fee  me  i*th*  Ground, 

And  let  the  Palace  burn  firlt,  then  the  Temples, 

And  on  th'ir  fcorned  Gods  eredl  my  Monument : 

Touch  not  the  Princefs,  as  you  are  a  Soldier.        [ceflary. 

^dfar.  Which  way  you  go.  Sir,  I  muft  follow  ne- 
One  Life,  and  one  Death. 

King.   Will  you  take  a  Truce  yet  ? 
Enter  Piniero,  Soza,  and  Soldiers,  with  the  Governor. 

Pin.  No,  no,  goon:  Look  here,    your   God,  your 
Prophet. 

King    flow  came  he  ta'en  ? 

Pin.   I  conjur'd  for  him,  King, 
I  am  a  fure  Curr  at  an  old  blind  Prophet. 
(72)  I'll  haunt  ye  fuch  a  falfe  Knave  admirably, 
A  Terrier  I  -,  1   earth'd  him,  and  then  fnapt  him. 

Sozd.  Saving  the  rcv'rerce  of  your  Grace,  wc  ftole  him. 
E'en  out  of  the  next  Chamber  to  ye. 

Pin.  Come,  come,  begin  King, 
Begin  this  bloody  matter  when  you  dare ; 
And  y^i  I  fcorn  rpy  Sword  fhould  touch  the  Rafcal, 
I'll  tear  him  thus  before  ye.     Ha  ?  What  art  thou  ? 

\_PuU5  his  Beard  and  Hair  off. 

King    How's  this  I   Art  thou  a  Prophet  .'*     Ruy.  Come 
down   Princes. 

King.   We  are  abui,'d  —  Oh  mofl  dear  Armufia  — 
Off  with  his  Chains.     And  now  my  noble  Sifter, 
Rejoice  with  mc,  I  know  yc'rc  pleas'd  as  I  am. 

(71)  a  fair  kxm  guide  the  Gunner,']  The  Reader   eafijy  fees 

thai  a  flii<l"'t   Corruption  has  taken  place  here,  and  for 

A  fair    hrm.  guide  the  Gunnery 
We  ought  to  read, 

^4  f,;ir  Aim  guide  the  Gunner. 
Thus  in  the  Double  Marriage,  Acl  IT.  Martia  fays  to  the  Gunner. 

. noble   Gunner,  for   tny  Honour, 

Load  me  hut  theje  txvo  Minions  in  the  Chape  herc^ 
Jnd  load  ""em  right,  that  they  may  bid  fair  iveUomey 
Jnd  he  thine  Eye  and  Level  a^  thy  Heart   is. 

(72)  I'll  haunt\ye'\  Surely  {^x  haunt^  we  Ihcu'd  here  read  hunt. 

Pin. 


\ 
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Pin.  This  is  a  precious  Prophet.  Why  Don  Governor, 
What  make  you  here,  how  long  have  you  ta'en  Orders  ? 

Ruy.  Why  what  a  Wretch  art  thou  to  work  this  Mif- 
T'afTume  this  holy  Shape  to  ruin  Honour,  [^chicf  ? 

Honour  and  Chaftity  ? 

£.ntcr  Ki>i^^  and  all,  from  above. 

Gov.  I'd  paid  you  all, 
But  Fortune  plaid  the  Slut.     Come,  give  me  my  Doom. 

King.  I  cannot  fpcak  for  wonder. 

Gov.  Nay,  'tis  I  Sir, 
And  here  I  flay  your  Sentence. 

King.  Take  her  Friend, 
(YouVe  half  perfwadcd  me  to  be  a  Chriftian,) 
And  with  her  all  the  Joys,  and  all  the  BlefTings. 
Why  what  Dream  have  we  dwelt  in  ? 

Ruy.  All  Peace  to  ye, 
And  all  the  Happinefs  of  Heart  dwell  with  ye. 
Children  as  fweet  and  noble  as  their  Parents 

Pin.  And  Kings  at  leaft. 

{y^)  ^^f»'  Good  Sir,  forget  my  Rafhnefs, 
And  noble  Princes,  for  I  was  once  Angry, 
And  out  of  that,  might  utter  fome  Diftcmper, 
Think  not  it  is  my  Nature. 

Sia.  Your  joy*s  ours,  Sir, 
And  nothing  we  find  in  ye,  but  mod  noble. 

King.  To  Prifon  with  this  Dog,  there  let  him  houl. 
And  if  he  can  repent,  figh  out  his  Villanies  : 
His  Ifland  we  Ihall  fcize  into  our  Hands, 

(73)   Arm.   Good  Sir,  forget  my  Rajhnffs, 

And  noble  Pr'mcejfei ]     But  as   there    were   na 

more  Princejfes  than  one,  certainly  'tis  abfurd  to  fuppole  this  :o  be 
the  true  reading  :  The  oldell  Copy  has  a  Ledion  which  I  can't 
condemn. 

And  noble  Princefs  

But  as  Syana  anfwers  in  the  Name  of  himfelf,  i^c.  Mr.  Stiuard 
fuppofes  with  me   the  true  Text  ought  to  be 

And  noble  Princes,   for  I  cnct    ijvaj,    &c. 

Xp  which  Syana  replies. 

Sia.  Tour  joy  i  ours,   Sir, 

And  nothing  'wt  find  in  you^  but  mofi  noble. 

His 
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His  Father  and  himfelf  have  both  Ufurp'd  it,  , 

And  kept  it  by  Opprcffion ;  tlie  Town  and  Caftle, 

In  which  1  lay  myfcrlf  moft  mifcrabJe, 

Till  my  moll  honourable  Friend  redeem'd  me, 

Signior  P'in\ei-o^  I  beftow  on  you  ; 

The  reft  of  next  Command  upon  thefe  Gentlemen, 

Upon  ye  all,  my  Love. 

Ann.   Oh  brave  Ruy  D'las.,  , 

You've  ftartcd  now  beyond  me.    I  muft  think  ye, 
And  thank  ye  for  my  Life,   my  Wife  and  Honou*-. 

Ruy.  I'm  glad  I  had  her  for  you,  S\v. 

King.  Come  Princes, 
Come  Friends  and  Lovers  all,  come  noble  Gentlemen, 
No  more  Guns  now,  nor  Hates,  but  Joys  and  Triumj-.h^, 
An  univerfal  Gladnefs  fly  about  \i%'.  / 

And  know  however  fubtle  Men  dare  cafl 
And  promife  Wrack,  the  Gods  give  Peace  at  laft.'. 

\^E^cunt  oiiinti. 


I 


^:,-C^^    ^ 
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I  Am  more  and  more  convinced  by  hourly  Experience, 
how  extremely  fallible  the  Art  of  Verbal  Criticifm  is, 
lince,  btfidt;s  other  Qualities,  it  requires  at  all  times  a  per- 
fect Attention,  which  is  not  the  Gift  of  human  Nature. 
I'm  perfuaded  therefore  if  Editors  would  be  more  candid 
to  each  other,  and  not  fet  an  Example  of  Abufe  and 
Triumph  over  thofe  who  have  left  an  abfurd  PafTage  un- 
corrc(5led,  they  would  in  their  turn  be  more  readily  ex- 
cufed  by  their  Readers  when  they  are  found  guilty  of  the 
fameOverfights.  And  that  no  Man  is  exempt  from  them, 
I  need  only  inftance  in  the  Numbers  of  Emendations  that 
have  been  already  and  are  ft  ill  making  upon  Shake/pear. 
The  following  Accident  gave  rife  to  this  Reflexion  at 
prefent.  I  was  in  London  when  this  Play  was  preparing 
for  the  Prefs,  and  tho*  I  had  not  my  own  Copy  there, 
yet  I  was  furniflied  with  all  the  Editions,  and  it  being  a 
favourite  Play  \  ftudied  it  with  more  application  than  al- 
molt  any  one  of  thofe  which  Mr.  Sympfon  had  the  Publi- 
cation of",  and  I  flattered  myfelf  that  it  would,  between  us, 
come  out  extremely  correft  ;  But  when  I  returned  home, 
and  happened  to  look  over  the  old  Corredions  which  I 
had  made  fome  Years  ago,  I  found  I  had  miflfed,  from 
mere  Inattention,  two  very  obvious  and  neceflary  ones. 
The  Firft,  Page  280  of  the  prefent  Edition,  the  Poets 
fpeaking  of  dead  Bodies  embalmec^; 

■ fcormng  the  Earthy 


'The  fullen  Earth  Jljould  taint,  or  fuck  their  Beauties. 

It  is  putting  a  Violence  on  the  Word  fullen  to  make  it 
fignify  black  or  heavy,  and  therefore  it  cannot,  I  believe, 
with  Propriety,  be  made  an  Epithet  to  the  Earth  in  this 
Place :  I  read  therefore,  with  a  very  trifling  Change  in 
the  Letters, 

The  ful  lying  Earth  JJjould  taint,  or  fuck  their  Beauties, 

The 


POSTSCRIPT 

The  next  Emendation  is  at  Page  336.  The  Governor,  ijl 
in  rhe  Charadcr  of  an  old  Prieft,  highly  extols  the  Prin- 
ceis*b  Beauty,  and  then  adds, 

Nay,  do  not  btujh,  I  do  not  flatter  you  5 

]Sor  do  I  dote  in  telling  this  ;  I  am  amazed.  Lady. 

Amazement  at  Beauty,  tho*  it  does  not  nectrflarily  imply 
Dotage,  yet  often  both  foreruns  and  accompanies  it,  and 
would  certainly  be  rather  a  Caufe  why  he  fhouid  than  why 
he  Ihould  not  dote :  The  mod  natural  Reafon  for  him 
to  give  is, 

Noi  do  I  dote  in  telling  this,  I  am  aged.  Lady. 

The  only  Obi' ^^  .on  I  know  to  this  Reading  is,  that  it 
departs  very  much  from  tnc  Trace  of  the  Letters  •,  but 
here  it  may  be  accounted  for  :  It  is  well  known  how  com- 
mon it  is  both  in  tranfcribing  and  printing  to  have  the 
fame  Word  repeated  ;  it  fcems  therefore  to  have  happened 
fo  to  the  Auxiliary  Verb  in  this  Sentence,  and  that  it  run 
in  the  Author's  or  Promptor's  Copy, 

• /  a?n  am  aged.  Lady. 


This  being  Nonfenfe,  the  Change  into  amazed  feems  to 
be  very  natural  to  a  common  Setter,  or  Corrector  of  the 
Prefs. 

Now  if  in  reading  this  Play  feveral  times,  and  cor- 
recting it  with  all  the 'Care  I  could,  1  miffed  two  of  the 
very  beft  Emendations  which  I  had  made  in  it  not  two 
Years  before,  how  many  Errors  mull  1  fuppofe  have 
entirely  efcap'd  my  Oblcrvation  ? 


T.  Se'-joard. 
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PROLOGUE. 

X  mT  ^^  ^^  ^^fcw<?  an  jintick,  and  puts  on 

*^  '        As  many  Shapes  of  Fariafion, 
To  court  the  T'ime^s  Jpplaufe^  as  the  'Times  dare 
Change  fever al  Fafhions ;  nothing  is  thought  rare 
Which  is  not  New,  and  followed ;  yet  we  know 
That  what  was  worn  fome  twenty  Tears  ago 
Comes  into  Grace  again,  and  we  purfue 
That  Cuftom,  by  prefenting  to  your  View 
A  Play  in  FafJAon  then,  not  doubting  now 
But  'twill  appear  the  fame,  if  you  allow 
IVorth  to  their  noble  Memory,  whofe  Name^ 
Beyond  dl  Fewer  of  Heath,  live  in  their  Fame. 


D  R  A^ 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

MOnfieur  Marine,  the  Noble  Gentlematty   but  none  of 
the  wifejl. 
Jaques,  an  old  Servant  to  Marine*j  Family. 
Clerimont,  a  Gully  Coufin  to  Monfteur  Marine. 
ji  Gentleman,  Servant  to  Marine'j  IVife. 

nguevj    ,  I  ^^^  Courtiers  that  Plot  to  dbufe  Marine, 

Shattillion,  a  Lord,  mad  for  Love, 

Doctor. 

Page. 

Gentlemen, 

Servants. 

Duke. 

WOMEN, 

Marine'/  IFife^  a  witty  Wanton, 
Clerimont'j  Wife,  a  fimple  Country  Gentlewoman. 
Shattillion'j  Mijlrefs,  a  virtuous  Virgin. 
Maria,  Servant  to  Marine'j  Wife. 
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£///^r  Gentleman  and  Jaques. 
Gentle   man. 

;H  A  T  Happinefs  waits  on  the  Life  at  Court, 
What  dear  Content,  Greatnefs,  Delight  and 

Eafe? 
What  ever-fpringing  Hopes,    what   tides  of 
Honour  ? 

That  raile  their  Fortunes  to  the  height  of  Wifhes: 
What  can  be  more  in  Man,  what  more  in  Nature, 
Than  to  be  great  and  fear*d  ?  A  Courtier, 
A  noble  Courtier.    'Tis  a  Name  that  draws 
Wonder  and  Duty  from  all  Eyes  and  Knees. 

Jag.  And  fo  your  Worlliip's  Land  within  the  Walls, 
Where  you  fliall  have  it  all  inclos'd,  and  fure. 

Genf.  Peace,  Knave  ;  dull  Creature,  bred  of  fwcat  and 
fmoke, 
Thefe  Myflcries  are  far  above  thy  Faith  : 

But  thou  flialt  fee • 

Jiiq.   And  then  I  fliall  believe  ; 
Your  fair  Revenues,  turn'd  into  fair  Suits ; 
I  flidl  believe  your  Tenant's  bruis'd  and  rent, 

Vol.  VI;I.  A  a  Under 
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Under  the  weight  of  Coaches,  all  your  State 

Drawn  through  the  Streets  in  Triumph,  fuits  for  Places 

PUcd  with  a  Mine  oi  Gold,  and  being  got 

Fed  with  a  great  Stream.     I  fhall  believe  all  this. 

Gent.  You  fhjll  believe,  and  know  me  glorious. 
Coufin,  good  Day  and  Health. 

Enter  Coufin. 

Coi'.f  The  fame  to  you,  Sir, 
And  more,  without  my  Wifhes,  could  you  know 
What  calm  Content  dwells  in  a  private  Houfe  j 
Yet  look  into  yourfelf,  retire ;  this  Place 
Ol'  Promifes,  and  Proteftations,  fits 
Minds  only  bent  to  Ruin,  you  fhould  know  this 
You  have  their  Language  perfeft,  you  have  Tutors 
1  do  not  doubt,  fufficient  ;  but  beware. 

Gent.  You  arc  merry,  Coufin. 

Couf.  Yet  your  Patience, 
You  fhall  learn  that  too,  but  not  like  itfclf, 
Where  it  is  held  a  Virtue  •,  tell  me.  Sir, 
Have  you  call  up  your  State,  rated  your  Land, 
And  find  it  able  to  endure  the  change 
Of  Time  and  Fafiiion  ?  Is  it  always  Harveft  ^ 
Or  always  Vintage  ?  Have  you  Ships  at  Sea, 
To  bring  you  Gold  and  Stone  from  rich  Feru^ 
Monthly  returning  Treafure  ?  Doth  the  King 
Open  his  large  Exchequer  to  your  Hands, 
And  bid  ye  be  a  great  Man.^  Can  your  Wife 
Coin  off  her  Beauty  ?  or  the  Week  allow 
Suits  to  each  Day  ?  and  know  no  ebb  in  Honour  ? 
Jf  thcfe  be  pofTible,  and  can  hold  out. 
Then  be  a  Courtier  ftill,  and  dill  be  wafling. 

Gent.  Coufin,  pray  give  me  leave. 

Ccuf.  I  have  dor.e. 

Gent.  1  could  requite  your  Gall,  and  in  a  drain 
As  bitter,  and  :i)  as  fiill  of  Rubarb,  preach't 
^gaind  your  Country  Life,  but  'tis  below  me, 

(i)  as  full  of  Rufarb,  preach]     Tho'  preach  is  Senfe,  yet  as 

fyeaik't  li  iflc  ^ecuon  of  ihc  oiU  foHo,    I   have  in(erted  it  into  the 
lexc. 

And 


l! 


'The  Noble  Gentleman,  371 

And  only  fubje^t  to  my  Pity  •,  know 

The  eminent  Court,  to  them  that  can  be  wife. 

And  fallen  on  her  Blefllngs,  is  a  Sun 

That  draws  Men  up  from  courfc  and  earthly  Being, 

(I  mean  thefe  Men  of  Merit  that  have  Power 

And  Reafon  to  make  good  her  Benefits,) 

Learns  them  a  manly  Boldnefs,  gives  their  Tongues 

Swectnefs  of  Language,  makes  them  apt  to  pleafe. 

Files  off  ail  Rudenefs,  and  uncivil  'Haviour 

Shews  them  as  neat  in  Carriage,  as  in  Cloaths. 

Coufin,  have  you  e'er  feen  the  Court  ? 

Couf.  No,  Sir, 
Nor  am  I  yet  in  travail  with  that  longing. 

Gent.  Oh  the  ftatc 
And  greatnefs  of  that  Place  where  Men  are  found 
Only  to  give  the  firft  Creation  Glory  ! 
Thofe  are  the  Models  of  the  ancient  World, 
Left  like  the  Roman  Statues  to  ftir  up 
Our  following  Hopes  ;  the  Place  itfelf  puts  on 
The  Brow  of  Majefty,  and  flings  her  Luftre 
Like  the  Air  newly  lightned  ;  Form,  and  Order, 
Are  only  there  themfelves,  unforced,  and  found. 
As  they  were  firft  created  to  this  Place. 

Couf.  You  nobly  came,  but  will  go  from  thence  bale. 

Gent.  *Twas  very  pretty,  and  a  good  Conceit  \ 
You  have  a  Wit,  good  Coufin,  I  do  joy  in*t. 
Keep  it  for  Court ;  but  to  myfelf  again. 
When  I  have  view*d  thefe  Pieces,  turn*d  thefe  Eyes, 
And  with  fome  Taftc  of  Superftifion, 
Look'd  on  the  Wealth  of  Nature,  the  fair  Dames, 
{^)  Beauties,  that  light  the  Court,  and  make  it  fhcw 
Like  a  fair  Heaven,  in  a  frofly  Night, 
And  'mongfl  thefe  mine,  not  poorcft  j  'tis  for  Tongues 
Of  blefTed  Poets,  fuch  as  Orpheus  was. 
To  give  their  Worth  and  Praifes ;  oh  dear  Coufin, 
You  have  a  Wife,  and  fair  too,  bring  her  hither, 

(2)  Beauties,  that  like  the  Court, ]     The  Change  of  light  for 

like,  in  which  Mr.  J^war^  concurred  with  me,  is  not  anly  auchorifcd 
by  the  Copy  of  1647,  but  the  following  Line  alfo  makes  it  plam  thac 
this  was  the  true  and  original  Le6lion. 

A  a  2  Let 
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Let  her  not  live  to  be  the  Miftrcfs  of 

A  Farmer's  Heir,  and  be  confined  ever 

T'  a  Searge,  far  coarfcr  than  my  Horfe-Cloth. 

Let  her  have  Velvets,  Tiffinies,  Jewels,  Pearls, 

A  Coach,  an  Ufhcr,  and  her  two  Lacquies, 

And  1  will  fend  my  Wife  to  give  her  Rules, 

And  read  the  Rudiments  of  Court  to  htr. 

Couf.  Sir,   I  had  rather  lend  her  to  Virgima^ 
To  help  to  propagate  the  EngliJJj  Nation. 
Enter  Servant. 

Gent.  Sirrah,  how  flcpt  your  Miflrefs,  and  what  Vi- 
fitants 
Are  to  pay  Service  ? 

Scrv.  As  I  came  out. 
Two  Counts  were  newly  enter*d. 

Gent.  This  is  Greatnefb  j 
But  few  fuch  Servants  wait  a  Country  Beauty. 

Couf.  They  are  the  more  to  thank  their  Modefty  ; 
God  keep  my  Wife,  and  all  my  lllue  Female, 
From  fuch  Uprifings. 

Enter  Doctor. 

Gent.  What  ?  My  learned  Do<5lor  ? 
You  will  be  welcome,  give  her  Health  and  Youth, 
And  I  will  give  you  Gold.  \_Exit  Dodor. 

Coufin,  how  favours  this?  Is  it  not  fweet 
And  very  great,  taftes  it  not  of  Noblenefs  ? 

Couf.  Faith,  Sir,  my  Palate  is  too  dull  and  lazy, 
I  cannot  tafle  it,  'tis  not  for  my  Relifli, 
But  be  fo  ftill. 

Since  your  own  Mifery  mufl  firft  reclaim  ye. 
To  which  1  leave  you.  Sir; 
{%)  If  you  will  yet  be  happy,  leave  the  Humour 
And  bafe  Subjtdion  to  your  Wife  i  be  wife, 

(3)    Jfyou  ixill yet  be  happy,   leave  the  Humour 

And  haft  SuhjeSiicn  to  your  Wife, ]  There  feems  here  to  be  a 

Darknefs  in  the  Expreflion.  and  'tis  probable  chat  our  Authors  read  thus, 

lea-ve  this.  Humour, 

Or  rather  thus, 

•         lewve  the  Humouring 
And  bafe  (ic. 

And 
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And  let  her  know  with  fpeed  you  are  her  Husband, 

I  Ihall  be  glad  to  hear't.     My  Horfe  is  lent  tor.       [£x/Y. 

Gent.  Even  fuch  another  Country  thing  as  this 
,"Was  1  once,  fuch  a  Piece  of  Dirt,  fo  heavy, 
So  provident  to  heap  up  Ignorance, 
And  be  an  Afs :  Such  mufty  Cloaths  wore  I, 
So  old  and  Thread-bare  ;  I  do  yet  remember 
Divers  young  Gallants  lighting  at  my  Gate, 
To  fee  my  honoured  Wife,  have  offered  Pence, 
And  bid  me  walk  their  Horfes  j  fuch  a  Slave 
Was  1  in  fhew  then,  but  my  Eyes  are  open'd. 

Enter  Gentleman* s  Wife. 

Many  fweet  Morrows  to  my  worthy  Wife. 

Wife,  'Tis  well,  and  aptly  giv*n,  as  much  for  you  -, 
But  to  my  prefent  Bjfmefs,  which  is  Mony 

Gent.  Lady,  I  have  none  left. 

Wife.  \  hope  you  dare  not  fay  fo,  nor  imagine 
So  bafe  and  low  a  Thought :  I  have  none  lek? 
Are  thefe  Words  fitting  for  a  Man  ot  Worch, 
And  one  of  your  full  Credit?  Do  you  know 
The  Place  you  live  in  ?  me  ?  and  what  1  labour 
For  you,  and  your  Advancement  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  my  deareft. 

Wife.  And  do  you  pop  me  off  with  this  flight  Anfwer, 
In  troth  I  have  none  left  ?  In  troth  you  mull  have- 
Nay  ftare  not,  *tis  moft  true  \  fend  fpeedily 
To  all  that  love  you,  let  your  People  fly 
Like  Thunder  through  the  City,  and  not  return 
Under  five  thoufand  Crowns.    Try  all,  take  all. 
Let  not  a  worthy  Merchant  be  untempted, 
Or  any  one  that  hath  the  Name  of  Mony, 
Take  up  at  any  Ufe,  give  Band,  or  Land, 
C4)  Or  mighty  Statutes,  able  by  their  Strength 
To  tye  up  Sampfon.,  were  he  now  alive. 

(4)  Or  mighty  Statutes,  ^r  ]  The  Poet  means  cither  Statute  Mer- 
tharit,  or  Statute  Staple,  or  bocn.  [What  the  Meaning  of  thcle  Terms 
are,  any  Technical  Didionary  will  inform  my  Readers.]  The  Men- 
tion of  them  we  find  in  Hamlet,  and  over  and  over  again  in  Ben  John' 
Jcni  Staple  of  Neivf. 

A  a  3  There 
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There  mud  be  Mony  gotten  •,  for  be  pcrfuaded. 

If  we  fall  now,  or  be  but  feen  to  fhrink. 

Under  our  fair  Beginnings,  *tis  our  Ruin, 

And  then  good  Night  to  all  (but  our  Difgrace  ;) 

Farcwcl  the  Hope  of  coming  Happinefs, 

And  all  the  Aims  (5)  we  levell'd  at  fo  long. 

Are  ye  not  mov*d  at  this  ?    No  Senfe  of  want. 

Towards  yourfelf  yet  breeding  ? 

Be  old,  and  common,  jaded  to  the  Eyes 

Of  Grooms,  and  Pages,  Chamber-maids,  and  Guardcrs, 

And  when  you  have  done,  put  your  poor  Houfc  in  order 

And  hang  yourfelf,  for  fuch  muft  be  the  end 

Of  him  that  willingly  forfakes  his  Hopes, 

And  hath  a  Joy  to  tumble  to  his  Ruin. 

All  that  I  fay  is  certain,  if  ye  fail 

(6)  Do  not  impute  me  with  it,  I  am  clear. 

Gent.  Now  Hcav'n  forbid  I  fhould  do  Wrong  to  you, 
My  deareft  Wife,  and  Madam  ;  yet  give  leave 
To  your  poor  Creature  to  unfold  himfelf. 
You  know  my  Debts  are  many  more  than  Means, 
My  Bands  not  taken  in,  my  Friends  at  home 
Drawn  dry  with  thefe  Expences,  my  poor  Tenants 
More  full  of  Want  than  we  ;  then  what  new  Courfe 
Can  I  beget  to  raife  thole  Crowns  by  ?  Speak, 
And  I  fhall  execute. 

Wife.  Pray  tell  me  true. 
Have  you  not  Land  in  the  Country  ?    Gent.  Pardon  me, 
I  had  forgot  it. 

Wife.  Sir,  you  muft  remember  it. 
There  is  no  Remedy ;  this  Land  muft  be 

(5)  — —  oL-i?  levied  atfo  long.'\  Mr.  TheohaU  faw  with  mc  that 
this  Overfighi  muft  take  its  Birth  no  where  but  at  the  Prefi ;  and  ye: 
it  is  upwards  of  an  hundred  Years  old. 

(6)  Do  not  upbraid  me  "juith  it^ ]    What  a  mighty  Difference 

have  we  here,  betwixt  the  old  and  true  Reading  impute,  and  the  mo- 
dern upbraid !  'Tis  plain  it  could  be  no  Miftake  of  the  old  Copy  which 
led  the  Editor  of  the  Kdition  of  1679,  into  fo  different  a  Reading. 
No,  the  Fault  was  not  chat  the  Editor  could  not  fee,  but  that  he  did 
not  undcrfland  ;  therefore  he  made  (hort  work,  and  for  impute  gave  us 
upbraid.  By  tmpuie  Kviih  the  Poet  means  to  charge  nuith^  and  thus  he 
and  the  Editor  have  their  own  again. 

In 
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In  Paris  ere  to  Morrow  Night.     Gent.  It  (hall. 
Let  me  confider,  feme  three  hundred  Acres 
Will  ferve  the  Turn. 

mfe.  *Twill  furnifli  at  all  Points. 
Now  you  fpeak  like  yourfcif,  and  know  like  hini 
That  means  to  be  a  Man  ;   fufpeft  no  Jefs, 
For  the  Return  will  give  ye  five  for  one  •, 
You  fliall  be  great  to  Morrow,  I  have  laid  it. 
Farewel,  and  (ee  this  Burincfb  be  a- foot. 
With  Expedition.  \Exit  fVifc. 

Gent,  Health,  all  Joy,  and  Honour 
Wait  on  my  lovely  Wife.  What  ?  Jaqu4s^  Jaques, 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Sir,   did  you  call  ? 

Gent.  I  did  To,  hie  thee  Jaques^ 
Down  to  the  Bank,  and  there  to  Ibme  good  Mercha  iC 
(Conceive  me  well,  good  Jaques^  and  be  privatf) 
Offer  three  hundred  Acres  of  my  Land  : 
Say  it  is  choice  and  fertile,  ask  upon  it 
Five  thoufand  Crowns,  this  is  the  Bufinefs 
1  mult  employ  thee  in,  be  wife  and  fpcedy. 

Jaj.  Sir,  do  not  do  this. 

Gent,  Knave,  I  muft  have  Mony. 

Jaq,  If  you  have  Mony  thus,your  Knave  muft  rel!  y<",  you 
Won't  have  a  Foot  of  Land  left ',  be  more  wary, 
And  more  Friend  to  yourfcif  i  this  honcft  Land 
Your  Worfhip  has  difcarded,  has  been  true, 
And  done  you  Loyal  Service. 

Gent.  Gentle  Jaques^ 
You  have  a  merry  Wir,  employ  it  well 
About  the  Bufinefs  you  have  now  in  Hand. 
When  ye  come  back,  enquire  me  in  the  Prefcnce, 
If  not  i*th'  Tennis-Court,  or  at  my  Houfe.  \^Exit, 

Jaq.  If  this  Vein  hold,  I  know  where  to  enquire  ye. 
Five  thoufand  Crowns!  this,  with  good  Husbandry, 
May  hold  a  Month  out  i  then  five  thoufand  more, 
And  more  Land  a  bleeding  for't  •,  as  many  more. 
And  more  Land  laid  afide.     God  and  St.  Dennis 
Keep  honeft- minded  young  Men  Batchclors. 

A  a  4  'Til 
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■Tis  flrange,  my  Mafter  fhould  be  yet  fo  young 

A  Puppy,  that  he  cannot  fee  his  Fall, 

And  got  lb  near  the  Sun.     i*JI  to  his  Coufin, 

And  once  more  tell  him  of  it  j  if  he  fail. 

Then  to  my  Mortgage,  next  unto  my  Sale.  {Exit, 

Enter  Longueville,  B^auford,    and  the  Servant. 

Serv.  Gentlemen,  hold  you  on  Difcourfea  while, 
I  fhall  return  with  Knowledge  how  and  where 
Yc  fhall  h^ive  bcft  Accefs  unto  my  Miftrefs, 
To  tender  your  Devotions.  [Exit. 

Long.  Be  it  fo  : 
Now  to  our  firft  Difcourfe. 

Beau.  1  prithet  Peace  ; 
Thou  canft  not  be  fo  bad,  (7)  or  make  me  know 
Such  things  are  living  ;  do  not  give  thy  felf 
So  common  and  fo  idle,  fo  open  vile, 
So  great  a  wronger  of  thy  worth,  fo  low  ; 

{7)  • or  make  me  know]    I  once  thought  the  Line  faulty,  and 

had  alter'd  it  thus, 

or  make  me  trow 

i.  e.  belie'ue :  But  'lis  certainly  right  as  it  (lands.  Thus  in  Sir  Philip 
Si^ne/s  yJrcai'i!a,Bok,k  i  l*:ige  ig  of  the  Edition  of  1674. — befeeching 
ker  (I'ar'heiiia)  even  ivith  Tears,  to  know,  that  his  Lo've  ivas  not  Jo 
fuperf.cial  as  to  go  no  farther  than  her  ^kin.  And  now  1  have  the 
jircudia  optn  before  me,  I  will,  upon  its  Authority,  endeavour  to  de- 
fend our  Ai  thors  againll  a  Charge  of  Mr.  Theobald  in  the  Maid's  Tra- 
gedy,  Aa  III.    The  Paffage  is  'his ; 

.  that  in  her  Eje 

Keeps  mounting  Fire,  and  on  her  tender  Cheeks 

I»e<  ir^ble  Colour. 
Inevitable  he  changes  to  inimitable  :  But  why  fo  ?  Inevitable  is  applied 
Ly  the  Poet  licre  u  Camplexion^  as  it  is  by  Sir  Philip  in  the  fame  Book  to 
the  ivhole  Per/on.  Tiiub  Page  :;4  Pyrocles,  at  the  End  almoft  of  his  Love- 
Tale  to  /l/a/(i«,'«i  has  thele  Wofd.-.:  And  fo  jcal.us  rV  _/^^  (Gynecia) 
cf  my  Love  to  her  Daughter,  that  I  could  never  yet  begin  to  open  my 
Mouth  to  the  inevitable  Philoclea,  but  that  5<:c.  This  fliews  plainly 
upon  wJiat  weak  Foundations,  very  often,  conjcftural  Emendations 
fland,  and  iio.v  plaufible  foever  the  Alteration  may  appear,  ftill  the 
Tex:  is  to  be  handled  ve'y  tenderly,  and  great  care  ought  to  be  taken 
that  the  Author  be  not  iiijur'd,  when  we  think  we  are  doing  him  a 
kindnefs.  And  I  believe  Mr.  Theobald,  were  he  now  living,  would  as 
readily  have  retradUd  his  Opinion  m  this,  as  I  fh  ill  be  ready  to  do  at 
any  time  in  any  other  point,  upon  being  fhewn  my  Errors ;  for  I  fhall 
J.t'cf  be  afliam'd  to  con/cfs  myfclf  ^xijfr  to  Day,  than  I  loai  Tejierday. 
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I  cannot,  nor  I  mufl:  not  credit  thee. 

Long.  Now  by  this  Light  I  am  a  Whore- mafter, 
An  open-  and  an  excellent  Whore-mafter, 
And  take  a  fpecial  Glory  that  I  am  fo  : 
I  thank  my  Stars  I  am  a  Whore-mafter, 
And  fuch  a  one  as  dare  be  known  and  feen, 
And  pointed  at  to  be  a  noble  Wencher, 

Beau.  Do  not  let  all  Ears  hear  this  \  hark  ye.  Sir, 
I  am  myfelf  a  Whore-mafter,   I  am 
Believe  it,  Sir,  (m  private  be  it  Tpoken) 
I  love  a  Whore  direcflly,   moft  Men  are 
Wenchers,  and  have  profcft  the  Science,  few  Men 
That  look  on  ye  now,  but  are  Whore-mafters, 
Or  have  a  full  DcTire  to  be  fo. 

Long.  This  is  noble. 

Beau.  It  is  without  all  Queftion,  being  private. 
And  held  as  needful  as  Intelligence  ; 
But  being  once  dilcover'd,  blown  abroad. 
And  known  to  common  Senfes,  'tis  no  more 
Than  Geometrical  Rules  in  Carpenters,  i  J 

That  only  know  fome  Meafureofan  Art,  'rl 

But  are  not  grounded  :  Be  no  more  deceived,  ;/\ 

C8)  I  have  a  Confcience  to  reclaim  you,  Sir.  ,  r. 

Miftake  me  not :  I  do  not  bid  you  leave 

Your  Whore,  or  lefs  to  love  her forbid  it, 

I  fhould  be  fuch  a  Villain  to  my  Friend, 

Or  fo  unnatural  ;   'twas  ne'er  harbour*d  here  :  jX 

Learn  to  be  fecret  firft,    then  ftrike  your  Deer. 

Long.   Your  fair  Inftrudions,  Monfieur,  I  fhall  learn. 

Beau.  And  you  fliall  have  them  ;  (9)  I  defire  your  Ear. 

Long.  They  are  your  Servants, 

Beau, 

(8)  I  have  a  Confcience  to  reclaim  you.  Sir."]  That  is,  as  the  Paf- 
fege  Itands,  /  ha've  an  earnej}  Drfere,  or  make  ;/  a  matter  of  Con- 
fcience to  reclaim  you.  Sir.  But  'tis  not  true,  'tis  pity,  and  pity  'tis 
it  is  not  true.  No,  the  whole  foUowii  g  Part  of  the  Speech  incon- 
tellably  calls  upon  us  to  read  thu?, 

J  have  no  Confcience  to  reclaim  you,  Sir. 
Mijiake  me  not :  Sec. 

(9)  /  deftre  your  Care. 

Long.  -They  are  your  Servants."]     I  defire  your  Care',    that  i?, 
J  defire  your   careful  Attendaai*  v.hile  1  give  you  my  Infruiiions  : 

This, 
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Beau.  You  mufl:  not  lovC'— ^ 

Long.  How,  Sir  ? 

Beau.  I  mean  a  Lady,   there  is  Danger.     She  hath 
An  Uiher  and  a  Waiting-Gentlewoman, 
A  Page,  a  Coach-man,  thefe  are  fee'd  and  fee*d. 
And  yet  for  all  that  will  be  prating. 

hortg.  So. 

Beau.  You  underftand  me.  Sir,  they  will  difcover'f, 
And  there's  a  lofs  of  Credit  *,  Table-talk 
Will  be  the  end  of  this,  or  worfe  than  that; 
Will  this  be  worthy  of  a  Gentleman  ? 

Long.  Proceed,  good  Sir. 

Beau.  Next,  leave  your  City  Damej 
The  beft  of  that  Tribe  are  moft  meerly  coy, 
Or  moft  extreamly  foolifti,  both  which  Vices 
Are  no  great  ftirrers  up,  unlefs  in  Husbands 
That  owe  this  Cattle ;  fearing  her  that's  coy 
To  be  but  fceming,  her  that's  (lo)  Fool  too  forward. 

Long.  This  is  the  rareft  Fellow,  and  the  foundeft, 
I  mean  in  Knowledge,  that  e'er  wore  a  Codpiece, 
H'as  found  out  that  will  pafs  all  Italyy 
All  France  and  England^  to  their  Shames  I  fpeak. 
And  to  the  Griefs  of  all  their  Gentlemen, 
(i  i)  I'th'  noble  Theory  of  Luxury. 

Beau.  Your  Patience, 
And  I  will  lay  before  your  Eyes  a  Courfe 
That  I  myfelf  found  out;  'tis  excellent. 

This,  Ms  true,  is  good  ;  but  what  then  becomcj  of 

They  are  j/o«r  Servan/j  ? 
Here  all  is  Nonfcnie.    In  order  then  to  make  them  both  confiftent, 
we  {hould  read  thus, 

/  defire your  Ear. 
To  which  Longucville  anfwers  rightly, 

They  are  your  Servants. 
i.  e.  Not  only  one,  but  both  my  Ears  are  at  your  Service. 

( lo)   — Tool  too  forn»ard^     Fool  for  Tool  is  from  the  Copy 

of  1647. 

(ri)  The  nohli  Theory ]  Thus  the  two  Felios,  which  leads  us 

to  the  true  Leflion, 

I'th'   noble  Theory  .  ^ 

The  Copy  of  171 1  moft  nonfenfically  gives  it. 
To  ntbit  &c. 

Eafie, 
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Eafie,  and  full  of  Freedom. 

Long.  O  good  Sir, 
You  rack  me  'till  I  know  it. 

Beau,  This  it  is  ; 
"When  your  Defire  is  up,  your  Blood  well  heated 
And  apt  for  fweet  Encounter,  chufe  the  Night, 
And  with  the  Night  your  Wench,  the  Streets  have  flora ; 
There  feize  upon  her,  get  her  to  your  Chamber, 
Give  her  a  Cardecue,  'tis  royal  Payment ; 
When  ye  are  dull,  difmifs  her,  no  Maa  knows, 
Nor  (he  herfelf,  who  hath  encountred  her. 

Long.  O,  but  their  Faces  ! 

Beau.  Never  talk  of  Faces : 
The  Night  allows  her  equal  with  a  Dutchcfs. 
(12)  Imagination  doth  all ;  think  her  fair. 
And  great,  yclad  in  Velvet,  fhe  is  fo  ; 
Sir,    1  have  try'd  thofe,  and  do  find  it  certain 
It  never  fails  me  -,  *tis  but  twelve  Nights  fincc 
My  laft  Experience.     Long.  O  my  miching  Varlct, 
ril  fit  ye  as  I  live. 
*Tis  excellent,  I'll  be  your  Scholar,  Sir. 

Enter  Lady  and  Servant. 

Wife.  You  are  fairly  welcome  both  j  troth,  Gentlemen, 
You  have  been  Strangers,  I  could  chide  you  for't, 
And  task  you  with  Unkindnefs.     What's  the  News  ? 
The  Town  was  never  empty  of  fomc  Novelty  : 
Servant,  what's  your  Intelligence  } 

Ser.  Faith  nothing. 
I  have  not  heard  of  any  worth  relating. 

Beau.  Nor  I,  fweet  Lady. 

Long.  Then  give  me  Attention  : 
Monfieur  ShattiUionh  mad. 

(12)   Imagination  doth  all  think  her  fair, 

And  great,  clapt  in  Velvet,  Jhe  is  fo ',"1  This  lively  Speech 
has  been  quite  fpoiled  by  a  corrupt  Pointing,  and  a  ftjll  more  corrupt 
Reading  :  The  want  of  a  Syllabic  in  the  fecond  Verfc,  affiftsin  guiding 
us  to  the  true  one,  'viz,. 

Imagination  doth  all ;  think  her  fair 
And  great  t  yclad  in  Velvety  fhi  is  fo, 

Mr.  SeivarJ, 

Wife, 
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Wife.  Mad  ? 

hong.  Mad  as  May  Butter, 
And  wnich  is  more,  mad  tor  a  Wench.  Lady.  'Tis  (Irange, 
And  tuil  ot  Pity.     Lon^.   All  that  comes  a  near  him 
He  thinks  are  come  of  purpofe  to  betray  him, 
Being  tuil  of  Itrangc  Conceit :  The  Wench  he  lov'd 
Stood  very  near  the  Crown. 

Lady.  Alas,  good  Monfieur  ; 
A'  was  a  proper  Man,  and  fair  demean*d, 
A  Peribn  worthy  of  a  better  Temper, 

Long.  He  is  llrong  opinion'd,  that  the  Wench  he  lov*d 
Remains  dole  Pnlbner  by  the  King's  Command, 
Fearing  Ucr  I  itle  j  when  the  poor  griev*d  Gentlewoman 
Fohows  liim  much  lamenting,  and  much  loving. 
In  hope  to  make  him  well  \  he  knows  her  not, 
Nor  any  elfe  that  comes  to  vifit  him. 

Lady,  Let's  waik  in  Gentlemen,   and  there  difcourfe 
His  tunner  Mileries  ;  you  ihall  (lay  Dinner, 
In  truth  you  mult  obey. 

Omnei.  We  are  your  Servants.  [Exeujii, 

Enter  Coiiftn, 

Couf.  There's  no  good  to  be  done,  no  Cure  to  be  wrought 
Upon  my  delp'rate  Kir.iman  :  I'll  to  Horfe 
And  leave  him  to  the  Fool's  whip,  Milcry. 
I  fhall  recover  twenty  Miles  this  Night;  A 

My  Horle  ftands  ready,  I'll  away  with  Speed. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  Sir,  may  I  crave  your  Name? 

Couf.   Yes,  Sir,  you  may  : 
My  Name  is  C/erimont. 

Shat.  *Tis  well,  your  Fadlion  ? 
What  Party  knit  you  with  ? 

Couf.  I  know  no  Parties, 
Nor  no  Fa6lions,  Sir. 

Shat.  Then  wear  this  Crofs  of  white  : 
And  where  you  fee  the  like,  they  are  my  Friends, 
Obferve  them  well,  the  time  is  dangerous. 

Couf, 
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Couf.  Sir,  keep  your  Crofs,  I'll  wear  none  j    fure  this 
Fellow  ■■'i 

Is  much  befidc  himfelf,  grown  mad. 

Shat.  A  Word,  Sir; 
You  can  pick  nothing  out  of  this,  this  Crols 
Is  nothing  but  a  Crofs,  a  very  Crofs, 
Plain,  without  Spell,  or  Witchcraft,  fearch  it ; 
You  may  fufpeft,  and  well,  there's  Poifon  in't. 
Powder,  or  Wild- fire,  but  'tis  nothing  fo. 

Couf.  I  do  believe  you.  Sir,  'tis  a  plain  Crofs. 

Shat.  Then  do  your  worft,  I  care  not,  tell  the  King, 
Let  him  know  all  this,  as  I'm  fure  he  fhall ; 
When  you  have  fpit  your  Venom,  then  will  I 
Stand  up  a  faithful  and  a  loyal  Subje6b, 
And  fo  God  fave  his  Grace ;  this  is  no  Trcafbn, 

Couf.  He  is  March  mad ;  farewcl,  Monfieur. 

[^Exit  Coufin. 

Shat.  Farewel ; 
I  fhall  be  here  attending,  'tis  my  Life 
They  aim  at,  there's  no  way  to  fave  it ;   well 
Let  *em  fpread  all  their  Nets,  they  fhall  not  draw  me 
Into  any  open  Treafon  ;  I  can  fee. 
And  can  beware,  I  have  my  Wits  about  me, 
I  thank  Heav'n  for't. 

Enter  Love, 

Love.  There  he  goes. 
That  was  the  faireft  hope  the  French  Court  bred. 
The  worthieft  and  the  fweeteft  temper'd  Spirit, 
The  trueft,  and  the  valianteft,  the  befl  of  Judgment, 
Till  moft  unhappy  I  fever'd  thofe  Virtues, 
And  turnM  his  Wit  wild  with  a  coy  denial. 
Which  Heav'n  forgive  me  ;  and  be  pleas'd,  O  Hcav'r, 
To  give  again  his  Senfes,  that  my  Love 
May  ftrike  off  all  my  Follies. 

Shat.  Lady. 

Love.  I,  Sii;. 

Shat.  Your  Will  with  me,  fweet  Lady. 

Love.  Sir,  I  come • 

Shat.  From  the  drea4  Sovereign  King,  I  know  it,  Ladv ; 

He 
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He  is  X  gracious  Prince,  long  may  he  live : 
Pertain  you  to  his  Chamber  ? 

Lov.  No  indeed,  Sir, 
That  Place  is  not  for  Women  :  Do  you  know  me? 

Shat.  Yes,  I  do  know  you. 

Lov.  What's  my  Name  ?  pray  you  fpeak. 

Shat.  That's  all  one,  I  do  know  you  and  your  bufmefsj 
You  are  difcover'd.  Lady,  I  am  wary. 
It  (lands  upon  my  Life  ;  pray  you  excufe  me. 
The  beft  Man  of  this  Kingdom  fcnt  you  hither, 
To  dive  into  me  -,  have  1  touch'd  you  ?   ha  ? 

Ij)ve.  You  are  deceived.  Sir,  I  come  from  your  Love, 
That  fends  you  fair  commends,  and  many  kifles; 

Shat.  Alas,  poor  Soul,  how  docs  (he?  Is  (he  living  ? 
Keeps  (he  her  Bed  (lill  > 

Love.  Still,  Sir,  (he  is  living. 
And  well,  and  (hall  do  fo. 

Shat.  Are  ye  in  Counfel  ? 

Love.  No,  Sir,  nor  any  of  my  Sex. 

Shat.  Whyfo, 
If  you  had  been  in  Counfel,  you  would  know 
Her  time  to  be  but  (lender  ;  (he  muft  die. 

Love.  I  do  believe  it,  Sir, 

Shat.  Andfuddenly, 
She  (lands  too  near  a  Fortune. 

Love.  Sir  ? 

Shat.  *Tis  fo. 
There  is  no  jeding  with  a  Prince's  Title; 
Would  we  had  both  been  born  of  common  Parents, 
And  liv'd  a  private  and  retir'd  life 
In  homely  Cottage,  we  had  then  enjoy 'd 
Our  Loves,  and  our  Embraces,  thcfe  are  things 
That  cannot  tend  to  Treafon 

Love.  I  am  wretched. 

Shat.  O,  I  pray  as  often  for  the  King  as  any. 
And  with  as  true  Heart,  for's  continuance  ; 
And  do  moreover  pray  his  Heirs  may  live, 
And  their  fair  lifucs ;  then  as  I  am  bound 
For  ail  the  States  and  Commons  1  if  thefe  Prayers 
Be  any  ways  Ambitious,  I  fubmit, 

And 
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And  lay  my  Head  down,  let  'em  take  it  off} 
You  may  inform  againft  me,  but  withal 
Remember  my  Obedience  to  the  Crown, 
And  Service  to  the  State. 
Love.  Good  Sir,  1  love  ye. 
(13)  Shat.    Then  love  the  gracious  King,    and   fay 

with  me • 

Heav'n  fave  his  Grace. 

Love.  Heav*n  fave  his  Grace. 

Shat.  This  is  ftrange 

A  Woman  ihould  be  fent  to  undermine  me. 

And  buz  Love  into  me  to  try  my  Spirit  i 

Offer  me  Kiflcs,  and  enticing  Follies, 

To  make  me  open  and  betray  myfelf ; 

It  was  a  fubtle  and  a  dangerous  Plot, 

And  very  found  I  y  followed  i  farewel.  Lady, 

Let  me  have  equal  hearing,  and  relate 

1  am  an  honeft  Man.     Heav'n  fave  the  King.        [Exit, 

Love.  I'll  never  leave  him,  *till  by  Art  or  Prayer, 
I  have  reftor*d  his  Senfes ;  if  I  make 
Him  perfefl  Man  again,  he's  mine,  *cilJ  when, 
I  here  abjure  all  loves  of  other  Men.  C^^^X 

Enter  Ooufin^  and  Jaques. 

7^f .  Nay,  good  Sir  be  perfwaded,  go  but  back, 
And  tell  him  he's  undone,  fay  nothing  elfe  ; 
And  you  (hall  fee  how  things  will  work  upon*t. 

Cou.  Not  fo  i  good  JaqueSi  I  am  held  an  Afs, 
A  Country  Fool,  good  to  converfe  with  Dirt, 
And  eat  courfe  Bread,  wear  the  word  Wooll, 
Know  nothing  but  the  High-way  to  Paris  : 
And  wouldft  thou  have  me  bring  thefe  Stains 
And  Imperfections  to  the  rifing  view 
Of  the  right  worihipful  thy  worthy  Mafter  ? 

(13)  Shat.    Then  lo've  the  gracious  King,  and  fay  loith  me 

Love.  Hta'v'n  Ja<vt  his  Grace.]    But  may  we  not  reafonably 
ask,  How  could  his  Lo've  know  what  he  would  fay,    till  he   himfelf 
had  faid  it  ?    And  if  To,  then  we  (hould  furely  read  thus, 
fhfn  fay  luith  me 


Heav'n  fave  his  Grace. 
LoTX.  Heav'o  fave  his  Grace. 
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(14)  They  muft  be  bright,  and  fhine,  their  Cloaths 

Soft  Vtrivct,   and  the  Tyrian  Purple, 

Like  tlic  Arabian  Gums,  hung  like  the  Sun, 

Their  Goiclcn   Beams  on  all  fides  ; 

Such  as  thefc  may  come  and  know 

Thy  Mafter,  1  am  bafe,  and  dare  not  fpeak  unto  him, 

Hc*s  above  me. 

Jaq.   If  ever  you  did  love  him,  or  his  State, 
His  Name,  his  Iflfue,  or  yourfelf,   go  back  : 
'Iwill  be  an  honclt  and  a  noble  part 

(14)  Tlpey  muji  be  bright,  and  Jhine,   their  Cloaths 

Soft  Velvet,  and  the  Tyrian  Purple, 

Like  the  Arabian  Gums,    hung  like  the  Sua, 

Their  Golden  Beams  on  all  Jides  ; 

Such  as  thefe  &c.j  This  whole  Speech,  which  is  one  of  thefc 
few  in  this  Play  that  breathe  the  Spirit  of  our  Authors,  has  been  utterly 
fpoil'd  in  ich  Meafure,  and  greatly  in  its  Senfe.  I  fhall  venture  to  add 
what  the  Context  ieeins  evidently  to  require,  and  as  the  fame  Words 
fupply  both  Defeds  there  is  a  double  Proof  of  their  being  the  Ori- 
ginal ones. 

They  mujl  he  bright  andjhine,   their  Cloaths  /oft  Velvet 

And  of  the    Pyriai  Purple;   they  muft  fme  II 

Like  the  Arabian  Gums,  hurl  like  the  Sun 

Their  golden  Beams  on  all  Jides  ;  fuch  as  thefe  Scc. 
The  Change  of  hung  to  hurl  is  abfolutcly  neceffary  to  the  Senfe,  unlefs 
^ing,  which  gives  the  fame  Idea  tho'  not  fo  ftrongly,  may  contend 
with  it.  Mr   Senuard. 

My  Readers  I  dare  fay,  by  this  time,  are  as  full  of  Admiration,  as  I 
myfelfwas,  at  the  firft  reading  of  this  \ery  ingenious  Supplement  of 
Mr.  Seivard ;  and  I  wifh.my  Admiraion  and  Approbation  could  attend 
each  other.  That  the  Linej  are  deficient  in  their  Meafure  is  an  Objeftion 
noway  material,  the  Poeis  here,  as  well  as  in  a  thoufand  Places  befide, 
not  being  fo  foUicitous  to  ran  metrically,  as  to  ipzimftrongly.  That  the 
Place  is  hurt  in  its  Senfe  I  can  eafily  allow,  but  I  would  go  another 
and  a  fhorter  way  to  work  to  remedy  that  Misfortune,  than  tay  inge- 
nious Friend  has  done.     In  few,   I  would  read  thus. 

They  muft  be  bright  and  fhine. 
Their  Cloaths  fft  Velvet  and  the  Tyrian  Purple, 
Like  the  Arabian  Gem  hung,   like  the  Sun 
Their  Golden  Beams  on  all  Jides. 

The  Arabians  were  remarkable  for  being  adorn'd  with  Jewels,  and 
the  Orientals  at  this  Day  are  as  paflionarely  fond  of  being  trick'd  up 
with  glittering  Stones,  whether  Diamonds  or  Glafs,  as  the  French, 
our  Neighbours,  of  being  daub'd  with  Lace. 

Worthy 
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Worthy  a  Kinfman;  (15)  fave  three  Hundred  Acres 
From  prefent  Execution  ;  they've  had  Sentence, 
And  cannot  be  repriev'd,  be  merciful. 

Cou.  Have  I  not  urg'd  already  ail  the  Reafons 
I  had,  to  draw  him  from  his  Will  ?  his  Ruin  ? 
But  all  in  vain,  no  Counfel  will  prevail ; 
H'as  fixt  himfelf,  there's  no  removing,  JaqueSy 
'Twill  prove  but  Breath  and  Labour  fpent  in  vain  3 
I'll  to  my  Horle,  fa  re  we  1. 

Jaq.  For  God's  fake,  Sir, 
As  ever  you  have  hope  of  Joy,  turn  back  ; 
I'll  be  your  Slave  for  ever,  do  but  go. 
And  I  will  lay  fuch  fair  Diredlions  to  you, 
That  if  he  be  not  doting  on  his  Fall, 
He  fhall  recover  fight,  and  fee  his  Danger; 
And  ye  {hall  tell  him  of  his  Wife's  abufes, 
(I  fear,  too  foul  againft  himj)  how  fhe  plots, 
With  our  young  Monfieurs,  to  Milk-dry  her  Husband, 
And  lay  it  on  their  Backs;  the  next  her  Pride ; 
Then  what  his  Debts  arc,  and  how  infinite 
The  Curfes  of  his  Tenants;  this  will  work, 
I'll  pawn  my  Life  and  Head,  he  cries  Away, 
I'll  to  my  Houfe  in  the  Country.    Couf.  Come,  I'll  go,    "^ 
And  once  more  try  him,  if  he  yield  not,  fo  ;  ^ 

The  next  that  tries  hmi  fhall  be  Wane  and  Woe.  3 

[^Exeunt, 

(15)   ■  fave  three  Hundred  Acres 

From  prefent  Execution  ;  they've  had  Sentence, 
Jnd  cannot  be  repriev'd,   be  merciful^   But  how  muft  they  be 
Javd  if  they  cannot  be  reprie'ud?  Wou'd  not  one  imagine  then  our 
Authors  wrote, 

And  cannot  be  reprie'ved  t\{ci  bt  merciful. 


Vol.  Vlir.  Bb  ACT 
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A  C  T     II.      SCENE!. 

Enter  Gentleman  foltts. 

J      Jaq.    ['within.']  Sir, 
Gevt.  Rife,  Jaques^  *tis  grown  Day  ; 
The  Country  Life  is  belt,  where  quietly, 
Free  from  the  Clamour  of  the  troubled  Court, 
We  may  enjoy  our  own  green  fhadow'd  Walks, 
And  keep  a  moderate  Diet  without  Art. 
Why  did  I  leave  my  Houfe  and  bring  my  Wife, 
To  know  the  manner  of  this  fubtle  place? 
I  would,  when  firll  the  luft  to  Fame  and  Honour 
Pofieft  me,  I  had  met  with  any  evil, 
But  that  i  had  I  been  tied  to  (lay  at  home. 
And  earn  tlie  Bread  for  the  whole  Family 
With  my  own  Hand,  how  happy  had  I  been. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Sir,  this  is  from  your  wonted  Courfe  at  home  i 
When  did  ye  there  keep  fuch  inordinate  Hours? 
Go  to  Bed  late  ?  ftart  thrice  ?  and  call  on  me? 
Would  you  were  from  this  place  v  our  Country  Sleeps, 
Although  they  were  but  of  that  moderate  Length 
That  might  maintain  us  in  our  daily  Work, 
Yet  were  they  found  and  fweet.     Gent.  Ay,  Jaques^  there 
We  dreamt  not  of  our  Wives,  we  lay  together, 
And  needed  not: — Now  at  length  my  Coufin*s  Words, 
So  truly  meant,  mixt  with  thy  timely  Prayers 
So  often  urged,  to  keep  me  at  my  home. 
Condemn  me  quite. 

Jaq.  'Twas  not  your  Father's  Courfe: 
He  liv'd  and  dy'd  in  Orleauce,  where  he  had 
His  Vines  as  fruitful  as  Experience 
(Which  is  the  Art  of  Husbandry)  could  make; 
He  had  his  Preffcs  for  'em,  and  his  Wines 
Were  held  tiic  bell,  and  out-foki  other  Mens; 
His  Corn  and  Cattle  fcrv*d  the  Neighbour  Towns 

Witiv 
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With  plentiful  Provifion,  yet  his  Thrift 

Could  mifs  one  Beaft  amongft  the  Herd  •,  he  rulM 

More  where  he  liv'd,  than  ever  you  will  here. 

Gent.  'Tis  true ;  why  fhould  my  Wife  then,  *gainft 
my  good, 
Perfwade  me  to  continue  in  this  Courfe  ? 

Jaq.  Why  did  you  bring  her  hither  ?  At  the  firfl, 
Before  you  warm'd  her  Blood  with  new  Delights, 
Our  Country  Sports  could  have  contented  her  j 
When  you  firft  married  her,  a  Puppet-play 
Pleas'd  her  as  well  as  now  the  Tilting  doth. 
She  thought  herfcif  brave  in  a  Bugle-chain, 
Where  Orient  Pearl  will  fcarce  content  her  now. 

Gent.  Sure,  Jaques,  fhe  fees  fomething  for  my  good 
More  than  I  do  j  (he  oft  will  talk  to  me 
Of  Offices,  and  that  fhe  fhortly  hopes. 
By  her  Acquaintance  with  the  Friends  fhe  hath. 
To  get  a  Place  fhall  many  times  outweigh 
Our  great  Expences,  and  if  this  be  fo 

Jaq.  Think  better  of  her  Words,  fhe  doth  deceive  you, 
And  only  for  her  vain  and  fenfual  Ends 
Perfwade  ye  thus.     Let  me  be  fet  to  dwell 
For  ever  naked  in  the  bareft  Soil, 
So  you  will  dwell  from  hence. 

Gent.  I  fee  my  Folly, 
Pack  up  my  Stuff,  I  will  away  this  Morn. 
Hafte hafte. 

Jaq.  Ay,  now  I  fee  your  Father's  Honours 
Trebling  upon  you,  and  the  many  Prayers. 
The  Country  fpent  for  him,  (which  almoll  now 
Begun  to  turn  to  Curfes,;  turning  back, 
And  falling  like  a  mighty  Shower  upon  ye. 

Gent.  (16)  Go,  call  up  my  Wife. 

Jaq.  But  fhall  fhe  not  prevail, 
And  fway  you,  as  flie  oft  hath  done  before  ? 

Gent.  I  will  not  hear  her,  but  rail  on  her, 
'Till  I  be  ten  Miles  off. 

(16)  So  the  Edition  of  1647.  The  reft  thus, 
Ge,  call  my  Wife. 

B  b  2  Ja<i, 
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Jnq.  If  you  be  forty, 
'Twill  not  be  worfe.  Sir. 

Gent.  Call  her  up. 

Jaq.   I  will,  Sir.  [£xf/. 

Gent.  Why,  what  an  Afs  was  I,  that  fuch  a  thing 
As  a  Wife  is  could  rule  me?  Know  not  I 
That  Woman  was  created  for  the  Man  ? 
That  her  Defircs,  nay  all  her  Thoughts  fhould  be 
As  his  are?  Is  my  Senfe  reftor'd  at  length  ? 
Now  file  fhall  know,  that  which  flie  fliould  defire,. 
She  hath  a  Husband  that  can  govern  her. 

Enter  Wife. 

If  her  Defires  lead  me  againft  my  Will. 
Are  you  come  ? 

li^ife.  What  fad  unwonted  Courfe 
Makts  you  raife  me  fo  foon,  that  went  to  Bed 
So  late  laft  Night?     Gent.  O  you  Ihall  go  to  Bed 
Sooner  hereafter,  and  be  rais'd  again 
At  thrifty  Hours:  In  Summer  time  we'll  walk 
An  Hour  after  Supper,  and  to  Bed ; 
In  Winter  you  Ihall  have  a  fet  at  Cards, 
And  fet  your  Maids  to  work. 
IVife.   What  do  you  mean? 

Gent.  I  will  no  more  of  your  new  Tricks,  your  Honours, 
Y'^'ir  Offices  and  all  your  large  Preferments, 
jich  dill  you  beat  into  my  Ears,  hang  o'er  me. 
A  leave  behind  for  others,  the  great  Sway 
A^hich  I  fhall  bear  at  Court;  my  living  here 
W^ith  Countenance  of  your  honoured  Friends, 
I'll  be  content  to  lofe  :  for  you  fpeak  this 
Only  that  you  may  flill  continue  here 
In  wanton  Eafe  :  and  draw  me  to  confume. 
In  Clothes  and  other  Things  for  idle  fhew, 
That  which  my  Father  got  with  honeffc  Thrift. 

Wife.  Why,  who  hath  been  with  you.  Sir,  that  you  talk 
Thus  out  of  Frame.     Gent.  You  make  a  Fool  of  me : 
You  provide  one  to  bid  me  forth  to  Supper, 
And  make  me  pronVifc;  then  muft  Tome  one  or  other 
Invite  you  forth  j  if  you  have  born  yourfelf 

Loofely 
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Loofely  to  any  Gentleman  in  my  fight, 
At  home,  you  ask  me  how  I  like  the  Carriage, 
Whether  it  were  not  rarely  for  my  good. 
And  open'd  not  a  way  to  my  Preferment  ? 
Come,  I  perceive  all:  talk  not,  we'll  away. 

Wife.  Why  Sir,  you'll  ftay  'till  the  next  I'riumph-Day 
Be  paft?     Gent.  Ay,  you  have  kept  me  here  triumphing 
This  feven  Years-,  and  I  iiave  ridden  through  the  Streets, 
And  bought  embroyder*d  Hofe  and  Foot-clothes  too  : 
To  fliew  a  Subjeft's  Zeal,  I  rode  before 
In  this  moft  gorgeous  Habit,  and  falutcd 
All  the  Acquaintance  that  1  could  efpy 
From  any  Window  j  thefe  are  ways  ye  told  me 
To  raife  me;  I  fee  all  :  make  you  ready  ftraightj 
And  in  that  Gown  which  you  came  nrft  to  Town  in. 
Your  Safe-guard,  Cloke,  and  your  Hood  fuicable, 
Thus  on  a  double  Gelding  fhall  you  amble. 
And  my  Man  Jaqiies  fliall  be  let  before  you. 

IVife.  But  will  you  go  ? 

Gent.  I  will. 

PFife.  And  iliall  I  too  ? 

Gent.  And  you  fliall  too, 

mfe.  But  fhall  1,  by  this  Light .? 

Gent.  Ay,  by  this  Light  you  (hall. 

Wife.  Then  by  this  Light 
You  have  no  care  of  your  Eftate  and  mine. 
Have  we  been  feven  Years  venturing  in  a  Ship, 
And  now  upon  return,  with  a  fair  Wind, 
And  a  calm  Sea,  full  fraught  with  our  own  Wiflie?, 
Laden  with  Wealth  and  Honour  to  the  brim. 
And  fhall  we  fly  away,  and  not  receive  it  ? 
Have  we  been  Tilling,  Sowing,   Labouring, 
"With  Pain  and  Charge  a  long  and  tedious  Winter, 
And  when  we  fee  the  Corn  above  the  Ground, 
Youthful  as  is  the  Morn,  and  the  RiU  Ear, 
That  promifes  to  fluiT  our  fpacious  G.irners, 
Shall  we  then  let  it  rot,  and  never  reap  it? 

Gent  Wifej  talk  no  more,  your  Rhetorick  comes  t-o  late, 
I  am  inflexible-,  and  how  dare  you 
Adventure  to  diied:  my  Courfe  of  Life  ? 

Bb  3  Was 
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Was  not  the  Husband  made  to  rule  the  Wife? 

Wife,  'Tis  true  •,  but  where  the  Man  doth  mifs  his  Way, 
Jt  is  the  Woman's  part  to  fct  him  right ; 
So  Fathers  have  a  Power  to  guide  their  Sons 
In  all  their  Courfes,  yet  you  oft  have  feen 
Poor  little  Children,  that  have  both  their  Eyes, 
Lead  their  blind  Fathers. 

Gent.  Sh'as  a  plaguy  Wit ; 
I  fay  you're  but  a  little  piece  of  Man. 

IVife.  But  fuch  a  piece,  as  being  ta'en  away, 
Man  cannot  laft:  The  faireft  and  tailed  Ship, 
That  ever  fail'd,  is  by  a  little  piece 
Of  the  fame  Wood,  fteer'd  right,  and  turn'd  about. 

Gt7U.  *Tis  true  Ihe  fays,  her  Anfwers  ftand  with  Reafon. 

Wife.  But,  Sir,  your  Coufin  put  this  in  your  Head, 
Who  is  an  Enemy  to  your  Preferment, 
Becaufe  1  fhould  not  take  place  of  his  Wife ; 
Come,  by  this  Kifs,  thou  fhalt  not  go  Sweet-heart. 

Gent.  Come,  by  this  Kifs,   I  will  go  Sweet-hearty 
On  with  your  riding  Stuff;  I  know  your  Tricks, 
And  if  Preferment  fall  ere  you  be  ready 
Tis  welcome,  elfe  adieu  the  City-Life. 

IVife.   Well,  Sir,  I  will  obey. 

Gent.  About  it  then. 

Wife.  To  pleafe  your  Humour,  I  would  drefs  myfelf 
In  the  mod  loathfom  Habit  you  could  name, 
Or  travel  any  whither  o'er  the  World, 
If  you  command  me;  it  fhall  ne'er  be  faid. 
The  frailty  of  a  Woman,  whofe  weak  Mind 
Is  often  fet  on  loofe  Delights,  and  Shews, 
Hath  drawn  her  Husband  to  confume  his  State, 
In  the  vain  Hope  of  that  which  never  fell. 

Gent.  About  it  then,  Women  are  pleafant  Creatures, 
When  once  a  Man  begins  to  know  himfelf. 

Wife.  But  hark  you,  Sir,  becaufe  I  will  be  fure. 
You  fhall  have  no  Excufe,  no  Word  to  fay 
In  your  Defence  hereafter;  (when  you  fee 
What  Honours  were  prepar'd  for  you  and  me. 
Which  you  thus  willingly  have  thrown  away,) 
I  tell  you  I  did  look  for  prefent  Honour, 

This 
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This  Morning  for  you,  which  I  know  had  come; 

But  if  they  do  not  come  ere  I  am  ready 

(Which  I  will  be  the  fooner  left  they  fhould) 

When  I  am  once  fet  in  a  Country  Life, 

Not  all  the  Power  of  Earth  fhall  alter  me. 

Not  all  your  Prayers  or  Threats  (hall  make  me  fpealc 

The  leaft  Word  to  my  honourable  Friends, 

To  do  you  any  Grace. 

Gent.  I  will  not  wifh  it. 

Wife.  And  never  more  hope  to  be  honourable. 

Gent.  My  Hopes  are  lower. 

Wife.  As  I  live  you  fliall  not. 
You  fhali  be  fo  far  from  the  Name  of  Noble, 
That  you  fhall  never  fee  a  Lord  again  i 
You  (Tiall  not  fee  a  Mask,  or  Barriers, 
Or  Tilting,  or  a  folemn  Chriftning, 
Or  a  great  Marriage,  or  new  Fire-works, 
Or  any  Bravery  \  but  you  {hall  live 
At  home,  befpotted  with  your  own  lov'd  Dirt,  . 
In  fcurvy  Clothes,  as  you  were  wont  to  do. 
And  to  content  you,  I  will  live  fo  too. 

Gent.  'Tis  all  I  wilh,  make  hafte,  the  Day  draws  on, 
'T  fhall  be  my  Care  to  fee  your  Stuff  packt  up. 

Wife.  'T  fhall  be  my  Care  to  gull  you ;  you  fliall  flay, 

[  Exit  Gentleman. 
And  more  than  fo,  intreat  me  humbly  too  ; 
You  fhall  have  Honours  prefently.     Maria  ! 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam. 

Wife.  Bring  hither  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper. 

Mar.  *Tis  here. 

Wfe.  Your  Mafter  will  not  flay, 
Unlefs  Preferment  come  within  an  Hour. 

Mar.  Let  him  command  one  of  the  City  Gates, 
In  time  of  Mutiny,  or  you  may  provide  him 
To  be  one  of  the  Council,  for  invading 
Some  favage  Country  to  pJant  Chriftian  Faith. 

Wife.  No,  no,  I  have  it  for  him,  call  my  Page  : 

[£'a7/  Maria. 
B  b  4  Now, 
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Now,  my  dear  Husband,  there  it  is  will  fit  you.' 
And  when  the  World  fhall  fee  what  I  have  done. 
Let  It  not  move  the  Spleen  of  any  Wife, 
To  make  an  Afs  ok  her  beloved  Husband, 
"Witi!  ur  qood  Ground  ;  but  if  they  will  be  drawn 
To  ary  R  alon  by  you,  do  not  gull  them  i 
Buf  i*  thf-y  grow  conceited  of  themfclvcs, 
A"d  be  fine  Gentlemen,  have  no  Mercy, 
Publifh  th(  nr»  to  the  World,  'twill  do  them  good 
When  the)  fhall  fee  their  Follies  underftood. 

Enter  Page. 

Go  bear  thefe  Letters  to  my  Servant, 

And  bid  him  make  tiafte,  1  will  drefs  myfelf 

In  all  the  Journey  Ciothes  I  us'd  before, 

Not  to  ride,  but  to  make  the  Laughter  more.         [£x;V. 

Enter  Gentleman  and  Jaques. 

Gent.  Is  all  packt  up  ? 

Jaq.  All,  a'l.  Sir,  there  is  no  Tumbler 
Runs  through  his  Hoop  with  more  Dexterity, 
Than  I  about  this  Bufinefs:  'Tis  a  Day, 
That  I've  long  long'd  to  fee- 

Gent.  Come,  where's  my  Spurs? 

Jaq.  Here,  Sir;  and  now  'tis  come 

Gent.  Ay,  JaqueSy  now, 
I  thank  my  Fates,  1  can  command  my  Wife. 

Jaq.  I'm  glad  to  fee  it,  Sir. 

Gent.  I  don't  love,  always 
To  be  made  ii  Puppy,  Jaques. 

Jaq.  But  yet  methinks  your  Worlliip  does  not  look, 
Rigiit  like  a  Country  Gentleman.     Gent.  I  will ; 
Give  me  my  t'other  Hat.  Jaq.  Here.  Gent.  So,  my  Jerkin. 

Jaq.   Yes,  Sir. 

Gent.  On  with  it,  Jaques.,  thou  and  I 
Will  live  fo  finely  in  the  Country,  Jaques, 
And  have  fuch  pleafant  Walks  into  the  Woods 
A  Mornings,  and  then  bring  home  riding  Rods, 
And  walking  Staves      •     . 
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7^^.  And  I  will  bear  them.  Sir, 
And  Scourge -fticks  for  the  Children. 

Gent,  So  thou  fliak ; 
And  thou  llialt  do  all,  overfee  my  Work-folks, 
And  at  the  Week's  End  pay  'em  all  their  Wages. 

Jaq.  I  will,  Sir,  fo  your  Wirfhip  give  me  Mony. 

Gent.  Thou  flialt  receive  all  too;  give  me  my  Drawers, 

Jaq.  They're  ready.  Sir. 

Gent.  And  I  will  make  thy  Midrefs, 
My  Wife,  look  to  her  Landry,  and  her  Dairy, 
That  we  may  have  our  Linen  clean  on  Sundays. 

Jaq.  And  Holy-days. 

Gent,  Ay,  and  ere  we  walk  about  the  Grounds 
Provide  our  Break faft. 

Or  flie  fliall  fmoke  ;  I'll  have  her  a  good  Hufwife: 
She  ihall  not  make  a  Voyage  to  her  Sifters, 
But  fhe  fhall  live  at  home, 
And  feed  her  Pullen  fat,  and  fee  her  Maids 
In  Bed  before  her,  and  lock  all  the  Doors. 

Jaq,  Why,  that  will  be  a  Life  for  Kings  and  Queens. 

Gent.  Give  me  my  Scarf  with  the  great  Button  quickly. 

Jaq.  'Tis  done,  Sir. 

Gent.  Now  my  Mitten?. 

Jaq.  Here  they  are.  Sir. 

Gent,  'Tis  well  ;  now  my  great  Dagger. 

Jaq.  There. 

Gent.  Why  fo  ;  thus  it  fliould  be,  now  my  riding  Rod, 

Jaq,  There's  nothing  wanting,  Sir. 

Gent,  Another,  Man,  to  flick  under  my  Girdle. 

Jaq,  There  it  is. 

Gent.  All  is  well. 

Jaq,  Why  now,  methinks,  your  Worfliip  looks 
Like  to  yourfelf,  a  Man  of  Means  and  Credit ; 
So  did  your  grave  and  famous  Anceftors 
Kide  up  and  down  to  Fairs,  and  cheapen  Cattle. 

Gent.  Go,  haften  your  Miftrefs,  Sirrah. 

Jaq,  It  fliall  be  done.  \Ei(\t  Jaqucs. 

Enter  Servant  and  Page, 
Ser.  Who's  that.?  Who's  that.  Boy.? 
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Page.  I  think  it  be  my  Mafter. 

Ser.  Who,  he  that  walks  in  gray,  whisking  his  Riding- 
Rod? 

Page.  Yes,  Sir,  'tis  he. 

$er.  *Tis  he  indeed,  he  is  prepar'd 
For  his  new  Journey ;  when  I  wink  upon  you. 

Run  out  and  tell  the  Gentleman  'tis  time 

Monfieur,  good  Day. 

Gent.  Monfieur,  your  Miftrefs  is  within,  but  yet  not 
ready. 

Ser.  My  Bufinefs  is  with  you,  Sir  \  'tis  reported, 
I  know  not  whether  by  fome  Enemy 
Malicioufly,  that  envies  your  great  Hopes, 
And  would  be  ready  to  fow  Difcontents 
Betwixt  his  Majefty  and  you,  or  truly, 
(Which  on  my  Faith  I  would  be  forry  for,) 
That  you  intend  to  leave  the  Court  in  hafte. 

Gent.  Faith,  Sir,  within  this  half  Hour.  Jaquesf 

Jaqties.  [withbi]  Sir? 

Gent.  Is  my  Wife  ready  ? 

Jaq.  Prefently. 

Ser.  But,  Sir, 
I  needs  muft  tell  you,  as  I  am  your  Friend, 
You  fliould  have  ta'cn  your  Journey  privater. 
For  'tis  already  blaz'd  about  the  Court. 

Gent.  Why,  Sir,  I  hope  it  is  no  Treafon,  is  it  ? 

Ser.*T'\s  true,  Sir,  but  (17)  'tis  grown  the  common  Talk, 
There's  no  Difcovery  elfe  held,  and  in  the  Prefence 
All  the  Nobility  and  Gentry 
(18)  Have  nothing  in  their  Mouths  but  only  this, 
Monfieur  Marine^  that  noble  Gentleman, 

(17)  •'■  •       ■  "'tis  irown  the  common  Talk, 

There'' t  no  Difcovery  elfe  held,'\  If  our  Monfieur  had  made 
his  Retirement  into  the  Country  a  Secret,  or  had  endeavoured  to  con- 
ceal it  from  the  World,  Di/ccvery  might  have  flood  fair  for  being  a 
good  Word  ;  but  as  this  does  not  appear,  'tis  poflible  we  fhould  read 
with  a  little  Alteration  thus: 

.      I     I    '//.f  grotun  the  common  Talk, 
There's  no  Difcourfe  held  elfe. 
(i8)  Having  nothing,']  This  blundering  Reading  only  runs  through 
the  Edition  of  1711. 

Is 
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Is  now  departing  hence  ;  ev*ry  Man's  Face 

Looks  ghaftly  on  his  Fellows ;  fuch  a  Sudneft 

(Before  this  Day)  I  ne'er  beheld  in  Court  i 

Mens  Hearts  begin  to  fail  them  when  they  hear  it, 

In  Expe<ftation  of  the  great  P>ent 

That  needs  muft  follow  it  •,  pray  Heav*n  't  be  good  ! 

Gent.   Why,  1  had  ratliei  all  their  Hearts  fliould  faij. 
Than  I  ftay  here  until  my  Purlc  l.iil  me. 

Ser.  But  yet  you  are  a  Subjcd,  and  beware, 
I  charge  you  bv  the  Love  I  bear  to  you. 
How  you  do  venture  ralhly  on  a  Courfe, 
To  make  your  Sovereign  jealous  of  your  Deeds ; 
For  Princes  Jealoufics,  where  they  love  moft. 
Are  eafily  found,  but  they  be  hardly  joft. 

Gent.  Come,  thele  are  Tricks,  I  fmcll  'em,  I  will  go, 

Ser.  Have  1  not  (till  profeft  myfelf  your  Friend? 

Gent.  Yes,  but  you  never  fhevv'd  it  to  me  yet. 

Ser.  But  now  I  will,  becaufe  I  fee  you  wife. 
And  give  me  thus  much  Light  into  a  Bufinefs, 
That  came  to  me  but  now,  be  rcfolute. 
Stand  Uiiiy  to  it  that  you  will  depart,^ 
And  prelently. 

Gent.  Why  fo  I  mean  to  do. 

Ser.  And  by  this  Light  you  may  be  what  you  will  i 
Will  you  be  fecrer,  Sir? 

Gent.  Why  ?  what's  the  Matter  ? 

Ser.  The  King  does  fear  you. 

Gent.  How  ? 

Ser.  And 's  now  in  Counfel. 

Gent.  About  me  ? 

Se'r.  About  you  ;  and  you  be  wife, 
You'll  find  he's  in  Counfel  about  you. 
His  Counfellors  have  told  him  all  the  Truth. 

Gent.   What  Truth? 

Ser.  Why,  that  which  now  he  knows  too  well. 

Gent.  What  is't  ? 

Ser.  That  you  have  follow'd  him  fev*n  Years 
With  a  great  Train  j  and  though  he  have  not  grac'd  you. 
Yet  you  have  div'd  into  the  Hearts  of  thoufands, 
With  Liberality  ancj  noble  Carriage  j 

And 
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And  if  you  fiiould  depart  home  unpreferr'd. 

All  difcontented  and  feditioua  Spirits 

Would  flock  to  you,  and  thruft  you  into  Adlion  : 

"With  whofe  Help,  and  your  Tenants,  who  doth  not  knovr 

Clf  you  were  fo  difpos'd)  how  great  a  Part 

Of  this  yet  fertile  peaceful  Realm  of  France 

You  might  make  defolate  ?  But  when  the  King 

Heard  this  — — - 

Gent.  What  faid  he  ? 

Ser.  Nothing,   but  fhook. 
As  never  Chriftian  Prince  did  (hake  before. 
And,  to  be  iliort,  you  may  be  what  you  will. 
But  be  not  too  ^mbiri  us,  Sir  ;  fit  down 
Wirh  mod'rate  Houours,  left  you  make  yourfelf 
More  fear'd. 

Gent.  1  know,  Sir,  what  I  have  to  do 
In  mine  own  Bufinefs. 

Enter  Longueville. 

Long.  Where's  Monfieur  Mount  Marine  ? 

Ser.   Why  there  he  ftands,  wiil  you  ought  with  him? 

Lo7ig    Yes :  Good  Day,  Monfieur  Marine. 

Gent.  Good  Day  to  you. 

Long.  His  Majelty  doth  recommend  himfelf 
Moft  kindly  to  you.  Sir,  and  lutu,  by  me. 
Sent  you  this  Favour:  Kneel  down,  rile  a  Knight. 

Gent.  I  thank  his  Majcfty.  Long.  And  he  doth  further 
Requeft  you  not  to  leave  the  Court  fo  foon, 
For  though  your  former  Merits  have  been  flighted. 
After  this  Time  there  fhall  no  Office  tall 
Worthy  your  Spirit,  (as  he  doth  confefs 
There's  none  fo  great,)  but  you  fhall  furely  have  it, 

Ser.  D'you  hear.?  If  you  yield  yet  you  are  an  Afs. 

Gent.  I'll  fhew  my  Service  to  his  Majefly 
In  greater  Things  than  thefe  ;  but  for  this  fmall  one 
I  mufl  intreat  his  Highnefs  to  excufe  me. 

Long.  I'll  bear  your  Knightly  Words  unto  the  King, 
And  bring  his  princely  Anfwer  back  again.      {_Exit  Long. 

Ser.  Well  faid,  be  refolute  a  while,  I  know 
There  is  a  Tide  of  Honours  coming  on  : 
1  warrant  you.  Enter 
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Enter  Bewford. 

Bew.  Where  is  this  new-made  Knight  ? 
Gent.  Here,  Sir. 

Bew.  Let  me  enfold  you  in  my  Arms, 
Then  call  you  Lord,  the  King  will  have  it  {q  -, 
"Who  doth  entreat  your  Lordfhip  to  remember 
His  Meflage  fent  to  you  by  Longueville. 

Ser.  ( 1 9)  If  ye  be  dirty,  and  dare  n*t  mount  aloft, 
You  may  yield  now  ;  I  know  what  I  would  do. 
GetJt.  Peace,  I  will  fit  him  ;  tell  his  Majefty 
I  am  a  Subjed,  and  I  do  confefs 
I  ferve  a  gracious  Prince,  that  thus  hath  heap'd 
Honours  on  me  without  defert ;  but  yet 
As  for  the  Meflage  Bufinefs  urgeth  me, 
I  muft  be  gone,  and  he  muft  pardon  me 
Were  he  ten  thoufand  Kings  and  Emperors. 
Bew.  Pll  tell  him  fo. 
Ser,  Why,  this  was  like  yourfelf, 
Bew.  As  he  hath  wrought  him,  'tis  the  finefl:  Fellow 
That  e*er  was  Cbrifimas-Lord  -,  he  carries  it 
So  truly  to  the  Life,  as  though  he  were 
One  of  the  Plot  to  gull  himfelf,  [Ex.  Bewford.]  6'^r.Why  fb. 
You  fent  the  wifcft  and  the  flirewdcfi:  Anfwer 
Unto  the  King,  I  fwear,  my  honour'd  Friend, 
That  ever  any  Subjeft  fent  his  Liege. 

Gent.  Nay,  now  1  know  I  have  him  on  the  Hip, 
ril  follow  it. 

E?7ter  Longueville. 

Long.  My  honourable  Lord, 
Give  me  your  nobV  Hand,  right  courteous  Peer, 
And  from  henceforward  be  a  courtly  Earl  ; 
The  King  fo  wills,  and  Subjec'i^  null  obey  : 
Only  he  doth  defire  you  to  coiifider 
Of  his  Requeft.   Ser.  Why  Faith  you're  well,  my  Lord, 

(19)  I/je  he  dirty,  and  dare  not  mount  aloft, ^  PolTibiy  our  Pcets  here 
gave  it, 

Jf  ye  be  dirl-t^'^d, 

Yield 
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Yield  to  him.  G^;;/.  Yield  i  Why,  'twas  my  Plot.  Ser.  Nay, 
Tvvas  your  Wife's  Plot.    CefU.  To  get  Preferment  by  it. 
And  th  nks  he  now  to  pop  me  in  the  Mouth 
But  with  an  Earldom  ?  I'll  be  one  Step  higher. 

Ser.  'Tis  the  finefl:  Lord  !   I  am  afraid  anon 
He'll  Hand  upon'c  to  fliare  the  Kingdom  with  him. 

Enter  Bewford. 

Bew.  Where's  this  courtly  Earl  ? 
Plis  Majefty  commends  his  Love  unto  you, 
And  will  you  but  now  grant  to  his  Requeft, 
He  bids  you  be  a  Duke,  and  chufe  of  whence. 

Ser.  Why,  if  you  yield  not  now,  you  are  undone; 
What  can  you  wifli  to  have  more,  but  the  Kingdom  ? 

Gent.  So  pleafe  his  Majefty,  I  would  be  Duke 
Of  Burgundy,  becaufc  I  like  the  Place. 

Bew.  I  know  the  King  is  pleas'd.  Gent.  Then  will  Iftay, 
And  kifs  his  Highnefs  Hand.  Bew.  His  Majefty 
Will  be  a  glad  Man  when  he  hears  it. 

Long.  But  how  fliall  we  keep  this  from  the  World's  Ear, 
That  lome  one  tell  him  not,  he  is  no  Duke  ? 

Ser.  We'll  think  of  that  anon.     Why,  Gentlemen,  ] 
Is  this  a  gracious  Habit  for  a  Duke? 
Each  gentle  Body  (tt  a  Finger  to, 
To  pluck  the  Clouds  (of  thefe  his  riding  Weeds) 
From  off  the  orient  Sun  -,  of  his  beft  Cloaths  i 
ril  pluck  one  Boot  and  Spur  off. 

Long.  I  another. 

Bew.  Pil  pluck  his  Jerkin  off. 

Ser.  Sic  down,  my  Lord: 
Both  his  Spurs  off  at  once,  good  LonguevilUy 
And  Bewford,  take  that  Scarf  of}',  and  that  Hat 
Doth  not  become  his  largely  fprouting  Forehead. 
Now  fet  your  gracious  Foot  to  this  of  mine. 
One  Pluck  v/ill  do  it ;  fo,  off  with  the  other. 

Long.  Lo,  thus  your  Servant  Longue-ville  doth  pluck 
The  Trophy  cf  your  former  Gentry  off. 
Off  with  his  Jerkin,  Bewford. 

Ser.  Didlt  thou  never  fee 
A  nimble-footed  Tailor  Hand  fo  in  *s  Stockings, 

Whild 
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Whilft  fome  Friend  help'd  to  pluck  his  Jerkin  off, 
To  dance  a  Jigg  ? 

Enter  Jaques. 

Long.  Here's  his  Man  Jaques  come, 
Booted  and  ready  ftill. 

Jaq.  My  Miftrefs  flays  ; 
Why  how  now,  Sir?  What  doe""^  your  Worfliip  mean, 
To  pluck  your  grave  and  thrifcy  Habit  off? 

Gent.  My  Shppers,  Jaques. 

Long.  O  thou  mighty  Duke! 
Pardon  this  Man, 
That  thus  hath  trcfpafTed  in  Ignorance. 

Gent.  I  pardon  him. 

Long.  His  Grace's  Slippers,  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Why  what's  the  Matter  ? 

Long.  Foot-man,  he's  a  Duke: 
The  King  hath  rais'd  him  above  all  his  Land. 

Jaq.  I'll  to  his  Coufin  prcfcntiy,  and  tell  him  fo; 

0  what  a  Dunghil  Country  Rogue  was  1 !      [£A'i/ Jaques, 

Enter  PFife. 

Ser.  See,  fee,  my  Miflrefs. 

Long.  Let's  obferve  their  greeting. 

Wife,  Unto  your  Will,  as  every  good  Wife  oughty 

1  have  turn'd  ail  my  Thoughts,  and  now  am  ready, 

Gent.  O  Wife,  1  am  not  worthy,  e'en  to  kifs 
The  lead  of  all  thy  Toes,  much  iefs  thy  Thumb, 
Which  yet  I  would  be  bold  with  -,  all  thy  Counfel 
Hath  been  to  me  Angelical ;  but  mine 
To  thee  harh  been  moft  dirty,  like  my  Mind  : 
Dear  Dutchefs,  I  muft  flay.  IVife.  What,  are  you  macf. 
To  make  me  dreis,  and  undrefs,  turn  and  wind  me, 
Bec.iule  you  find  me  pliant?  Said  I  not 
The  whole  World  fliould  not  alter  me,  if  once 
I  were  refolv'd  ?  and  now  you  call  me  Dutchefs : 
Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Gent.  Lo,  a  Knight  doth  kneel  ■ 

//'//>.   A  Knight  ?  Gait,  A  Lord  —  Iflfc,  A  Fool  .' 
Gent.  I  fay  doth  kiiecl 

Aa 
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An  Earl,  a  Duke.  Long.  In  Drawers.  Bevs.  Without  Shoes. 

Wife.  Sure  you  arc  Lunatick. 

Ser.  No,  honoured  Dutchefs, 
If  you  dare  but  believe  your  Servant's  Truth, 
I  know  he  is  a  Duke. 

Long.  God  fave  his  Grace. 

Wife.  I  ask  your  Grace's  Pardon. 

Gent.  Then  I  rife. 
And  here,  in  token  that  all  Strife  fliall  end 
'Twixt  thee  and  me,  I  let  my  Drawers  fall. 
And  to  thy  Hands  I  do  deliver  them  ; 
"Which  fignifies,  that  in  all  Adls  and  Speeches, 
From  this  time  forth,  my  V/ife  fhall  wear  the  Breeches. 

Ser.  An  honourable  Compofition.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     III.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Coufm  and  Jaques. 

Co«/OHALL  I  believe  thee,  Jaques? 
\^  Jaq.  Sir,  you  may. 

CouJ.  Didll  thou  not  dream  ? 

Jaq.  I  did  not. 

CouJ.  Nor  imagine  ^ 

Jaq.  Neither  of  both :  I  f\w  him  great  and  mighty. 
I  law  the  Monfieurs  bow,  and  heard  them  cry. 
Good  Health  and  Fortune  to  my  Lord  the  Duke. 

Couf.  A  Duke  art  fure  ?  a  Duke  ? 

Jaq.  I'm  fure  a  Duke, 
And  io  fure,  as  1  know  myfelf  for  Jaques. 

Couf.  Yet  the  Sun  may  dazzel ;  Jaques,  was  it  not 
Some  lean  Commander  of  an  angry  iilock-houfe. 
To  keep  the  Flemijh  Eel-boats  from  Invafion  ? 
Or  fome  bold  Baron  abJc  to  difpcnd 
His  fifty  Pounds  a  Year,  and  m(et  the  Foe 
Upon  the  King's  Command,  in  gilded  Canvas, 
And  do  his  Deeds  of  Worth  ?  Or  wai  it  not 
Some  Place  of  Gain,  as  Clerk  to  the  great  Band 

Of 
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Of  Maribones,  (20)  that  People  call  the  Switzcrs  ? 
Men  made  of  Buff  and  Sarcenet  ?     Jaq.  (21)  Is  a 
Duke's  Chamber  hung  with  Nobles  like  a  Prefence  ? 

Couf.  I'm  fomething  wav'ring  in  my  Faith, 
Would  you  would  fettle  me,  and  fwear  'tis  fo ; 
Is  he  a  Duke  indeed  ? 

Jaq^.  I  fwear  he  is. 

Couf.  I'm  fatisfy'd,  he  is  my  Kinfman,  Jaque^^ 
And  I  his  poor  unworthy  Coufin. 

Jaq^.  True,  Sir. 

Couf.  I  might  have  been  a  Duke  too,  I  had  Means, 
A  Wife  as  fair  as  his,  as  wife  as  his ; 

(20)  That  People  call  the  Switzers  ? 

Men  made  of  Beef  and  Saroenet.]  This  is  the  Reading  of  the 
Copy  of  1 7 1 1 .  Both  the  Folios  concur  in  reprcfenting  this  Lin* 
thus. 

Men  made  of  Beufe  and  Sarcenet. 
From  which  'tis  eafy  to  fee  what  the  true  Leftion  is,  'uiz. 
Men  made  of  BufF  and  Sarcenet. 

So  in  the  Captain,  ACil.  Sc.  II.  Flora,  fpeaking  of  Soldiers  in  general 
has  thefe  Words : 

Out  npon  thtm  Fire- locks. 


They're  nothing  in  the  IVorld  but  BufF  and  Scarlet. 

(21)  ha  Duke's  Chamber  hung  with  Nobles  like  a  Prrfince  ?  This  An- 
fwcr  of  Jaques  to  the  Qucftions  of  the  Coufin,  by  another  Queftion,  is 
not  at  firft  fight  mighty  intelligible,  becaufe  'tis  interrupted.  What  he 
intended  probably  to  fay  was  this : 

"    ■•      Is  a 
Duke's  Chamber  hung  nvith  Nobles  like  a  Prefence  ? 

Then  is  my  Mafter  a  Duke,  for  his  Chamber  is  fo.     Or,  if  this  dtes 
not  fatisfy,  I  would  fuppofe  the  Te.xt  might  run  thus : 

Is  a  Clerk.'^  Chamber,  kc 
and  then  you  have  a  moody  Reply  to  the  Coufin's  laft  Queftioa  : 
■  ■I  or  ivas  it  not 

Some  Place  of  Gain,  as  Clerk  to  the  great  B^nd,  SiC. 

Or  perhaps  fo : 

He  is  a  D.-'-ke ; 

His  Chamber  s  huvg,  &c.  /.  e.  He  is  no  paltry  Barcn,  or  Clerk,  but 
a  Duke ;  and,  as  a  Proof  of  this,  he  immediately  adds : 

His  Chambers,  &c. 

Vol.  VIII.  C  c  And 
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And  could  have  brookt  the  Court  as  well  as  his. 
And  laid  about  her  for  her  Husband's  Honour  : 

Jaques^  had  I  ever  dreamt  of  this, 
I  had  prevented  him. 

Jaq^.  Faith,  Sir,  it  came 
Above  our  Expedation ;  we  were  wife 
Only  in  feeking  to  undo  this  Honour, 
Which  lhew*d  our  Dunghil  Breeding  and  our  Dirt, 

Couf.  But  tell  me,  Jaques, 
Why  could  we  not  perceive  ?  what  dull  Devil 
Wrought  us  to  crois  this  noble  Courfe,  perfwading 
'Twould  be  his  Overthrow  ?  for  me  a  Courtier 
Is  he  that  knows  all,  Jaques,  and  that  docs  all : 
'Tis  as  his  noble  Grace  hath  often  faid. 
And  very  wifely,  JaqueSy  we  are  Fools, 
And  underfland  juft  nothing. 

Jaq^.  Ay,  as  we  were,  I  confefs  it. 
But  rifing  with  our  great  Mafter, 
We  fhall  be  call'd  to  Knowledge  with  our  Places : 
('Tis  nothing  to  be  wife,  not  thus  much  there,) 
There  is  not  the  leaft  of  the  Billet-dealers, 
Nor  any  of  the  Paftry,  or  the  Kitchen, 
But  have  it  in  Meafure  delicate. 

Coit[.  Methinks  this  Greatnefsof  the  Duke's  my  Coufin's, 
(I  ask  you  Mercy,  Jaques^  that  near  Name 
Is  too  familiar  for  me)  fhould  give  Promife 
Of  fome  great  Benefits  to  his  Attendants. 

Jaq.  I  have  a  Suit  myfelf,  and  it  is  fure. 
Or  I  miftake  my  Ends  much. 

Ccuf.  What  is't,  Jaqiies  ; 
May  I  not  crave  the  Place  ? 

Jaq^.  Yes,  Sir,  you  Hi  all ; 
'Tis  to  be  but  his  Grace's  Secretary, 
Which  is  my  little  All,  and  my  Ambition, 
'Till  my  known  Worth  fliall  take  me  by  the  Hand 
And  fet  me  higher ;  how  the  Fates  may  do 
In  this  poor  Thread  of  Life,  is  yet  uncertain  \ 
I  was  not  born,  I  take  it,  for  a  Trencher, 
Ncr  to  cfpoufe  my  Miltrefs  Dairy- maid, 

Couf, 
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.    Couf.  I  am  refolv'd  my  Wife  fhaJI  up  to  Court, 
I'J]  furnifh  her ;  that  is  a  fpeeding  Courfe, 
And  cannot  chufe  but  breed  a  mighty  Fortune: 
What  a  fine  Youth  was  I,  to  let  him  ftart. 
And  get  the  Rife  before  me  ?  V\\  difpatch. 
And  put  myfelf  in  IMonies. 

'Jaq.  'Mafs  'tis  true, 
And  now  you  talk  of  Mony,  Sir,  my  Bufinefs 
For  taking  up  thofe  Crowns  muft  be  difpatch'd: 
This  little  Plot  i'th'  Country  lies  moft  fit 
To  do  his  Grace  fuch  ferviccable  Ufes, 
I  muft  about  it. 

Couf.  Ytx.^  before  you  go. 
Give  me  your  Hand,  and  bear  my  humble  Service 
To  the  great  Duke  your  Mafter,  and  his  Dutchefs, 
And  live  your/elf  in  Favour :  Say,  my  Wife 
Shall  there  attend  them  fliortly,  fo  farewel. 

Jaq.  1*11  fee  you  mounted.  Sir. 

Couf.  It  may  not  be, 
Your  Place  is  far  above  it,  fpare  yourfelf. 
And  know  I  am  your  Servant;  fare  ye  well,     \ExitCouf 

Jaq.  Sir,  I  fliall  reft  to  be  commanded  by  you. 
This  Place  of  Secretary  will  not  content  me, 
I  muft  be  more  and  greater :  Let  me  fee  ; 
To  be  a  Baron  is  no  fuch  great  Matter 
As  People  take 't :  For  fay  I  were  a  Count, 
Pm  ftill  an  under  Perfon  to  this  Duke, 
Which  methinks  founds  but  harfhly:  but  a  Duke? 

0  I  am  ftrangcly  taken  !  'tis  a  Duke, 
Or  nothing ;  1*11  advife  upon't,  and  fee 

What  may  be  done  by  Wit  and  Induftry.  [£x//. 

Enter  Wlfe^  Longueville,  Bewford,  and  Servants. 

Wife.,  It  muft  be  carried  clofely,  with  a  Care, 
That  no  Man  fpcak  unto  him,  or  come  near  him. 
Without  our  private  Knowledge,  or  be  made 
Afore-hand  to  our  Praflice  :  My  good  Husband, 

1  fliall  entreat  you  now  to  ftay  a  while. 
And  prove  a  noble  Coxcomb.     Gentlemen, 

>  C  c  2  Your 
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Your  Counfel  and  Advice  about  this  Carriage. 
Scr.  Alas,  good  Man,   I  do  begin  to  mourn 
His  dire  Mailacre  ;  what  a  PcTlccution 
Is  pouririg  down  upon  him?  furc  he's  finrul. 

Lr^ig.  Let  him  be  kept  in's  Chamber,  under  fhew 
Of  Scate  and  Dignity,  and  no  Man  fufftr'd 
To  fee  his  noble  Face,  or  have  Accefs 
But  we  that  arc  Confpirators.     Bew.  Or  elfe 
Down  with  him  into  th*  Country  *mongft  his  Tenants ; 
There  he  may  live  far  longer  in  his  Greatnefs, 
And  play  the  Fool  in  Pomp  amorgft  his  Fellows. 

IVife.  No,  he  fhall  play  the  Fool  i'th'  City,  and  ftay, 
1  will  not  lofe  the  Greatnefs  of  this  Jeft, 
(That  fhall  be  given  to  my  Wit,)  for  th'  whole  Revenues. 
Ser.  Then  thus;  we'll  have  a  Guard  about  his  Perfon, 
That  no  Man  come  too  near  him,  and  ourfelvcs 
Always  in  Company  ;  have  him  into  th'  City 
To  fee  his  F'ace  fvvell ;  whilft,  in  divers  Corners, 
Some  of  our  own  appointing  fhall  be  ready 
To  cry,  Heav'n  blels  your  Grace,  long  live  your  Grace, 

fi'ife.   Servant,  your  Counfel's  excellently  good. 
And  lliall  be  follovv'd  ;  'twill  be  rarely  flrangc 
To  fee  him  dated  thus,  as  though  he  went 
A  Ihroving  through  the  City,  (11)  or  intended 
To  fct  up  lome  new  Stake :  I  fliali  not  hold 
From  open  Laughter,  when  I  hear  him  cry. 
Come  hither  my  fvveet  Dutchefs  ;  let  me  kifs 
'i'hy  gracious  Lips :  for  this  will  be  his  Phrafe  ? 
I  fear  me  nothing  but  his  Legs  will  break 
Under  his  mighty  VVeight  of  fuch  a  Greatnefs. 

Beiv   Now  methinks,  deareft  Lady,  you're  too  cruel  j 
His  very  Heart  will  freeze  in  knowing  this. 

l-Fife.  No,  no,  the  Man  was  never  of  fuch  Decpnefs, 
To  make  Conceit  his  Maftcr  :  Sir,  I'll  aflure  ye 

(-2) —  or  intended 

To  Jet  up  fame  new  Wake.]  This  Reading  runs  no  higher 
than  the  EJicioti  of  1679.     '1  hat  oi  1647  gives  it  tnub : 

To/e:  uf  f^>nt  nciv  Stake,  /.  e,  as  I  under ftand  it,  May-Pole. 
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He  will  out-live  twenty  fuch  Pageants. 

Were  he  but  my  Coufin,  or  my  Brother, 

And  fuch  a  defp'rate  Killer  of  his  Fortune, 

In  this  Belief  he  fliould  die,  though  it  coft  me 

A  thoufand  Crowns  a  Day  to  hold  it  up; 

Or  were  I  not  known  his  Vvite,  and  fo  to  have 

An  equal  Feeling  of  this  111  he  fuffers. 

He  fhould  be  thus,  'till  all  the  Boys  i'th'  Town 

Made  fuit  to  wear  his  Badges  in  their  Hat?, 

And  walk  before  his  Grace  with  Sticks  and  Nofe-gays : 

We  married  Women  hold 

Ser.  *Tis  well,  no  more. 
The  Duke  is  entring,  fet  your  Faces  right. 
And  bow  like  Country  Prologues :  Here  he  comes. 
Make  room  afore,  the  Duke  is  entring. 

Enter  Duke. 

Long.  The  choicefl;  Fortunes  wait  upon  our  Duke. 

Ser.   And  give  him  all  Content  and  Happinefs. 

Bezv.  Let  his  great  Name  live  to  the  End  of  Time. 

Duke.  We  thank  you,  and  are  pleas'd  to  give  you  notice 
We  fhall  at  fitter  times  wait  on  your  Loves, 
'Till  when,  be  near  us.     Long.  'Tis  a  valiant  Purge, 
And  works  extreamly  i  *thas  delivered  him 
Of  all  right  worOiiptul  and  gentle  Humours, 
And  left  his  Bdly  full  of  Noblenefs. 

Duke.  'Thas  pleated  the  King  my  Mafler, 
For  fundry  Virtues  not  unknov/n  to  him. 
And  the  all-feeing  State,  co  lend  his  Hand, 
And  raife  me  to  this  Eminence  -,  how  this 
May  feem  to  other  Men,  or  (lir  the  Minds 
Of  fuch  as  are  my  Fellow-Peers,   (   know  nDtj 
I  would  dcfire  their  Loves  in  juft  Dtrfigns. 

JVtfe.  Now  by  my  Faith  he  docs  v/eli,  very  well : 
Beflirew  my  Heart  I  have  not  feen  a  better. 
Of  a  raw  Fellow,  that  before  this  Day 
Never  rehearft  his  State:  'tis  marvellous  well. 

Ser.  Is  he  not  Duke  indeed  ?   fee  how  he  looks 
As  if  his  Spirit  were  a  Laft  or  two 

C  c  3  Above 
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Above  his  Veins,  and  fcretcht  his  noble  Hide. 

Long.  He's  high-brac'd  like  a  Druirij    pray  God  he 
break  not. 

Bevj.  Why  let  him  break,  there's  but  a  Calf*s-skin  loft. 

Lcng.  Mav't  pleafe  your  Grace  to  fee  the  City,  'twill 
Be  to  the  Minds  and  much  Contentment  of 
The  doubtful  People. 

Buke.'Vm  determin'd  foj  'till  my  Return 
I  leave  my  honour'd  Dutchefs  to  her  Chamber. 
Be  careful  of  your  Health,  I  pray  you  be  fo. 

Ser.  Your  Grace  fhall  fuffer  us,  your  humble  Servants, 
To  give  Attendance,  fit  fo  great  a  Perfon, 
Upon  your  Body. 

Duke.  1  am  plcafed  fo. 

Long.  h^NTVj.,  good  Bewford^  raife  a  Guard  fufficient 
To  keep  hinr.  from  the  Reach  of  Tongues,  be  quick  \ 
And  do  you  hear,  remember  how  the  Streets 
Muft  be  difpos'd  for  Cries  and  Salutations. 
Your  Grace  determines  not  to  fee  the  King  ?  •■ 

Duke.  Not  yet,  I  fhall  be  ready  ten  Days  hence 
To  kifs  his  Highnefs  Hand,  and  give  him  Thanks, 
As  it  is  fit  I  fhould,  for  his  great  Bounty. 
Set  forward.  Gentlemen. 

Groom.  Room  for  the  Duke  there. 

\_Exeunt  Duke  and  Train. 

Wife.  'Tis  fit  he  fhould  have  Room  to  fliew  hisMigh- 
tinefs. 
He  fwells  fo  with  his  Poyfon  ; 
'Tis  better  to  reclaim  ye  thus,  than  make 
A  Sheep's-head  of  you  •,  'thad  been  but  your  Pue  j 
But  I  have  Mercy,  Sir,  and  mean  to  reclaim  you 
By  a  diredler  Courfe. 
'J'hat  Woman  is  not  worthy  of  a  Soul, 
ihat  has  the  fovereign  Power  to  rule  her  Husband, 
And  gives  her  Title  up,  fo  long  provided 
As  there  be  fair  Play,  and  his  State  not  wrongM. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Uhat.  I  would  be  glad  to  know  whence  this  new  Puke 
Springs,  Jhc 
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The  People  buz  abroad  ;  or  by  what  Title 
He  rcceiv*d  his  Dignity  ;  'tis  very  ftrange 
There  (hould  be  fuch  clofe  Jugling  in  the  State. 
But  1  am  ty'd  to  Silence,  yet  a  Day 
May  come,  and  foon,  to  perftft  all  thefe  Doubts. 

Wife.  It  is  the  mad  Shatlillion.,  by  my  Soul, 
I  fuffer  much  for  this  poor  Gentleman  ; 
I  will  fpeak  to  him,  may  be  he  yet  knows  me. 
Monfieur  Shattillion.  Shut.  Can  you  give  me  Re.ifon, 
From  whence  this  great  Duke  fprang,  chat  walks  abroad  ? 

Wife.  E*en  from  the  King  himfelf.    2bat.  As  you're  x 
Woman, 
I  think  you  may  be  cover'd  ;  yet  your  Prayer 
Would  do  no   Harm,  good  Woman.    M^'ifc.  God  pre- 
ferve  him. 

Enter  Shattillion*;  'Lo've. 

Sbat.  I  fay  Amen.,  and  fo  fay  all  good  Sul>jcds. 

Love.  Lady,  as  ever  you  have  lov'd,  or  fhall,. 
As  you  have  Hope  of  Heaven,  lend  your  Hand 
And  Wit,  to  draw  this  poor  dillracled  Man 
Under  your  Roof,  from  the  broad  Eyes  o'th'  People, 
And  Wonder  of  the  Streets. 

Wife.  With  all  my  Heart ; 
My  Feeling  of  his  Grief  and  Lofs  is  much, 

Lo've.  Sir,  now  you're  come  fo  near  the  Prifon,  Vri-1  ye 
Go  in,  and  vifit  your  fair  Love :  Poor  Soul 
She  would  be  glad  to  fee  you.  Shat.  This  fame  Duke 
Is  but  Apocrypha^  there's  no  Creation 
That  can  ftand,  where  Titles  are  not  right. 

Love.  'Tis  true.  Sir. 

Shat.  This  is  another  Draught  upon  my  Life, 
Let  me  examine  well  the  Words  I  fpake. 
The  Words  I  fpake  were,  that  this  novel  Duke  is 
Not  o'th'  true  making,  'tis  to  me  mod  certain. 

Wife.  You  are  as  right.  Sir,  as  you  went  by  Line. 

Shat.  And  to  the  Grief  of  many  thoufands  more, 

Wife.  If  there  be  any  fuch,  God  comfort  ihem. 

Bhat.  Whofe  Mouths  may  open  when  the  Time  ili.ijl 
pleafe  i  €04  J 
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I  am  betray'd,  commend  me  to  the  King, 
And  tell  him  1  am  found,  and  crave  but  Juflice; 
You  (hall  not  need  to  have  your  Guard  upon  me, 
Which  I  am  fure  are  plac'd  for  my  Attachment  i 
Lead  on  ;  I  am  obedient  to  my  Bonds. 

Loi-e.  Good  Sir,  I  pray,  be  not  difpleafed  wltb  US; 
We  are  but  Servants  to  his  Highnefs*  Will, 
To  make  that  good. 

Shat.  I  do  forgive  you  even  with  my  Heart; 
Shall  I  entreat  a  Favour? 

IVife.  Any  thing. 

Shat.  To  fee  my  Love  before  that  fatal  Stroak, 
And  publifh  to  the  World  my  Chriftian  Death, 
And  true  Obedience  to  the  Crow^n  of  France. 

Love.  I  hope  it  fhall  not  need.  Sir,  for  there's  Mercy, 
As  well  as  Juftice,  in  his  Royal  Heart.  \Exemt» 

Enter  three  Gentlemen. 
I  Gent.  Every  Man  take  his  Corner;  here  am  I, 
You  there,  and  you  in  that  Place,  fo,  be  perfed:; 
Have  a  great  Care  your  Cries  be  loud,  and  Faces 
Full  of  dejedted  Fear  and  Humblenefs. 
He  comes. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jrtf.  Fie,  how  thefe  Streets  are  charg'd  and  fwelPd 
W  ith  thv-fe  fime  rafcally  People  ?   Give  more  Room, 
Or  I   n-jall  have  occafion  to  diftribute 
A  martial  Alms  amongft  you ;  as  Pm  a  Gentleman 
I  have  not  fecn  fuch  rude  Diforder,  they 
Follow  him  like  a  Prize;  there's  no  true  Gaper 
Like  to  your  Citizen,  he  will  be  fure 
The  Bears  fhall  not  pafs  by  his  Door  in  Peace, 
But  he  and  all  his  Family  will  follow. 
Room  (23)  there  afore;  found. 

Enter  Duke  and  his  Company. 

Jaq.  Give  Room,  and  keep  your  Places, 

(23)   there  afore  ',  found']   Probably  \.\\\%  found  was  no  more 

;hau  a  Stngt  Direilion,  bat  has  irjidvercently  been   ukcn  into  the 

And 
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And  you  may  fee  enough  j  keep  your  Places. 

Long.  Thefe  People  are  too  far  unmanner*d,  thus 
To  flop  your  Grace's  Way  with  Multitudes. 

Duke.  Rebuke  them  not,  good  Monfieur,  'tis  their  Loves 
Which  I  will  anfwcr,  if  it  pleafe  my  Stars 
To  fpare  me  Life  and  Health. 

2  Gent,  Heaven  blefs  your  Grace. 
T>uke.  And  you,  with  all  my  Heart. 

I  Gent.  Now  Heav'n  preferve  your  happy  Days. 
Duke.  I  thank  you  too. 

3  Gent.  Now  Heav'n  fave  your  Grace ; 
Duke.  I  thank  you  all. 

Bew.   On  there  before. 

Duke.  Stand,  Gentlemen, 
Stay  yet  a  while ;  for  I  am  minded  to 
Impart  my  Love  to  thefe  good  People,  and 
My  Friends,  whofe  Love  and  Prayers  for  my  Greatnefs, 
Are  equal  in  Abundance;  note  me  well. 
And  with  my  Words  my  Heart ;  for  as  the  Tree- 

Long.  Your  Grace  had  beft  beware,  'twill  be  informed 
Your  Greatnefs  with  the  People. 

Duke.  I  had  more. 

My  honeft  and  ingenuous  People •  But 

The  Weight  of  Bufinefs  hath  prevented  me, 
I  am  call'd  from  you  •,  but  this  Tree  1  fpakc  of 
Shall  bring  forth  Fruit,  I  hope,  to  your  Content. 
And  fo  I  fhare  my  Bowels  'mongft  you  all, 

Omnes.  A  noble  Duke,  a  very  noble  Duke ! 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Ser,  Afore  there.  Gentlemen. 

Gent.  (24)  You're  faithfully  met,  good  Monfieur  MourJ 

Marine, 
Ser.  Be  advis'd,  the  Time  is  alter'd. 
Gent.  Is  he  not  the  fame  Man  he  was  afore  ? 
Duke.  Still  the  fame  Man  to  you.  Sir. 

(24)   J^oure  fauhfully  met,  ^c]  For  Yon  re  faithfully  met,  I  «ou!d 
fuppofe  the  Poets  gave, 
Tail  re  fairly  met,  ii%. 

Long. 
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Long,  You  have  received  mighty  Grace,  be  thankfuL 

Gent.  Let  me  not  die  in  Ignorance. 

Long.  You  fliall  not. 
Then  know  the  King,  out  of  hia  love,  hath  pleas'd 
To  ftile  him  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Cent.  O  great  Duke, 
Thus  low  1  plead  for  pardon,  and  defirc 
To  be  enroird  amongft  your  poorefl:  Slaves. 

T>uke.  Sir,  you  have  Mercy,  and  withal  my  Hand, 
From  henceforth  let  me  call  you  one  of  mine. 

Ser.  Make  room  afore  there,  and  difmifs  the  People, 

T>uke.  Ev'ry  Man  to  his  Houfe  in  peace  and  quiet. 

People.  Now  Heav'n  prcferve  the  Duke,  Heav'n  blefs 
the  Duke.  {Exeunt, 

Enter  IFife,  with  a  Letter  in  her  Hand. 

Wife  This  Letter  came  this  Morning  from  my  Covjfin ; 

^0  the  great  Lady,  high  and  mighty  Dutchefs 

Of  Burgundy,  he  thefe  delivered. 

Oh,  for  a  ftronger  Lace  to  keep  my  Breath, 

That  I  may  laugh  the  nine  Days,  'till  the  Wondsr 

Fall  to  an  ebb:  (25)  The  high  and  mighty  Dutchefs? 

The  high  and  mighty  God  ?   What  a  Stile's  this? 

Methinks  it  goes  like  a  Duchy  Lope-man, 

A  Ladder  of  an  hundred  Rounds  will  fail 

To  reach  the  Top  on't:  Well,  my  gentle  Coufin, 

I  know,  by  thefe  Contents,  your  itch  of  Honour  ; 

You  muft  to  the  Court  you  fay,  and  very  fhortly  ; 

You  fhall  be  welcome  -,  and  if  your  Wife  have  V/it, 

I'll  put  her  in  a  thriving  Courfe,  if  not 

Her  own  Sin  on  her  own  Head,  not  a  Blot 

(~5)  The  high  and  mighty  Dutche/s? 

——  Duchy  Lopeman, 

A  Ladder  of  an  hundred  hz^  This  is  a  fevere  Sneer  upon  the 
States  oJ"  Holland,  kc.  for  arrogating  the  Title  of  High  and  Mighty , 
who,  not  long  before,  had  not  dar'd  to  affume  a  better  than  that  of 
V^be  poor  dif.rejfed.  T  he  time  when  the  Sracts  took  this  Stile  upon  'em, 
will  be  a  pretty  certain  iLxz  to  fix  the  Date  of  this  Play ;  but  I  have 
not  leifure  to  confult  the  Books  of  thufe  Times,  and  therefore  r>i.nll  wilh 
the  Reader  will  do  it  for  mc. 

Shall 
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Shall  (lain  my  Reputation,  only  this ; 

I  muft  for  Health's  fake  fometimes  make  an  Afs 

Of  the  tame  *  Moil  my  Husband  ;  'twill  do  him  good. 

And  give  him  frefher  Brains,  me  frelher  Blood. 

Now  for  the  noble  Duke,  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Duke  and  his  Train. 

Your  Grace  is  well  return'd. 

Duke.  As  well  as  may  be. 
Never  in  younger  Health,  never  more  ablcs 
I  mean  to  be  your  Bed-fellow  this  Night, 
Let  me  have  good  Encounter. 

Bew.  Blefs  me  Heav'n, 
What  a  hot  Meat  this  Greatnefs  is? 

Ij)?ig.  It  may  be  fo. 
For  I'll  be  fworn  he  hath  not  got  a  Snap 
This  two  Months  on  my  Knowledge,  or  her  Woman 
Is  damn'd  for  fwearing  it. 

Duke.  I  thank  you.  Gentlemen,  for  your  Attendance, 
And  alfo  your  great  Pains ;  pray  know  my  Lodgings 
Better  and  oftner,  do  fo,  Gentlemen. 
Now  by  my  Honour,  as  1  am  a  Prince, 
I  fpeak  fincerely,  know  my  Lodgings  better, 
And  be  not  Strangers,  I  fliall  lee  your  Service 
And  your  Defervings,  when  you  Icaft  expe<5l 

Omnes.  We  humbly  thank  your  Grace  for  this  great 
Favour. 

Duke.  Jaques  ? 

Jaq.  Your  Grace. 

Duke.  Be  ready  for  the  Country, 
And  let  my  Tenants  know  the  King's  great  Love: 
Say  I  would  fee  them,  but  the  Weight  at  Court 
Lyes  heavy  on  my  Shoulders ;  let  them  know 
I  do  expeft  their  Duties  in  Attendance 
'Gainft  the  next  Feafl,  (26)  wait  for  mv  coming  to 

Take 

(26)  ■■  ■  I'sait  far  my  coming  to 

Take  up  Pojl-horfcty ]   As  his  Grace-in- Imagination  was 

90t  going  into  the  Country,  but  only  was  fepding  his  Man  with  ?. 

Meflagc 
*  i.  C  Mitie» 
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Take  up  Poft-horfes,  and  be  full  of  Speed,    [^x// Jaqucs. 

JVife.  I  would  defire  your  Grace - 

Duke.  You  fhall  define, 
And  have  your  full  Defire:  Sweet  Dutchefs,  fpeak. 

JVife.  To  have  fome  Conference  with  a  Gentleman 
That  feems  not  altogether  void  of  Reafon-, 
He  talks  of  Titles,  and  Thi::igs  near  the  Crown, 
And  knowing  (27}  none  fo  fit  as  your  good  Grace 
To  give  the  Difference  in  fuch  Points  of  State 

Duke.  What  is  he? 
If  he  be  noble,  or  have  any  Part 
That's  worthy  our  Converfe,  we  do  accept  him. 

JVife.  I  can  aflure  your  Grace,  his  Strain  is  noble. 
But  he  is  very  fubtle. 

Duke.  Let  him  be  fo. 
Let  him  have  all  the  Brains,  I  fiiall  demonftrate 
How  this  moft  Chriflian  Crown  of  France  can  bear 
No  other  Shew  of  Title  than  the  Kings.  Y\\ 
Go  in  and  meditate  for  half  an  Hour, 
And  then  be  ready  for  him  prefently  •, 
I  will  convert  him  quickly,  or  confound  him. 

Ser.  Is  mad  Shattillion  here  ? 

JVife.  He's  here,  and's  Lady. 
I  prithee  Servant  fetch  him  hither.     Ser.  Why, 
What  do  you  mean  to  put  him  to?     JVife.  To  chat 
With  the  mad  Lad  my  Husband  ;  'twill  be  brave 
To  hear  them  fpeak,  and  babble,  (tare  and  prate. 

Bew.  But  what  fhall  be  the  end  of  all  this,  Lady  ? 

Meflage  thither,  one  fhould  think  it  no  Injury  done  to  the  Poets,  to 
fuppoje  they  wrote, 

Go 

7ake  up  Pojihor/es,   &c. 

(27)   none  fo  Jit  as  your  Grace, 

To  gii'f  the  Difference  in  fuch  Points  of  State — ]  The  com- 
pleting the  Meafuje  of  the  firll  Line,  by  reiloring  good,  is  due  to  the  firll 
J<'olio.  But  what  mult  wc  co  with  Diffetence  in  the  (ccond  ?  The  Senfe 
requires.it  to  fignify  Decijiun  ;.but  iJiifircnce  will  only  pave  the  way 
to  that,  by  fjgraiying  to  Uijiinguijh.  biiouM  not  we  then  fuppofe  that 
a  flight  Coriuption  has  pofTelsM  this  place,  and  for  Diffirence  read, 
Difertnce,  from  ihc  French  Drfcrer,  io  Decree,  Sec. 

Enter 
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Enter  Shattillion  and  Lady. 

Wife.  Leave  that  to  me ;  now  for  the  grand  Difpute, 
For  fee,  here  comes  Sbattillion ;  as  1  live, 
Methinks  all  France  fliould  bear  part  of  his  Griefs. 

Long.  I'll  fetch  my  Lord  the  Duke. 

Shat.  Where  am  I  now. 
Or  whither  will  you  lead  me?  To  my  Death? 
I  crave  my  Privilege, 
I  muft  not  die,  but  by  juft  Courfe  of  Law. 

Ser.  His  Majerty  hath  fent  by  me  your  Pardon ; 
He  meant  not  you  ihould  die,  but  would  intreat  you 
To  lay  the  full  State  of  your  Title  open. 
Unto  a  grave  and  noble  Gentleman 

Enter  Duke  and  Longueville. 

The  Duke  o^ Burgundy^  who  here  doth  come; 
Who,  either  by  his  Wifdom  will  confute  you. 
Or  elfe  inform  and  fatisfy  thi;  King. 

Bew.  May't  pleafe  your  Giace,  this  is  the  Gentleman, 

Duke.  Is  this  he  tha:  chops  Logick  with  my  Liege? 

Shat.  D'ye  mock  aie?  You  are  great,  the  Time  will 
come. 
When  you  fhall  be  as  much  contemn'd  as  I. 
(28)  Where  are  the  ancient  Compliments  of  France , 
That  Upftarts  brave  the  Princes  of  the  Blood  ? 

Duke.  Your  Title,  Sir,  in  fhorc.     Shat.  He  mufl:,  Sir,  be 
A  better  Statefman  than  yourfelf,  that  can 
Trip  me  in  any  thing;  I  will  not  fpeak 
Before  thefe  WitnelTcs.     Duke.  Depart  the  Room, 
For  none  (hall  ftay,  no,  not  my  deareft  Dutchefs. 

IViJe.  We'll  ftand  behind  the  Arras  and  hear  all. 

[Exeunt, 

(28)  Where  are  the  ancient  Compliments  of  France, 

I  he  Upjiarts  bra<ve,  tie  Princes  of  the  Blood  f'^  Oar  Poets  never 
defign'd  fuch  Nunknfc  as  this  to  come  from  SkattilUon^  Mouth  ;  to  put 
hra-ve  Upjiarts^  and  Piinces  of  the  Blood-royal  together,  dees  not  carry 
the  Icart  Smell  of  the  ancient  Compliments  of  France.  Bac  the  Reading 
I  have  given  from  the  o!d  Fo!io,  puts  aJl  to  rights. 

Lule. 
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'Duke.  In  that  Chair  take  your  Place,  and  I  in  this ; 
Difcourfe  your  Title  now. 

Shat.  Sir,  you  ihali  know, 
(29)  My  Love's  true  Title,  mine  by  Marriage; 
Serting  afide  the  firft  Race  of  French  Kings, 
Which  will  not  here  concern  us,  as  Pharamondi 
With  Clodius,  Meroveus,  and  Chilperick, 
And  to  come  down  unto  the  fecond  Race, 
WMiich  we  likewife  flip 

Duke.  But  take  me  with  you. 

Sbat.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave;  0^ Mar i el  Charles y 
The  Father  of  King  Pippin^  (who  was  Sire 
To  Charles  the  Great,)  and  famous  Charlemain. 
And  to  come  to  the  third  Race  of  French  Kings, 
Which  won't  be  greatly  pertinent  in  this  Caufe, 
Bstwixt  the  King  and  me,  of  which  you  know 
HUGH  CAPET  was  the  firit ; 
Next  his  Son  Robert^  Henry  then,  and  Philip 
With  Lewis,  and  his  Son  a  Lewis  too. 
And  of  that  Name  the  Seventh,  but  all  this 
Springs  from  a  Female,  as  it  fliall  appear. 

Duke.  Now  give  me  leave  •,  I  grant  you  this  youf  Title, 
At  the  firft  fight,  carries  fome  fhew  of  Truth ; 
But  if  ye  weigh  it  well,  ye  fhall  find  light. 
Is  not  his  Majefty  poflfeft  in  Peace. 
And  Juftice  executed  in  his  Name? 
And  can  you  think  that  the  moft  Chriftian  King 
Would  do  this,  if  he  faw  not  reafon  for  it  ^ 

Sbat.  But  had  not  the  Tenth  Lewis  a  fole  Daughter  j^ 

Duke.  I  cannot  tell. 

Shat.  But  anfwer  me  direflly. 

Duke.  It  is  a  moft  feditious  Queftion, 

Shaf.  Is  this  your  Juftice? 

Duke.  I  ftand  for  my  King. 

Shat.  Was  ever  Heir- Apparent  thus  abus'd  ? 
I'll  have  your  Head  for  this. 

(29)  This  feems  a  Flirt  on  the  EngU/h  King's  Title  to  Trance,  Ib 
Hsnry  the  fifth.  Mr.  Ihsobald. 

Duke. 


The  Noble  Ge?itleman.  415 

Duh.  Why,  do  pur  worft. 

ShaP.  Will  no  one  ftir  to  apprehend  this  Traitor  ? 
A  Guard  about  my  Perfon,  will  none  come? 
Muft  my  own  Royal  Hands  perform  the  Deed? 
Then  thus  I  do  arreft  you. 

Duke.  Treafon,  help ! 

Enter  Wife,  Longueville,  Bevvford  and  Servant, 

Wife.  Help,  help,  my  Lord  and  Husband. 

Duke.  Help  the  Duke. 

Long.  Forbear  his  Grace's  Perfon.     Shat.  Forbear  you 
To  touch  him  that  your  Heir-apparent  weds  > 
But  by  this  Hand  I  will  have  all  your  Heads.  {^Exif. 

Ser.  How  doth  your  Grace  ? 

Duke.  Why  ?  well. 

Ser.  How  do  you  find  his  Title? 

Duke.  'Tis  a  dangerous  one. 
As  can  come  by  a  Female. 

Ser.  Ay,  'tis  true. 
But  the  Law  Salique  cuts  him  off  from  all. 

Long,  I  do  befeech  your  Grace,  how  (lands  his  Title? 

Duke.  Pew,  nothing;   th*  Law  Salique  cuts  him  off 
from  all. 

Wife.  My  gracious  Husband,  you  muft  no.w  prepare, 
In  all  your  Grace's  Pomp  to  entertain 
Your  Coufin  who  is  now  a  Convertite, 
And  follows  here,  this  Night  he  will  be  here. 

Duke.  Be  ready  all  in  hafte,  I  do  intend. 
To  Ihew  before  my  Coufin's  wondring  Face, 
The  greatnefs  of  my  Pomp,  and  of  my  Place. 

[Exfunt. 
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ACT     IV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Couftn^  bis  TFife,  and  Servant. 

Cbir/OIrrah,  is  all  things  carry'd  to  the  Tailor? 

l5  The  Meafure,  and  the  Fafhion  of  the  Gown, 
"With  the  beft  Trim  ?     Ser.  Yes,  Sir,  and  'twill  be  ready 
"Within  thefe  two  Days.     Couf.  For  myfelf  I  care  not, 
I  have  a  Suit  or  two  of  ancient  Velvet, 
Which  with  fome  fmall  Correfling  and  Addition, 
May  (teal  into  the  Prefence.     IVife.  Would  my  Gown 
Were  ready  ;  Husband  I  will  lay  my  Life 
To  make  you  fomethingere  To-morrow  Night. 

Couf.  It  muft  not  be 
Before  we  fee  the  Duke,  and  have  Advice, 
How  to  behave  our  felves:  Let's  in  the  while. 
And  keep  our  felves  from  knowledge,  'till  Time  call  us. 

Enter  Longueville  and  Bewford. 

Long.  I  much  admire  the  fierce  mafculine  Spirit 
Of  this  dread  Amazon.     Bew.  This  following  Night 
I'll  have  a  Wench  in  folace.     Long.  Sir,  I  hear  you. 
And  will  be  with  you  if  I  live,  no  more. 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  My  Lady  would  intreat  your  Prefence,  Gentlemen. 
Bew.  We  will  obey  your  Lady,  fhe  is  worthy. 
Long.  (30)  You  Light  o'  Love,  a  Word  or  two. 
Mar.  Your  Will,  Sir. 
Long.  Hark  in  your  Ear ; 
Wilt  thou  be  marry'd  ?  Speak,  wilt  thou  marry? 
Alar.  Marry 'd?  To  whom.  Sir  ? 

(3c)  Tou,  light  alone, — ]  By  the  fingle  Change  of  a  Letter  this  ri- 
diculous Pafl'age  (as  Mr.  Theobald  faw  too)  may  be  reltor'd  to  its  origi- 
nal Purity.    Read, 

You  Light  o"  Love,  •  , 

A  Phrafe  common  in  Shake/^ear,  &c. 

Lofg, 
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Long.  To  a  proper  Fellow, 
Landed,  and  able-body 'd. 

JVf<^r.  Why  do  you  flout  me,  Sir?  Long.  I  fwear  I  do  not ; 
I  Jove  thee  for  thy  Lady's  fake,  be  free. 

Mar.  If  I  could  meet  fuch  Matches  as  you  fpeak  of, 
I  were  a  very  Child  to  lofe  my  Time,  Sir. 

Long.  What  fayed  thou  to  Monfieur  Biwford? 

Mar.  Sir, 
I  fay  he  is  a  proper  Gentleman,  and  far 
Above  my  Means  to  look  at. 

Long.  Doft  thou  like  him? 

Mar.  Yes,  Sir,  and  ever  did. 

Long.  He  is  thine  own. 

Mar.  You  are  too  great  in  Promifes.     Long.  Be  rui'd;, 
And  follow  my  Advice,  he  fliall  be  thine. 

Mar.  Would  you  would  make  it  good.  Sir. 

Long.  Do  but  thus  -, 
Get  thee  a  Cufliion  underneath  thy  ClotheSj 
And  leave  the  reft  to  me. 

Mar    I'll  be  your  Scholar, 
I  cannot  lofe  much  by  the  Venture  fure. 

Long.  Thou  wilt  lofe  a  pretty  iMaiden-head,  my  Rogue^ 
Or  I  am  much  o'th'  bow  Hand ;  you'll  remember. 
If  all  this  take  effed,  who  did  it  for  you, 
And  what  I  may  deferve  for  fuch  a  Kindnefs. 

Mar.  Yours,  Sir.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Jaques  and  Shattillion  feveralh, 

Jaq.  Save  ye.  Sir. 

Shat.  Save  the  King. 

Jaq.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  which  is  the  neareft  way  ?— — • 

Shat.  Save  the  King,  This  is  the  neareft  way. 

Jaq.  Which  is  the  neareft  way  to  the  Poft-houfe? 

(^31)  Shat.  God  fave  the  King  and  his  Poft-houfe. 

Jaq.  I  pray,  Sir,  dire6t  me  to  the  Houfe. 

C31)   Shat.  God fwve  the  King  and  his  Poji-houfe. 

I  pray.  Sir,  direct  me  to  the  lioufe.'\    The   dropping  of 
the  Speaker  here  is  only  peculiar  to  the  Copy  of  171 1. 

Vol.  VI II.  Dd  Shat, 
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Sbat.  Heav'n  fave  the  King,  you  cannot  catch  me.  Sir, 

yaq.  I  do  not  underftand  you.  Sir. 

Sbat.  You  do  not  ?  I  fay  you  cannot  catch  me,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Not  catch  you,  Sir  ? 

Sbat.  No,  Sir,  nor  can  the  King, 
With  all  his  Stratai^cms,  and  his  forced  Tricks, 
(Although  he  put  his  Nobles  in  Difguife ; 
Never  fo  oft  to  fift  into  my  Words,) 
By  Courfe  of  Law,  lay  hold  upon  my  Life. 

Jaq.  It  is  a  Bufinefs  that  my  Lord  the  Duke 
Is  by  the  King  employed  in,  and  he  thinks 
I'm  acquainted  with  it. 

Shat.  1  fhan't  need 
To  rip  the  Caufe  up,  from  the  firft,  to  you  •, 
But  if  his  Majefty  had  fuffer'd  mc 
To  marry  her,  though  fhe  be  after  him, 
The  right  Heir-general  to  the  Crown  of  France, 
I  would  not  have  convey 'd  her  into  Spain, 
As  it  was  thought,  nor  wou'd  I  e'er  havejoin'd 
With  the  reformed  Churches,  to  make  them 
Stand  for  my  Caufe. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  think  you  would. 

Shat.  I  thank  you.  Sir.     And  fince  I  fee  you  arc 
A  favourer  of  Virtues,  kept  in  Bondage, 
Tell  it  direfliy  to  my  Sovereign  King, 
(For  fo  I  will  acknowledge  him  for  ever,) 
How  you  have  found  my  ftaid  Affedlions 
Settled  for  Peace,  and  for  the  prefent  State. 

Jaq.  Why,  S:r  ? 

Shat.  And  good  Sir,  tell  him  further  this, 
Thit  notwithftanding  all  Suggeftions  brought 
To  him  againft  me,  and  all  his  Sufpicions, 
Which  are  innumerable  of  my  Treafons, 
If  he  will  warrant  me  but  publick  Trial, 
Til  freely  yield  myfelf  into  his  Hands  j 
Can  he  have  more  than  this  ? 

Jnq.   No  by  my  Troth. 

Sbat.  I  would  liis  LViajefl:y  would  hear  but  Reafon, 
As  well  as  you. 

Jaq. 
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Jaq.  But  Sir,  you  do  miftake  me. 
For  1  ne'er  faw  the  King 
In  al]  my  Life  but  once,  therefore  good  Sir, 
May't  pleafe  you  to  fliew  me  which  is  the  Poft-houfe. 

Sbat.  I  cry  you  mercy,  Sir,  then  you're  my  Friend. 

Jaq.  Yes,  Sir. 

Shat.  And  I'uch  Men  are  very  rare  with  me; 
The  Poft-houfe  is  hard  by,  farevvel. 

Jaq.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  I  muft  ride  hard  to  Nighr^ 
And  it  is  dark  already.     Shat.  I  am  cruel, 
To  fend  this  Man  diredly  to  his  Death 
That  is  my  Friend,  and  I  might  eafily  fave  himj 
He  (hall  not  die :  Come  back,  my  Friend,  come  back. 

Jaq.   What  is  your  Will .? 

Shat.  Do  you  not  know  ? 

Jaq.  Not  I. 

Shat.  And  do  you  gather  nothing  by  my  Face  ? 

Jaq.  No,  Sir. 

Shat.  Virtue  is  ever  innocent. 
Lay  not  the  Fault  on  me,  I  grieve  for  you. 
And  wifh  that  all  my  Tears  might  win  your  Safety^ 

Jaq.  Why,  Sir.? 

Shat.  Alas,  good  Friend,  you  are  undone^ 
The  more  ill  Fortune  mine,  to  be  the  means 
Of  your  fad  Overthrow  ;  you  know  not  me  ? 

Jaq.   No  truly.  Sir. 

Shat.  Would  you  had  never  feen  me ; 
I  am  a  Man  purfuM  by  the  whole  State, 
And  fure  fomc  one  hath  fecn  me  talk  with  you, 

Jaq.  Yes,  divers,  Sir. 

Shat.  Why  then  your  Head  is  gone. 

Jaq.  I'll  out  of  Town. 

Shat.  Would  it  were  foon  enough  ; 
Stay  if  you  love  your  Life,  or  elfe  you're  taken. 

Jaq.  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Shat.  I'll  venture  deeply  for  him, 
R;ithcr  than  cad:  away  an  Innocent  : 
Take  Courage,  Friend,  I  will  prelervc  thy  Life, 
With  hazard  of  mine  own. 

D  d  2  Jaa, 
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Jaq.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Shat.  This  Night  thou  (halt  be  lodg'd  within  my  Doc 
Which  fhall  be  all  lock'd  faft,  and  in  the  Morn 
I'll  fo  provide,  you  fhall  have  free  Accefs 
To  the  Sea-fide,  and  fo  be  (hipt  away. 
Ere  any  know  it.     J^^-  Good  Sir,  fuddenly, 
I  am  afraid  to  die.     Shat.  Then  follow  mc.        \_Exetint. 

Enter  ShattillionV  Love. 

Love.  This  way  he  went,  and  there's  the  Houfe ;  I  hope 
His  better  Angel  hath  direded  him 
To  leave  the  wandring  Streets;  poor  Gentleman, 
"Would  I  were  able  with  as  free  a  Heart, 
To  fet  his  Soul  right,  as  I  am  to  grieve 
The  ruin  of  his  Fame,  which  God  forgive  me  •, 
Sir,  if  you  be  within,  I  pray  Sir  fpeak  to  me. 
Shat.  I  am  within,  and  will  be;  what  are  you? 
Love.  A  Friend. 

Shat.  Friend  ?  No,  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  me, 
I  am  acquainted  with  none  fuch :  Be  fpeedy, 

[To  Jaques  within^ 
Friend,  there  is  no  other  Remedy. 

Love.  A  Word,  Sir,  I  fay,  I  am  your  Friend. 
Shat.  You  cannot  fcape  by  any  other  means, 
Re  not  fearful,  God  fave  the  King. 
What's  your  Bufinefs,  Sir.? 
Love.  To  fpcak  with  you. 
Shat.  Speak  out  then. 
Love.  Shall  i  not  come  up? 

Shat.  Thou  (halt  not :  Fly,  if  thou  be'fl:  thine  own  Friend, 
There  lies  the  Suit  and  all  the  Furniture 
Belonging  to  the  Head,  on  with  it  Friend, 
Love.  Sir,  do  you  hear? 
Shat.  I  dcs   God  bicfs  the  King. 
It  was  a  Habit  I  had  laid  afide 
For  my  own  Perfon,  if  the  State  had  forced  me. 
Love.  Good  Sir,  unlock  your  Door. 
Shat.  Be. full  of  fpeed, 
I  fee  fome  twenty  Mufquetiers  in  Ambufh. 

What- 
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Whate'er  thou  art,  know  I  am  here  and  will  be. 
Seeft  thou  this  bloody  Sword  that  cries  Revenge? 
Shake  not,  my  Friend,  through  Millions  of  thefe  Foes 
rjl  be  thy  Guard,  and  fet  thee  fafe  aboard. 

Love.  Dare  you  not  truft  me,  Sir  ? 

Shat.  My  good  Sword  before  me, 
And  my  Allegiance  to  the  King,  I  tell  thee. 
Captain,  (for  fo  I  guefs  thee  by  thy  Arms 
And  the  loofe  Flanks  of  Halberdiers  about  thee,) 
Thou  art  too  weak  and  foolifh  to  attempt  me. 
If  you  be  ready,  follow  me,  and  hark  you, 
Upon  your  Life  fpeak  to  no  living  Wight, 
Except  myfelf. 

Love.  Monfieur  ShaHilllon  ? 

Shat.  Thou  (halt  not  call  again ;  thus  with  my  Sword, 
And  the  flrong  Faith  I  bear  unto  the  King, 
Whom  God  preferve,  I  will  defend  my  Chamber, 
And  cut  thy  Throat,  I  fwear  I'll  cut  thy  Throat ; 
Steal  after  me  and  live. 

Love.  I  will  not  flay 
The  Fury  of  a  Man,  fo  far  diftradcd.  [£.v/V  IhOVC. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  Where  is  the  Officer  that  dares  not  enter. 
To  intrap  the  Life  of  my  diftrelTtid  Friend  ? 
Ay,  have  you  hid  yourfelf  ?  you  muft  be  found. 
What  do  you  fear?  is  not  Authority 
On  your  fide  ?  Nay,  I  know  the  King's  Command 
Will  be  your  Warrant,  why  then  fear  you  ?  fpeak 
What  ftrange  Deligns  are  thefe  ?  Shattiilion^ 
Be  refolute  and  bear  thyfelf  upright. 
Though  the  whole  World  defpife  thee:  fofc,  methinks 
I  heard  a  rufhing  which  was  like  the  fhake 
Of  a  difcovered  Officer,  I'll  ftrarch 
The  whole  Street  over,  but  I'll  find  thee  out.  [£.v;*. 

Enter  Jaques  in  TVomaii's  ^parrel. 

Jaq.  How  my  Joints  do  fliake!  where  had  I  b-ca 
But  for  this  worthy  Gentleman,  th.U  hath 

D  d  ^  Some 
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Some  touch  of  my  Infortuncs  ?  would  I  were 
Sate  under  Hatches  once,  for  Callicut ; 
Farcwel  the  Pomp  of  Court,  I  never  more 
Can  hope  to  be  a  Duke  or  any  thing  •, 
I  never  more  fhall  fee  the  glorious  Face 
Of  my  fair  fpreading  Lord  that  lov*d  me  well. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  Fly  you  fo  faft  ?  I  had  a  fight  of  you, 
But  would  not  follow  you,  I  was  too  wife  i 
You  fhall  not  lead  me  with  a  cunning  Trick, 
"Where  you  may  catch  me-,  poor  Shattillmiy 
Hath  the  King's  Anger  left  thee  ne'er  a  Fyend  ? 
No,  all  Mens  Loves  move  by  the  Breath  of  Kings. 

Jaq.  It  is  the  Gentleman  that  fav'd  my  Life. 
Sir !     Shat,  Blefs  Shattillion^  another  Plot  ? 

Jaq.  No,  Sir,  'tis  I. 

Sb  4.   Why,  who  are  you  ? 

Jciq    Your  Friend  whom  you  preferv'd. 

Shat.  Whom  I  preferv'd  ? 
My  Friend  P  I  have  no  Woman-Friend  but  one, 
W  ho  is  too  clofe  in  Prifon  to  be  here ; 
Come  near,  let  me  look  on  you. 

Jaq.  It  is  I. 

Shat.  You  fhould  not  be  a  Woman  by  your  Stature. 

Jaq.  I  am  none.  Sir. 

Sbcit.   I  know  it,  then  keep  off; 
Strange  Men  and  Times!   how  I  am  ftill  preferv'd? 
H.re  they  have  fent  a  Yeoman  of  the  Guard 
Dir^juis'd  in  Woman's  Clothes,  to  work  on  me, 
To  make  Love  to  me,  and  to  trap  my  W^ords, 
And  fo  crfnare  my  Life ;  I  know  you,  Sir, 
Stand  back,  upon  your  Peril  j  can  this  be 
In  Chriftian  Common-weals?  from  this  time  forth 
Til  cut  off  all  the  means  to  work  on  me, 
Til  ne'er  ft:r  from  my  Houfe  ;  and  keep  my  Doors 
Lockt  Day  and  Night,  and  cheapen  Meat  and  Drink 
At  the  next  Shops  by  Signs  out  of  my  Window, 
And  having  bought  it,  draw't  up  in  my  Garters. 
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Jaq.  Sir,  will  you  help  me? 

Shat.  Do  not  tollow  me, 
PJl  take  a  Courfe  to  live,  dcfpight  of  Men.      \JEx\t  Shat. 

Jaq.  He  dares  not  venture  for  me  ;  wretched  Ja^ues ! 
Thou  art  undone  for  ever  and  for  ever. 
Never  to  rife  again?   What  fhall  I  do? 

Enler  Bewfort. 

Where  fhall  I  hide  me?  here  is  one  to  take  me, 
I  muft  (land  clofe,  and  not  fpeak  for  my  Life. 

Bew.  This  is  the  time  of  Night,  and  this  the  Haunt, 
In  which  I  ufe  to  catch  my  Waiftcoateers  •, 
It  is  not  very  dark,  no,  I  fhall  fpy  'em  -, 
I  have  walk'd  out  in  fuch  a  pitchy  Night, 
I  could  not  fee  my  Fingers  this  far  off. 
And  yet  have  brought  home  Venifon  by  the  Smell  j 
I  hope  they  have  not  left  their  old  Walk ;  ah  ? 
Have  1  efpied  you  fitting?  By  this  Light 
To  me  there's  no  fuch  fine  Sight  in  the  World, 
As  a  white  Apron  betwixt  Twelve  and  One ; 
See  how  it  gliders  !  do  you  think  to  fcape 
So,  now  I  have  you  faft ;  come,  and  don*t  flrive. 
It  takes  away  the  Edge  of  Appetite  ; 
Come,  I'll  be  lib'ral  every  way.    Take  heed 
You  make  no  Noife,  for  waking  of  the  Watch.     [Exeunt, 

Enter  Coufin  and  his  Wife. 

Couf.  Now  for  the  BlefTmg  of  fome  happy  Guide, 
To  bring  us  to  the  Duke,  and  we  are  ready. 

Enter  Longueville  and  Ser^-ant. 

Come  forward,  fee  the  Door  is  open'd. 

And  two  of 's  Gentlemen  •,  I'll  fpeak  to  them, 

And  mark  how  I  bjhave  myfclf.     God  fave  ye. 

For  lefs  I  cannot  wifh  to  Men  of  fort. 

And  of  your  feeming:  Are  you  of  the  Duke's? 

Long.  We  arc,  Sir,  and  your  Servants;  your  Salutes 
We  give  you  back  again  with  many  Thanks. 

Pd  4  Couf. 
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Couf.  When  did  you  hear  fuch  Words  before,  Wife  ?  peace, 
Do  you  not  dare  to  anfwer  yet ;  is*t  fie 
So  mean  a  Gentleman  as  myfclf  fhould  crave 
The  Prtfence  o'  th'  great  Duke,  your  Mafter  ? 
Ser.  Sir,  you  may. 

Long.  Shall  we  defire  your  Name,  and  Bufinefs,  Sir  ? 
And  we  will  prefently  inform  him  of  you. 
Couf.   My  Name  is  Cleremont. 
Ser.  You're  his  Grace's  Kinfman, 
Or  I  am  much  miftaken. 

Couf.  You  are  right. 
Some  of  his  noble  Blood  runs  through  thefe  Veins, 
Though  far  unworthy  of  his  Grace's  Knowledge. 

Long.  Sir,  we  mud  all  be  yours;  his  Grace's  Kinfman, 
And  we  fo  much  forgetful.'*  'Twas  a  Rudenefs. 
And  muft  attend  your  Pardon,  thus  I  crave  it : 
Firft  o*  this  beauteous  Lady,  whom  I  take 
To  be  your  Wife,  Sir,  next  your  Mercy. 

Couf  You  have  it,  Sir :  1  do  not  like  this  kifling, 

lAfide. 
It  lies  fo  open  to  a  World  of  Wiflies. 

Ser.   This  is  the  merry  Fellow  ;  this  is  he 
That  muft  be  noble  too. 
Lofig.  And  fo  he  fhall. 
If  all  the  Art  I  have  can  make  him  noble; 
I'll  dub  him  with  a  Knight-hood,  if  his  Wife 
Will  be  but  forward,  and  join  Iflue, 
I  like  )ier  above  excellent. 
Ser.   WilTt  pleafe  you 
To  walk  a  turn  or  two,  whilfl:  to  the  Duke 
We  make  your  coming  known.-' 

[Exeunt  Servant  and  Longueville, 
Couf  I  fhall  attend.  Sir. 
H''ife.  Thefe  Gentlemen  are  very  proper  Men, 
And  kifs  the  beft  that  e'er  I  tafted.     For 
Good nefs- fake.  Husband,  let  us  never  more 
Come  near  the  Country,  whatfoe'er  betide  ns ; 
I  am  in  malice  with  the  memory 
O^  that  fame  (linking  Dunghil. 

Couf, 
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Couf.  Why,  now  you  are  my  Chicken  and  my  Dear, 
Love  where  I  love,  and  hate  where  I  hate :  now 
You  fhall  have  twenty  Gowns,  and  twenty  Chains. 
See,  the  Door's  opening. 

Groom.  Room  afore  there,  the  Duke  is  entring. 

Enter  Duke^  IVife^  Longueville,  Servant^  and  Maria. 

Couf.  It  is  the  Duke,  even  he  himfelf,  be  merry. 
This  is  the  Golden  Age  the  Poet  fpeaks  on. 

JVife.  I  pray  it  be  not  brazen'd  by  their  Faces ; 
And  yet  methinks  they  are  the  neatell  Pieces 
For  Shape  and  Cutting  that  e'er  I  beheld.  - 

Couf.  Moft  gracious  Duke,  my  poor  Spoufe  and  mylclf. 
Do  kifs  your  mighty  Foot,  and  next  to  that 
The  great  Hand  of  your  Dutchefs,  ever  wifhing 
Your  Honours  ever  fpringing,  and  your  Years  ■■ 

Duke.  Coufin  ? 

Couf.  Your  Grace's  Vaflal,  far  unworthy 
The  Nearnefs  of  your  Blood.     Duke.  Corrcft  me  not, 
I  know  the  Word  I  fpeak,  anci  know  the  Perfon. 
Though  I  be  fomething  higher  than  the  Place 
Where  common  Men  have  Motion,  and  defcending  ' 
Down  with  my  Eye,  their  Forms  are  lefTened  to  me. 
Yet  from  this  Pitch  can  I  behold  my  own, 
(From  Millions  of  thofe  Men  that  have  no  Mark,) 
And  in  my  fearful  Stoop  can  make  them  (land, 
(32)  When  others  feel  my  Soufe,  and  peridi :  Coufin, 

Ee 

(32)  When  others  feel  jjiy  Soul,  and  perijh.^  Here  the  Gentleman 
concerned  in  the  Copy  of  1679,  has  a?ain  Itept  out  of  his  Road  i  and, 
jnftead  of  keeping  to  his  Bufincfs  as  EJitor,  has  commenc'd  Author. 
But  the  Reader  will  better  fee  my  Meaning,  when  he  has  the  Text  of 
the  feveral  Editions  laid  together. 

That  of  1647  runs  thui : 

When  others  feel  my  Soul,  andperijh. 
Thofe  of  1 679  and  1 7 1 1  : 

When  others  feel  my  ^ttt,   and  perijh. 
Wliat  a  mighty   Change  is  here  I  A  little  .Attention   to  the  old  Copy 
would  have  led  the  Editor  ot  the  fecond  Folio  to  the  true  Ledlion  ; 
ivhich  is  this: 

Ifhett 
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Be  comforted,  you're  very  weJcome,  fo 

Is  your  fair  Wife ;  the  Charge  of  whom  I  give 

To  my  own  dcareft  and  my  beft  beloved. 

Tell  me,  you  have  refolv'd  yourfcJf  for  Court, 

And  utterly  renounc'd  the  flavifh  Country, 

With  all  the  Cares  thereof  ?  Couf.  1  have.  Sir.  Buke.  Have 

you 
Difmifs*d  your  eating  Houfhold,  fold  your  Hangings 
Of  Nehuchadnezar^  for  fuch  they  were. 
As  I  remember,  with  the  Furnitures 
Belonging  to  your  Beds  and  Chambers  ? 

Couf.  Ay,  Sir. 

Duke.  Have  you  moft  carefully  ta*en  off  the  Lead 
From  your  Roof,  weak  with  Age,  and  fo  prevented 
The  Ruin  of  your  Houfe,  and  clapt  him  in 
A  Summer  Suit  of  Thatch,  to  keep  him  cool  ? 

Couf.  All  this  I  have  perform'd. 

Duke.  Then  lend  me  all  your  Hands,  I  will  embrace 
my  Coufin, 
Who  is  an  underftanding  Gentleman, 
And  with  a  Zeal  mighty  as  is  my  Name, 
Once  more  I  bid  you  welcome  to  the  Court ; 
My  State  again. 

Dutch.  As  I  was  telling  you,  your  Husband  mufl  be 
No  more  Commander,  look  to  that ;  be  feveral 
At  Meat,  and  Lodging-,  let  him  have  Board-vages, 
And  Diet  *mongft  his  Men  i'th*  Town  -,  for  Pleafure, 
If  he  be  given  to  it,  let  him  have  it, 
Elfe  as  your  own  Fancy  Ihall  direct  you.     Coufin, 
You  fee  this  mighty  Man  here  ;  he  was  an  Afs 
When  he  came  firft  to  Town  j  indeed  he  was 
Juft  fuch  another  Coxcomb  as  your  Husband, 
God  blefs  the  Mark,  and  every  good  Man's  Child ! 
This  muft  not  ftir  you,  Coufin. 

mfe.  Heav'n  forbid! 

When  others  feel  my  Soufe,  and  ptrtjh. 
Thas  Stoop  in  the  Line  above,  and  Soufe  in  this  below,  two  Terms  of 
Art,  correfpond  to  each  other,  and  b.  th  the5^»/^and  Err.fhafii  of  the 
Phee  arc  reitored  to  their  primitive  Integrity. 

Long, 
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Long.  Sweet  Maria,  provide  the  Culhion  ready  for  it. 

Mar.  It  (hall  be  done. 

Duke.  Receive  all  your  Advices  from  our  felf, 
Be  once  a  Day  with  us,  and  fo  farewel 
For  this  Time,  my  fair  Coufin.     Gentlemen, 
Condud  him  to  his  Lodging.     Dutch.  Fare  you  well. 
And  think  upon  my  Words. 

IVjfe.  I  fhall  obferve  them.     \^Exe.  Duke  and  Dutchefs. 

Couf.  Health,  and  the  King's  continual  Love,  attend 
you. 

Ser.  Oh  for  a  private  Place  to  eafe  my  Lungs! 
Heav'n  give  me  Patience!  fuch  a  Pair  of  Jades 
Were  never  better  ridden  to  this  Hour, 
Pray  Heav'n  they  hold  out  to  the  Journey's  End. 

Long.  Twitch  him  afide,  good  Monfieur,  whilft  I  break 
Upon  the  Body  of  his  Strength,  his  Wife; 
I  have  a  conftant  Promife,  fhe*s  mine  own. 

Ser.  Ply  her  to  Windward  :  Monfieur,  you  have  taken 
The  moft  compendious  Way  to  raife  yourfelf. 
That  could  have  been  delivered  by  a  Counfel. 

Couf.  I  have  fome  certain  Aims,  Sir ;  but  my  Wife «• 

Ser.  Your  Wife  ^  you  muft  not  let  that  trouble  you. 

Couf.  *TwilI,  Sir,  to  fee  her  in  a  Stranger's  Arms. 

Ser.  What  mean  you  ? 
Let  her  alone,  be  wife,  ftir  not  a  Foot. 
For  if  you  do,  all  your  Hopes  are  bury'd  ; 
1  fwear  you  are  a  loft  Man  if  ycu  ftir. 

Couf  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  will  be  more  advis'd, 

Ser.  But  what  great  Office  do  you  level  at? 

Couf.  Sir,  they  are  kilTing. 

Ser.  Let  them  kifs. 
And  much  good  may't  do  their  Hearts ;  they  muft:  kifs. 
And  kifs,  and  doiiWe  kifs,  and  kifs  again. 
Or  you  may  kifs  the  Pofl  for  any  Riling; 
pray  had  your  noble  Kinfman  ever  mounted 
To  thefe  high  Spheres  of  Honour,  now  he  moves  in. 
But  for  the  Kilfcs  of  his  Wife? 

Couf  I  know  nor. 

Ssr.  Then  1  do  j  creJit  me ;  he  had  been  lofi-, 

A 
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A  Fellow  of  no  Mark,  and  no  Repute, 

Had  not  his  Wife  kifs'd  foon,  and  very  fweetly: 

She  was  an  excellent  Woman,  and  difpatchM  him 

To  his  full  Being,  in  a  Moment,  Sir 

{Exeunt  Long,  and  Wife, 

Couf.  But  yet  methinks  he  would  not  take  her,  Sir, 
Into  a  private  Room.  | 

Ser.  Now  (land  and  flourifh. 
You're  a  made  Man  for  ever.     Now  I  do 
Envy  you,  if  you  ftand  your  Fortune's   up  ; 
You  are  the  happieft  Man,  but  your  great  Coufin, 
This  Day  in  Court :  Well,  I  will  marry  furely. 
And  not  let  every  Man  out-run  me  thus. 
*Tis  Time  to  be  mine  own  Friend,  I'll  not  live 
In  Town  here,  and  dired  the  readieft  Way 
To  other  Men,  and  be  a  Slave  myfelf. 

Couf.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be  not  mov'd,  I  am  your  Servant, 
And  will  not  be  ungrateful  for  this  Knowledge. 

Ser.  Will  you  be  walking  home  ?  Ccuf.  I  would  defire 
To  have  my  Wife  along.  Ser.  You  are  too  raw ; 
Be  gone,  and  take  no  Notice  where  you  left  her, 
Let  her  return  at  Leifure  •,  if  fhe  ftay 
A  Month,  'twill  be  the  better,  underftand  me. 
This  Gentleman  can  do  it.   Couf.  I  will.  Sir ; 
And  Wife  remember  me,  a  Duke,  a  Duke,  Wife. 

\_Exit  Coufin. 

Ser.  Aboard  her  Longueville,  (he's  thine  own,  to  me 
The  fooling  of  this  Fool  is  Venery.  {Exit  Ser-cant. 

Enter  Bewford  and  Jaques. 

Bew.  Come,  prithee,  come,  have  I  not  Crowns .''  Behold, 
And  follow  me,  here;  not  a  Word,  go  in. 
Grope  by  the  Walls,  and  you  fliall  find  a  Bed, 
J.Jc  down  there,  fee,  fee,  a  Turn  or  two,  to  give 
My  Blood  fome  Heats,  and  I  am  prefently 
For  A<5lion ;  Darknefs,  by  thy  Leave,  1  come.  [£Ai/Bew. 

Enter  Marij. 

Mar.  I'm  perfcfl  in  my  I^effon  ;  be  my  Speed, 

Thou 
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Thou  God  of  Marriage  ;  this  is  th'  Door,  PJI  knock. 
Bew.  [within.^  Who's  there?  I  cannot  come  yet. 
Mar.  Monfieur  Beu.ford? 
Bew.  Stay  till  I  light  a  Candle,  who  are  ye? 
Mar.  Sir  ?  a  poor  Gentlewoman. 

Enter  Bew  ford. 

Bew.  Oh  come  in, 
I'll  hnd  a  Time  for  you  too,  be  not  loud. 

Mar.  Sir,  you  have  found  that  time  already,  Shame  on 
My  Soul  therefore. 

Bew.  Why  ?   What's  the  Matter  ? 

Mar.  Do  you  not  fee.  Sir,  is  your  Light  fo  dim  ? 

Bew.  Do  you  not  wait  o'th'  LaJy  Mount  Marine? 

Mar.  I  do,  Sir,  but  my  Lovr  on  you.  Bew.  Poor  Soul ! 
How  cam'ft  thou  by  this  bi^  Belly  ?    Mar.  l^y  yourlelf. 

Bew.  By  Hcav'n  I  never  touch'd  your  Body.  Mar,  Yes, 
Unfwear  that  Oath  again,  I'll  tell  you  all ; 
Thefe  two  Years  I  have  lov'd  you  ;  but  the  Means 
How  to  enjoy  you  I  did  never  know, 
*Till  Twelfth-night  laft,  when,  hearing  of  your  Game 
To  take  up  Wenches  private  in  the  Night, 
I  apprehended  ftraight  this  Courle  to  make 
Myfelfas  one  of  them,  and  wait  your  coming; 
I  did  fo,  and  enjoy'd  you,   and  .now  thi..  Guld 
That  now  is  quick  within  me  hide  my  Shame, 
And  marry  me,  or  elie  1  mull  be  torc'd 

Long,  [within. ]  Monfieur  Bewfordy  Monfieur  Bewford, 

Bew.  Who's  that  calls? 

hong.  Are  you  a-bed  ? 

Bew.  No,  Sir ;  the  Hangings. 

Enter  Longueville. 

hong.  Nay,  Monfieur,  I'll  forbid  that,  we'll  have  fair 
Play, 

Lend  me  your  Candle;  are  you  taken,  Bewford? 
A  Lecher  of  your  Fradlice,  and  dole  Carriage 
To  be  difcovercd  thus?  1  am  afham'd 
So  great  a  Matter  in  his  Arc  fiiouid  fiil, 

And 
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And  dagger  in  his  Grounds. 

Bew.  You're  wide, 
This  Woman  and  myfclf  are  Man  and  Wife, 
And  have  been  To  thi.^  half  Year, 
"Where  are  you  now?  Or  have  I  been  difcovcr'd? 
You  cannot  break  fo  eafily  on  me.  Sir, 
I  am  too  wary  to  be  opeji*d  by  you. 

Loig.  But  thel'e  arc  but  Illufions,  to  give  Colour 
To  your  moft  myftick  Leachery ;  but,  Sir, 
The  Belly  hath  bctray*d  you,  all  muft  our, 

Bcxv.  Good  LorigueviUe  believe  me  on  my  Faith, 
I  am  her  Husband.     Lc}:g.  On  my  Faith  I  cannot, 
Unlefs  1  ikw  your  Hands  Jaft,  as  your  Hearts.  Bew.  Why, 
LoKguevllle^  when  did  I  give  that  to  your  Ears, 
That  was  not  Truth  ?  By  all  the  \Vorld  fhe's  mine. 
She  is  my  Wife,  and,  to  confirm  you  better, 
J  give  myfelf  again,  here  take  my  Hand 
And  I  yours,  we  are  once  more  marry 'd : 
Will  this  content  you? 

Long.  Yes,  I'm  believing,  and  God  give  you  Joy, 

Bew.  My  loving  Wife,  1  will  not  wrong  thee, 
Sir.ce  I  am  thine,  and  only  lov'd  of  thee, 
I  vow  myfelf  a  new  Man  from  this  Hour, 
Een't  jealous ;  for  though  I'd  a  Purpofe  to 
Have  fpent  an  Hour  or  two  in  Solace  otherwife, 
And  was  provided  for  it  ;  yet  my  Love 
Shall  put  a  better  Temper  to  my  Blood : 
Come  our,  thou  Woman  of  unwholfome  Life, 
Be  forry  for  thy  Sins,  and  learn  to  mend  ; 
Nay,  never  hide  your  Face,  you  fhall  be  feen. 

Lcng.  Jaq^nes^  why  Jaques,  art  thou  that  JaqueSj 
The  very  Staff  and  right  Hand  of  our  Duke  ? 
Speak,  fpeak,  thou  bearded  Venus.     Jnq.  1  am  he, 
"By  Miracle  prcferv'd  to  be  that  Jaques ; 
V.'ithin  this  two  Hcurr,,  Gentlemen,  poor  Jaques 
Was  but  as  Curfe  in  Grave  :  A   Man  of  Wifdom, 
■"fhat,  of  my  Confcience,  if  he  had  his  Right 
Should  have  a  pretty  State  —  but  that's  all  one, 
I'hat  noble  Gcudeman  did  fave  this  Life, 
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I  keep  it  for  him,  *cis  his  own.  Long.  Oh  Bacchus! 
Is  aJl  the  World  drunk?  Come,  we'll  to  the  Duke, 
And  give  our  Thanks  for  this  Delivery.  [Exeunt, 


ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Duke  ^w^  Jaques. 

Duke.  "^TOT  gone  unto  my  Tenants,  to  relate 

_^\|    My  Grace,  and  Honour,  {^^)  and  the  Migh- 
tinefs 
Of  my  new  Name,  which  would  have  (Iruck  a  Terror 
Through  their  coarfe  Doublets  to  their  very  Hearts? 

Jaq.  Alas,  great  Lord  and  Mafter,  I  could  fcarce 
W^ith  Safety  of  my  Life  return  again 
Unto  your  Grace's  Houfe ;  and  but  for  one. 
That  had  fome  Mercy,  I  had  fure  been  hang'd. 

Duke.  My  Houfe? 

Jaq.  Yes,  Sir,  this  Houfe,  your  Houfe  i'th'  Town. 

Duke.  Jaques.,  we  are  difpleas*d,  hath  it  no  Name? 

Jaq.  What  Name  ? 

Duke.  Dull  Rogue,  what  hath  the  King  beflow'd 
So  many  Honours,  open'd  all  his  Springs, 
And  Hiowred  his  Graces  down  upon  my  Head, 
And  has  my  Houfe  no  Name?  No  Title  yet? 
Burgundy-lilou^i^^  you  Afs. 

Jaq.  Your  Grace's  Mercy  ; 
And  when  I  was  come  off,  and  had  recoverM 
^«r^««<i>'-Houfe,  I  durft  not  yet  be  feen, 
But  lay  all  Night  for  fear  of  Purfevants 
In  Burgundy  Privy-houfe. 

Duke.  Oh,  Sir,  *cis  well; 
Can  you  remember  now  ?  But  Jaques  know. 
Since  thy  intended  Journey  is  fo  crolt, 

(33)   •  and  the  Mightinefs,'\  So  the  Ccpv  of  1647.  The  re.1, 

-I  Honow,  the  Mlghttntfs. 
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I  will  go  down  myfelf  this  Morning. 

'jaq.  Sir  ? 

Duke.  Have  I  not  faid  this  Morning  ? 

Jaq^.  But  confider. 
That  nothing  is  preparM  yet  for  your  Journey, 
Your  Grace's  Teams  not  here  to  draw  your  Cloaths, 
And  not  a  Carrier  yet  in  Town  to  fend  by. 

Duke.  I  fay  once  more,  go  about  it  \ 
You're  a  wife  Man,  you*d  have  me  linger  Time, 
'Till  I  have  worn  thefe  Cloaths  out  j  will  ye  go  ?  {Ex.  Jaq. 
Make  ye  ready,  Wife. 

Enter  Wife, 

'Dutch.  I  am  fo,  mighty  Duke. 

Duke.  Nay,  for  the  Country. 

Dutch.  How  }   For  the  Country  ?    Duke.  Yes,  I  am 
refolv'd 
To  fee  my  Tenants  in  this  Bravery, 
Make  them  a  fumptuous  Feafl:,  with  a  flight  Shew 
Of  Dives  and  Laxarui^  and  a  Squib  or  two. 
And  fo  return. 

Dutch.  Why,  Sir  ?  you  are  not  mad  ? 

Duke.  How  many  Dukes  have  ye  known  mad  ?  I  pray 
fpeak. 

Dutch.  You  are  the  firft,  Sir,  and  1  hope  the  laft ; 
But  you  are  ftark  horn-mad. 

Duke.  Forbear,  good  Wife. 

Dutch.  As  I  have  Faith  you're  mad  :  Your  Horns 
Have  been  too  heavy  for  you,  and  have  broke 
Your  Skull  in  pieces  :  If  you  be  in  earned 

Duke.  Well,  you  fliall  know  my  Skull  and  Wits  are 
whole 
Ere  I  have  done,  and  yet  I  am  in  earnefl:. 

Dutch.  Why,  do  you  think  I'll  go? 

Duke.  I  know  you  lliall. 

Dutch.  I  fiial!?  By  what  Authority  fliall  I  ? 

Duke.  I  am  your  Husband. 

Dutch.  True,  I  do  ccnfefs  it. 
And  by  that  Name,  the  Wor.'d  hath  given  you 
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A  Power  to  fway  me ;  but.  Sir,  you  fhall  know 

There  is  a  greater  Bond  that  ties  me  here, 

Allegiance  to  the  King  ;  has  he  not  heap'd 

Thofe  Honours  on  you  to  no  other  End,  but 

To  flay  you  here,  and  ihall  I  have  a  hand 

In  the  offending  fuch  a  gracious  Prince? 

Befides,  our  own  Undoings  lies  upon't. 

Were  there  no  other  Cauie  •,  I  do  not  fee, 

Why  you  fhould  go:  If  I  fliould  fay  you  fliould  not. 

Duke.  Do  you  think  fo? 

Dutch.  Yes,  Faith. 

Duke.  Now,  good  Wife,    make  me  underftand  that 
Point. 

Dutch.  Why,  that  you  fi-ial],did  I  not  bring  you  hither? 

Duke.  Yes. 

Dutch.  And  were  not  all  thefe  Honours  wrought  out  of 
the  Fire  by  me  ? 

Duke.  By  you  ? 

Dutch.  By  me  ?  How  ftrange  you  make  it  ? 
W^hen  you  came  firft,  did  you  not  walk  the  Town 
In  a  long  Cloke  half  Compafs?  An  old  Hat 
Lin'd  with  Vellure,  and  on  it  for  a  Band 
A  Skein  of  Crim fon  Cruil  ? 

Duke.  I  confefs  ir. 

i)«/r/^.  And  took  bafeCourfes?    Duke.^x^t^.     Dutch, 
Bafe,  by  this  Light, 
Extreamly  bafe,  and  fcurvy,  monflrous  bafe. 

Duke.  What  were  thefe  Courfes,  Wife  ? 

Dutch.  Why,  you  lliall  know  : 
Did  you  not  thus  attir'd,  trot  up  and  down. 
Plotting  for  vild  and  loufie  Offices, 
And  agreed  with  the  Serjeant  of  the  Bears, 
To  buy  his  Place  ?  Deny  this,  if  you  can. 

Duke.  Why,  it  is  true. 

Dutch.  And  was  not  that  monftrous  bafe  ? 

Duke.  Be  advisM,  Wife,  a  Bear's  a  princely  Beafl. 

Dutch.  A  Bear? 

Duke.  Yes,  Wife,  and  one  Side  Venifon. 

Di<ich.  You're  more  than  one  Side  Fool,  I'm  fure  of  that. 

Vol.  VIII.  Ke  Duke, 
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Duke.  But  fince  you've  vext  me,  Wife,  know  you  (hall 
go; 
Or  you  fhall  never  have  Penny  more  from  mc. 

Dutch.  Nay,  I  have  done,  and  though  I  know  'twill  be 
Your  Overthrow,  I'll  not  forfake  you  now. 

Duke.  Be  ready  then.  [^Exit  Duke, 

Dutch.  I  will. 

Enter  Bewford,  Longueville,  Servant,  and  Maria. 

Long.  What  are  you  marry'd,  Bewford?  Bew,  Ay,  as 
faft 
As  Words,  and  Hearts,  and  Hands,  and  Prieft  can  make 
us. 

Dutch.  Oh,  Gentlemen,  we  are  undone. 

Long.  For  what? 

Dutch.  This  Gentleman,  the  Lord  of  Lorgue,  my  Huf- 
band, 
Will  be  gone  down  to  fliew  his  Play-fellows 
Where  he  is  gay. 

Bew.  What,  down  into  Country  ? 

Dutch.  Yes,  Faith  -,  was  ever  Fool  but  he  fo  crofs,'* 
I  would  as  fain  be  gracious  unto  him. 
As  he  could  wifh  me,  but  he  will  not  let  me ; 
Speak  faithfully,  will  he  deferve  my  Mercy? 

Long.  According  to  his  Merits  he  fhould  wear 
A  guarded  Coat,  and  a  great  wooden  Dagger. 

Dutch.  If  there  be  any  Woman  that  doth  know 
The  Duties  *twixt  a  Husband  and  his  Wife, 
Will  fpeak  but  one  Word  for  him,  he  fhall  fcape ; 
Is  not  that  reafonable  ?  But  there's  none  ; 
Be  ready  therefore  to  purfue  the  Plot 
We  had  againft  a  Pinch ;  for  he  mud  (lay. 

Long.  Wait  you  here  for  him,  whilft  1  go. 
And  make  the  King  acquainted  with  your  Sport, 
For  fear  he  be  incens'd  tor  our  attempting 
Places  of  fo  great  Honour.  [^Exit  Longueville, 

Dutch.  Go,  be  fpeedy. 

Enter 
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Enter  Tiuke^  Gouftn,  Wife^  Jaques,  and  Servant. 

Duke.  Come,  let  me  fee  how  all  things  are  difpos'd  of. 

Jaq.  One  Cart  will  ferve  for  all  your  Furniture, 
With  Room  enough  behind  to  eafe  the  Footman, 
A  Cap-cafe  for  your  Linen,  and  your  Plate, 
(34)  With  a  ftrange  Lock  that  opens  with^/;2^«  ; 
For  my  young  Lord,  becaufe  of  eafy  Portage, 
A  Qiiiver  of  your  Grace's  lin'd  with  Cunney, 
Made  to  be  hang'd  about  the  Nurfc's  Neck, 
Thus,  with  a  Scarf  or  Towel  ^         Duke.  Very  good. 

Jaq.  Nay, 
'Tis  well,  but  had  you  ftay'd  another  Week, 
I  would  have  had  you  furnifli'd  in  fuch  Pomp, 
As  never  Duke  of  Bivgnndy  was  furniHi'd 
{35)  You  fliould  have  had  a  Sumpter,  tho*  'thad  coft  me 
The  laying  on  myfclf,  where  now  you're  fain 

(34)  With  a  flrange  Lock  that  opens  nvith  Amen.]  This  will  be 
cafily  underflood  by  a  Quotation  of  a  few  Lines  from  Mr.  Carezv^s 
Verfes  to  Mr.  M/jy,  on  his  ComeJ/  called  The  Heir,  fpeaking  of  the 
Plot  of  that  Play,  he  e.xprefTes  himfelf   thus  : 

The  ivhole  Plot  doth  alike    it/elf  difclofe 
Through  the  five  AHs,  as  doth  a  Lock  that  goes 
IVith  Letters  j  for,  ''till  et'ery  one  be  knoivn. 
The  Lock's  as  fajl  as  if  you  had  found  none. 

(35)  Toujhould  have  had  a  Sumpter,   though  ''thad  c^fi  me 

The  laying  on  myfelf  ]  Stotipter  here  can  have  but  two  Mean- 
ings, Sumpter- horfe,  or  Sumpter-furniture :  it  tne  firit,  it  cannot 
make  Senfe : 

Toujhould  have  had  a  Sumpter  (Horfe)  though  it  had ojl  me,  Sec. 
The  layifig  on  myfelf. 
The  fccond  ufe  of  the  Word  (fuppofing  it  ever  ufed  fo)  will  make  the 
Place  Senfe,  'tis  true;  but  theii  the  Senle,  and  Truth  of  Faft,  will  not 
agree  together ;  for  \if  aques  fhould  have  laid  the  Sumpter  on,  on  what 
mull  lie  lay  it  ?  not  upon  the  Horfe  deftind  for  that  purpofe,  becaule 
his  Mailer  had  never  a  one,  as  is  plain  from  hia  fi} ing  a  Line  lok\er  ; 

ijcl'cre  noiiu  youre  fain 

To  hire  a  Ripper's  Mure. 
And  if  not  on  the  Horfe,  upon  what  mud  he  lay  it?    The  Corruption 
therefore  being  evident,   we  mull  feek  .^or  a  Remedy  ;  and  that,  as  I 
take,  mull  be  by  reading  thus: 

You  P^ould  hanje  had  a  Sumpter,  tho'  ''thad  coji  me 
The  buying  one  myfelf,  ivhere  no^vyoure  fain 
To  hire  a,  !cc. 

E  e  2  To 
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C36)  To  hire  a  Ripier's  Mare,  and  buy  new  DofTers, 

But  I  have  got  them  painted  with  your  Arms, 

With  a  t.iir  darncx  Carpet  of  my  own 

Laid  crols  tor  the  more  State.     Duke.  Jaques,  I  thank 

you  : 
Your  Carpet  fhal!  be  brufht,  and  fent  you  home  -, 
What,  are  you  ready.  Wife?  Dutch.  \n  Hour  ago. 

Duks.  I  cannot  chufe  (37)  but  kils  thy  Royal  Lips, 
Dear  Dutchefs  mine,  thou  art  fo  good  a  Woman. 

Bew.  You*d  fay  fo,  if  you  knew  all,  Goodman  Duck- 
ling. 
Couf.  This  was  the  happieft  Fortune  could  befal  me. 
Now  in  his  Abfcnce  wiJl  I  follow  clofc 
Mine  own  Preferment,  and  I  hope  ere  long. 
To  make  my  mean  and  humble  Name  as  ftrong 
As  my  great  Coufin's,  when  the  World  Ihall  know 
(38)  I  bear  too  hot  a  Spirit  to  live  low. 
The  next  Spring  will  I  down,  my  Wife  and  Houihold, 
I'll  have  my  Ufhers,  and  my  four  Lacquies, 
Six  fpare  Caroches  tooj  but  mum,  no  more. 
What  I  intend  to  do,  1*11  keep  in  (lore. 

Duke.  Montez,  montez,  Jaques  be  our  Equerry. 
Groom.  To  Horfe  there.  Gentlemen,  and  fall  in  couples. 
Duke.  Come  honoured  Dutchefs. 

(36)  To  hire  a  Ripper's  Mare,   and  buy  neiv  Doners, 

With  a  fair  Darnex  Carpet'}  As  Rippers  is  a  Worc^,  not  of 
Englijh,  but  French  Growth,  1  imagine  we  (hould  write  as  the 
French  do,  thus: 

A  Ripier's  Mare,  /.  e  of  one  that  carries  Fifti  from  the  Sea-fidc,  Ifc, 
Dojfers,  or  Dor/en,  are  Paniers.  Darnex  Carpet,  /.  t.  a  Carpet  of 
Tournay. 

ill)    ^"'  ^'A  'h  R'^yal  Lips, 

thou  art  Jo  good  a  IVuman.  ]   The  Wife  here,  as  Marint 

thought,  was  become  a  Princefs,  and  for  the  fame  Reaion,  to  be  fure, 
Royal.  But  the  poor  Man  does  not  defign  to  kifs  her  Lips  becaufe  (he 
was  royal,  but  becaufe  (he  was  good :  It  would  therefore  perhaps  not 
be  wrong  to  fuppofc  that  the  Line  ran  fo  : 

ki/t  thy  Loya!  Lips,  i.  e.  dutiful,  obedient. 

But  this  I  don't  contend  for,  lince  the  other  is  Seiiie. 

(38)  I  bear  too  hot  a  Spirit — ]  ff  the  Poets  defign'd  any  ^«///^i»^.f 
here,  'tis  ill  preferved  in  the  preient  Text:  Happil/  the  Line  once 
run  thus : 

I  bear  to9  haul  a  Spirit ;  i.e.  high. 

Enttr 
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Enter  Longucville. 

Long,  Stand,  thou  proud  Man. 

Duke.  Thieves,  Jaques^  raife  the  People. 

Long.  No,  raife  no  People,  'tis  the  King's  Command, 
Which  bids  thee  once  more  ftand,  thou  liaughcy  Man  i 
Thou  art  a  Monfter,  for  thou  art  ungrateful. 
And  like  a  Fellow  of  a  Rebel  Nature, 
Haft  flung  from  his  Embraces  :  and  for  all 
His  Honours  given  thee,  haft  not  return'd 
So  much  as  Thanks ;  and,  to  oppofe  his  Will, 
Refolv'd  to  leave  the  Court,  and  f-t  the  Realm 
Afire,  in  Difcontent,  and  open  A6tion : 
Therefore  he  bids  thee  ftand,  thou  proud,  proud  Man, 
Whilft  with  the  whisking  of  my  bvvord  about, 
I  take  thy  Honours  off:  This  firft  fad  Whisk 
Takes  off  thy  Dukedom,  thou  art  but  an  Earl. 

Duke.   You  are  miftaken,  hongueville. 

Long,  Oh  would  I  were  :  This  fccond  Whisk  divides 
Thy  Earldom  from  thee,  thou  art  yet  a  Baron. 

Duke.  No  more  Whisks,  if  you  love  me,  LcngUiVille. 

Long.  Two  Whisks  are  paft,  and  two  are  yet  behind. 
Yet  all  muft  come  ;  but  not  to  linger  Time, 
With  thefe  two  Whisks  I  end;  now  Mount  Miirim, 
For  thou  art  now  no  more,  fo  fays  the  King, 
And  I  have  done  his  Highnefs'  Will  with  Grief. 

Duke.  Degraded  from  my  Honours? 

Long.  'Tis  too  certain. 

Duke.  1  am  no  Traitor  fure,  that  I  know  of; 
Speak,  Jaques,  haft  thou  e'er  heard  me  utter  Word 
Tending  to  Treafon,  or  bring  in  the  Enemy  ? 

Jaq.   Alas,  Sir,  1  know  nothing, 
(39)  Why  fliould  your  Worftiip  bring  me  in  to  hang  me? 
God's  my  Judge,  Gentlemen,  I  never  meddled. 

(39)   ^hy  Jhould  your  Wor/hrp  bring  me  in  to  hang  me? 

I  neijer  meddled.'\  I  don't  know  any  Reaiun  for  die  dropping 
of  the  Hemiftich: 

God'' s  my  Judge,  Gentlemen, 

which  the  firft  Folio  exhibits,  and  which  1  havf  therefore  infertcd  into 
the  Text. 

E  c  3  But 
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Bat  with  the  brufliing  of  his  Cloaths,  or  fetching 
In  Water  in  a  Morning  for  his  Hands. 

Ccuf.  Are  thefc  the  Honours  of  this  Place  ?  Here  An- 
thirty^ 
Ht^lp  me  to  take  her  Gown  off  quickly, 

Or  I  )1  fo  fwinge  ye  for't  • 

Wife.  Why,  Husband?  Sir? 
C.uf.  I  will  not  lofc  a  Penny  by  this  Town. 
hong.  Why,  what  do  you  mean,  Sir,  have  her  to  her 
J. edging. 
And  there  undrels  her,  I  will  wait  upon  her, 

Couf.  Indeed  you  fliall  not,  your  Month  is  out  I  take  itj 
Get  you  out  before  me.  Wife, 
Coufin,  farewcl,  I  told  you  long  ago,  , 

That  Pride  begins  with  Plcafure,  ends  with  Woe. 

[fA"//  idth''s  Wife, 
Bcw.  Go  thy  way  Sentences,  'twill  be  thy  Fortune 
To  live  and  dye  a  Cuckold,  and  Churchwarden. 

Dutch.  Oh  my  poor  Husband  !  what  a  heavy  Fortune 
Is  fallen  upon  him  ? 

Bcw.  Methinks  'tis  ftrange. 
That  Heav*n  forewarning  great  Men  of  their  Falls, 
\¥ith  fiich  plain  Tokens,  they  fhould  not  avoid  'em  ? 
For  the  laft  Night  betwixt  eleven  and  twelve. 
Two  great  and  hideous  blazing  Stars  were  feeii 
To  fight  a  long  Hour  by  the  Clock,  the  one 
Drefl  like  a  Duke,  the  other  like  a  King; 
'Till  at  the  laft  the  crowned  Star  o'ercame. 

Ser.  Why  do  ye  ftand  fodead,  Monfieur  Marine? 
Diiks.  (40)  So  Cocfar  fell,  when  in  the  Capitol, 
They  gave  his  Body  two  and  thirty  Wounds. 

Be 

(40)  So  Cacfar  fell^  lohen  in  the  Capitol, 

They  ga'ue  his  Body  Two  and  .thirty  J^'cunaVj  Here  we  hare 
two  Blunders,  the  firft  with  refpeft  to  the  Place  where  Ga'/ar  fell, 
which  was  not  in  the  Capitol,  but  in  Curia  FcKptii ;  the  o.lier  as  to 
the  Number  of  Wounds  he  fell  by ;  as  to  the  firft,  it  was  a  Blunder 
peculiar  to  the  Playxvrights  of  that  Time  ;  Shake/pear  begun  it  in 
llamlety  Aft.  III.  Sc.  V. 

Ham.  hioiu  my  Lord  (Polonius)  you  plafd  once  in  the  Vni'verfiiy  you 

Pol. 
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Be  warned  alJ  ye  Peers,  and,  by  my  Fall, 
Hereafter  Jearn  to  let  your  Wives  rule  all. 

Ser.  Monfieur  Marine^  pray  let  me  fpeak  with  you ; 
(41)  Sir,  I  muft  wave  you  to  conceal  this  Party, 
It  Hands  upon  my  utter  Overthrow ; 
Seem  not  difcontenied,  nor  don't  ftir  a  foot, 

For  if  you  do,  you  and  your  Hope 

I  fwear  you  are  a  loft  Man  if  you  ftir : 

And  have  an  Eye  to  Bewford^  he  will  tempt  you. 

Bcw.  Come,  come,  for  Shame  go  downj 
Were  I  Maririe^  I  would  go  down  : 
And  being  there  l*d  rattle  him  fuch  an  Anfwer 
Should  make  him  fmoke. 

Duke.  Good  Monfieur  Bewford^  Pence, 
Leave  thefe  rebellious  Words,  or  by  the  Honours, 
Which  I  enjoyed  once,  and  yet  may  fwear  by, 
I'll  tell  the  Kino  of  your  Proceedings  ;  I 
Am  fatisfy'd.  IVife.  You  talk'd  of  going  down 
When  'twas  not  fit;  but  now  let's  fee  your  Spirit, 
A  thoufand  and  a  thoufand   will  expert  it. 

Pol.   /  did,  fny  Lord,  and  ivas  accounted  a  good  A^or, 

Ham.    Ar.d  ixhat  did  you  eiiaSl  ? 

Pol.  1  did  cnad  Julius  Ca^far,  I  "xas  kill'd  i''th'  Capitol. 
Our  Authors,  treading  in  their  Maker's  Steps,   tock  up  the  fame  Mif- 
take  here;  and  after  them  Shukerl^  Marmion,   in  his  Antiquary,  iuad- 
vertently  continued  the  fame  Error,  making  Veterano  fay  j 
And  this  ou/?/ Julius  Caefar'j  Hat  ivhen  he  njcas  killed  in  the  Capitol. 

As  for  the  fecond  Faufr,  'twas  made  ro  where  but  at  the  Prefs,  for 
the  Number  (I  fappoft)  in  the  onoinal  MS.  was  wrote  in  Figures, 
thus,  23,  which  by  an  eafy  Shifting  Place  w.ts  altered  to  32;  and 
thus  we  have  nine  Wounds  more  than  C^far  ever  received. 

(41)   Sir,   I  mujt  w^vt  you  to  conceal  this  P^'irty, 

It  fiandi  upon  rnv  utter  O'verthrti.v  ]  Tn  nv^'ve  cme  to  conceal, 
fhould  mea:.  hire  toadviie  one  to  conceal ;  but  1  don't  remember  any 
fuch  Sen!"e  of  the  Word  '^jowje,  arid  fo  would  propofe  reading  the 
Lines  thus : 

5»>,   I  muft  connfel  you  to  wave  this  Pariv, 
It  Jlands  upon  my  utter  Ovrrthron.<j. 
The  good  Lad y'r.  Gallants  want  to  keep  the  poor  Gentleman  in  Town, 
and  for  this  End  the  Srrt'^ff/ takes  him  afidc,  and  fays,  I  wuld  advife 
you  to  lay  afide  this  Party,  i.e.  Refolution,  of  going  d  /Wii,  i:fc 

E  e  4  Duke, 
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Duke.  Why,  Wife,  are  ye  mad? 

fVije.  No,  nor  drunk,  but  I'd  have  you  know  your  own 
Strength. 

Duke.  You  talk  like  a  moft  foolifh  Woman,  Wife ; 
I  tell  you  I  will  (lay,  and  yet  I  have 
A  Crotchet  troubles  me.     Lang.  More  Crotchets  yet  ? 

Duke.  Follow  me,  Jaques,  1  muft  have  thy  Counfel. 
I  will  return  again,  ftay  you  there,  Wife. 

Long.  I  fear  this  Lofs  of  Honour  will  give  him  fomc 
few  Stools, 

TVife.  No,  no,  he  is  refolv'd,  he  will  not  ftir 
A  Foot,  ril  lay  my  Life. 

Beiv.  Ay,  but 
He*s  difcontented,  how  fhall  we  refolve  that, 
And  make  him  ftay  with  Comfort.? 

IVife.  Faith,  Bewford.,  we  muft  e'en  let  Nature  work, 
For  he's  the  fweeteft  tcmper'd  Man  for  that 
As  one  can  wifli ;  for  let 
Men  go  about  to  fool  him,  and  he'll  have 
His  Finger  as  deep  in  it  as  the  beft  ; 
But  fee  where  he  comes  frowning,  blefs  us  all ! 

Enter  Duke 

Duke.  Off  with  your  Hats,  for  here  doth  come 
The  high  and  mighty  Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Whatever  you  may  think,  I've  thought,  and  thought, 
And  thought  upon  it,  and  I  find  it  plain. 
The  King  cannot  take  back  what  he  has  given, 
Unlefs  I  forfeit  it  by  Courfe  of  Law. 
Not  all  the  Water  in  the  River  Seine., 
Can  wafii  the  Blood  out  of  thefe  Princely  Veins. 

irife.   God-a-mercy  Husband,  thou  art  the  beft 
To  work  a  thing  out  at  a  pinch  in  France. 

Duke.  I  will  afcend  my  Stare  again, 
Dutchefs,  take  your  Place,  and  let  our   Champion  en- 
ter. 

Long.  Has  he  his  Champion  ?  that's  excellent. 

Duke.    And    let    loud  Mufick  found  before  his  En- 
trance. 

Sound 
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(41)  Sound  Trumpet. 

Enter  Jaques  in  /Armour,  one  carrying  a  Scutcheon  before 
biniy  and  a  two-handed  Sword. 

U^tfe.  How  well  our  Champion  doth  demean  himfelf. 
As  it  he  had  been  made  for  luch  an  xA.d:ion. 
Methinks  his  fturdy  Truncheon  he  doth  wield. 
Like  Mars  approaching  to  a  bloody  Field. 

Duke.  1  think  there  is  no  Man  lb  defperate 
To  dare  encounter  with  our  Champion  ; 
But  truft  me,  Jaques^  thou  haft  pleas'd  us  well ; 
Once  more  our  warlike  Mufick,  then  proceed. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  What  wond'rous  Age  is  this?  what  clofe  Pro- 
ceedings ? 
I  hear  the  clang  of  Trumpets  in  this  Houfe, 
To  what  intent  do  not  our  Statefmen  fearch? 
Oh  no,  they  look  not  into  fimple  Truth, 
For  I  am  true,  and  they  regard  not  me. 
A  Man  in  Armour  too!  God  fave  the  King, 
The  World  will  end,  there's  nought  but  Treachery. 

Jaq.  I  Jaiucs^  Servant  to  the  high  and  mighty  Godfrey^ 
Duke  of  Burgundy.,  do  come  hither  to  prove  by  natural 
Strength,  and  Activity  of  my  Body,  without  the  help  of 
Sorcery,  Inchantment,  or  Negromancy,  that  the  faid 
Godfrey^  late  of  Mount  Marine,  and  now  of  Burgundy^ 
hath  perft(ft  Right  thereto,  notwithftanding  the  King's 
Command  to  the  contrary,  and  no  other  Perfon  whatfo- 
ever:  And  in  token  that  I  will  be  ready  to  make  good 
the  fame,  I  throw  down  my  Gage,  which  is  my  Honour. 
Pronounced  the  37th  oi  February  Stilo  novoy  God  fave  the 
Duke. 

Shat.  Of  all  the  Plots  the  King  hath  laid  for  me 
This  was  the  Ihrewdeft,  'tis  my  Life  they  fcek. 

(41 )  Sound  Trumpet.'}  This  poflibly  was  once  only  a  Stage  Dlrcflion, 
but  in  time  has  crept  into  the  Text.  And  I  fancy  the  fame  of  Sound, 
after  Room  there  afore,  in  the  third  Aft,  upon  the  new  Duke's  firll 
publick  Appearance. 

And 
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And  they  fhalJ  have  it:  If  I  fhould  refufe 
T*  accept  the  Challenge  in  the  King's  behalf, 
Thty  have  fomc  Caufe  to  take  away  my  Life  ; 
And  if  I  do  accept  it,  who  can  tell 
But  I  may  fall  by  doubtful  Chance  of  War  ? 
*Twas  fhrewd,  but  I  mult  take  the  leaft  of  Evils. 
I  take  thv  Gauntlet  up,  thou  treacherous  Man, 
That  ftands  in  armed  Coat  againft  the  King, 
Whom  Cod  preferve,  and  with  my  finglc  Sword 
Will  juftify  whatever  he  commands ; 
ril  watch  him  for  catching  of  my  Words. 

Duke.  Jaques  go  on,  defend  our  princely  Title. 
Sbat.  Why  fhrink'fi  thou  back  ?  Thou  haft  an  evil 
Caufe. 
Come  forward  Man,  I  have  a  Rock  about  me, 
I  fight  for  my  true  Liege. 
Duke.  Go  forward,  Jaques. 
Jaq.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
J  will  not  fight  with  him,  with  any  elfe 
I'll  fhew  my  Refolution  fpeedily. 

Shat.  Come,  do  thy  worft,  for  now  the  King  fhall  fee 
All  is  not  true,  that  is  reported  of  me. 

Jaq.  I  may  not  fight  with  him,  by  Law  of  Arms. 
Duke.  What?  fhall  my  Title  fall?  wilt  thou  not  fight? 
yaq.  Never  with  him  that  once  hath  fav'd  my  Life. 
Shat.  DiU  'il  thou  not  fight  ?  behold  then,  I  do  go 
Strong  with  the  Zeal  I  bear  my  Sovereign, 
And  fcizc  upon  that  haughty  Man  himfelf : 
Defcend  the  Steps  (that  thou  haft  thus  ufurp'd 
Againft  the  King  and  State)  down  to  the  Ground, 
And  if  thou  do  utter  but  a  Syllable 
To  crofs  the  King's  intent,  thou  art  but  dead  j 
There  lye  upon  the  Earth,  and  pine,  and  die. 
Did  ever  any  Man  wade  through  fuch  Storms 
To  fave  his  Life,  as  poor  Shaltillton  ? 

Long.  I  fear  this  Challenge  hath  fpoil'd  all. 
Dutch.  Ne'er  fear  it, 
Hc*ll  work  it  out  again.    Servant, 
See  where  Sbatlillmis  Love,  poor  Lady,  comes. 

Enter 
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Enter  Love, 

Duke.  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Lye  llill.  Sir,  if  you  love  your  Life. 
I'll  whiftle  when  he's  gone. 

Love.  Oh  Gentlemen,  I  charge  you  by  the  Love 
Which  you  do  bear  to  Women,  take  fome  pity 
On  this  diftrefled  Man  •,  help  to  reftore 
That  precious  Jewel  to  him  he  hath  loft. 

Bew.  Lady;  whatever  Power  doth  lye  in  us 
By  Art,  or  Prayer,  nr  Danger,  we  are  yours. 

Loz-e.  A  ftrange  Conceit  hath  wrought  this  Malady, 
Conceits  again  muft  bring  him  to  himfelf ; 
My  ftridt  Denial  to  his  Will  wrought  this; 
And  if  you  could  but  draw  his  wilder  Thoughts 
To  know  me,  he  would  fure  recover  Senfe. 

Long.  That  Charge  I'll  undertake. 

Duke.  Look  Jaques^  look. 
For  God's  lake  let  me  rife,  this  Greatnefs  is 
A  Jade,  I  cannot  fit  it.     Jaq.  His  Sword's  up. 
And  yet  he  watcheth  you.     Duke.  V\\  down  again. 
Pray  for  thy  Mailer,  Jaques.     Sbat.  Now  the  King 
May  fee  all  the  Suggeltions  are  not  true. 
He  hath  receiv'd  againfl:  my  Loyalty  j 
When  all  Men  elfe  refufe,  I  fight  his  Batttles, 
And  thruft  my  Body  into  Danger's  Mouth  ; 
I  am  become  his  Champion,  and  this  Sword 
Has  taught  his  Enemies  to  know  themfclves; 
Oh  that  he  would  no  more  be  jealous  of  me ! 

Long.   Monfieur  Shaltiiiion,  the  King  afTigns  you 
That,  tor  this  valiant  loyal  A6t  of  yours. 
He  hath  forgot  all  Jealoufies  and  Fears, 
And  never  more  will  tempt  you  into  danger. 

Sbai.  But  how  fhall  I  believe  this,  what  new  Tokea 
Of  Reconcilement  will  he  fhew  me? 
Let  him  releafe  my  poor  Love  from  her  Torment, 
From  her  hard  Fare,  and  ftrid:  Imprifonment. 

Long.  He  hath  done  this  to  win  your  After-love, 
And  fee  your  Lady  fent  vou  from  the  King 

By 


444-  ^'^^  Noble  Genth?nan, 

By  thefe  two  Gentlemen  ;  be  thankful  for  her. 

Shat.  She  lives,  fhe  lives,  I  know  her  by  the  power 
Shoots  from  her  Eyes.  [//<?  kneels. 

Love.  Rife,  dear  Sbattiliwn. 

Sbat.  I  know  my  Duty,  next  unto  my  King, 
1  am  to  kneel  to  you.  Love.  I'll  have  you  rife. 
Fetch  me  a  Chair,  fit  down,  Shattillion. 

Shat.  I  am  commanded,  and  faith  tell  me  Miftrefs, 
What  Ufage  have  you  had  ?  pray  you  be  plain. 

Love.  Oh  my  moft  lov'd  Shattillion^  Pain  enough. 
But  now  I'm  free,  thanks  to  my  God  and  King. 

Long.  His  Eyes  grow  very  heavy,  not  a  Word, 
That  his  weak  Senles  may  come  fweetly  home. 

Shat.  The  King  is  honourable. 

Duke.  When  do  you  whiftJe,  Jaques  ? 

Jaq.  By  and  by. 

Long,  Come  hither,  Monfieur,  canft  thou  laugh  a  little.^ 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir. 

Long.  So  thou  flialt  then.     Bewfordy  how  doft  thou  ? 

Beiv.  Why,  well. 

Long,  I'm  glad  on't,  and  how  does  thy  Wife  ? 

Bew.  Why,  you  may  fee  her,  Sir,  iTie  ftands  behind  you. 

Long.  By  th'  Mafs  fhe's  there  indeed,  but  where's  her 
Belly  ? 

Bew.  Belly.? 

Long.  Her  great  Belly,  Man  ;  what  hafl:  thou  fent  thee? 

Ser.  A  Boy,  I'll  lay  my  Life,  it  tumbled  fo. 

Beiv.  Catcht,  by  this  Light. 

Ij}ng.  I'll  be  a  Gofiip,  Bewford. 

Ser.  And  I. 

Long.  I  have  an  odd  Apoftle  Spoon, 

Bew.  S'foot,  catcht. 

Dutch.  Why,  what's  the  matter.  Gentlemen  ? 

Long.  He's  married  to  your  Woman.       [Maria  kneels. 

Dutch.  And  I  not  know  it? 

Ser.  'Twas  a  venial  Sin. 

Bew.  Gall,  Gall,  Gall. 

Dutch.  Forgive  her,  Monfieur  Bewford.,  'twas  her  Love. 

Bezv.  You  may  rife  if  you  pleafe,  I  mufl:  endure  it. 

LoJig. 
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Long.  See  how  my  great  Lord  lies  upon  the  Ground, 
And  dares  not  ftir  yet!  [Jaques  whijlles. 

Duke.  Jaqt'.es,  Jaques.,  is  the  King's  Champion  gone  yet  ? 
Jaq.   No,  but  he's  afleep. 
Duke.  Is  he  afleep,  art  lure  ? 
Jnq.  I  am  fure  he  is,  I  hear  him  fnore. 
Duke.  Then  by  your  Favours,  Gentlemen,  I  rife. 
And  know  I'm  a  Duke  ftill. 
Jaq.   And  l*m  his  Champion. 
Dutch.  Hold  thee    but   there,  and   all  France  cannoft 

mend  thee. 
Duke.  I  am  a  Prince  as  great  within  my  Thoughts, 
As  when  the  whole  State  did  adorn  my  Perfon ; 
What  Trial  can  be  made  to  try  a  Prince? 
I  will  oppofe  this  noble  Corps  of  mine 
To  any  danger  that  may  end  the  doubt. 

Dutch.  Great  Duke,  and  Husband,  there  is  but  one  way 
To  latisfy  the  World  of  our  true  Right, 
And  it  is  dangerous. 

Duke.  What  may  it  be  ? 
Were  it  to  bring  the  great  Turk  bound  in  Chains 
Through  France  in  Triumph  ;  or  to  couple  up 
The  Sophy.,  and  great  Prefier  John  together, 
I  would  attempt  it,  Dutchefs,  tell  the  Courfe. 

Dutch.  There  is  a  llrong  Opinion  through  the  World, 
And  no  doubt  grounded  on  Experience, 
That  Lions  will  not  touch  a  lawful  Prince  ; 
ff  you  be  confident  then  of  your  Right, 
Amongft  the  Lions  bear  your  naked  Body ; 
And  if  you  come  off  clear,  and  never  wince. 
The  World  will  lay  you  are  a  perfeft  Prince. 

Duke.  1  thank  you,  Dutchels,  for  your  kind  Advice, 
But  now  we  don't  affed:  thofe  ravenous  Beafts. 

Lo?2g.   A  Lion  is  a  Bead  to  try  a  King; 
But  for  the  Trial  of  a  State  like  this 
Fiiny  reports  a  Maftive  Dog  will  ferve. 

Duke.  We  will  not  deal  with  Dogs  at  all,  but  Men. 
Ser.  You  fliall  not  need  to  deal  with  them  at  all. 
Hark  you,  Sir,  the  King  doth  know  you  are  a  Duke. 

Luke, 
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Duke,  No,  does  he  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  and  is  cdntent  you  fhall  be,  but  with  this 
Caution, 
That  none  know't  but  yourfelfj  for  if  ye  do. 
He'll  take't  away  by  A(5t  of  Parliament. 

Buke.  Here  is  my  Hand,  and  vvhilft  I  live  or  breathe, 
No  living  Wight  rtiall  know  I  am  a  Duke. 

Ser.  Mark  me  dire6tly,  Sir,  your  Wife  may  know  it. 

Duke.  May  not  Jaqiies  ? 

Ser.  Yes,    he  may. 

Duke.  May  not  my  Country  Coufin  ? 

Ser.  By  no  means.  Sir,  if  you  love  your  Life  and  State. 

Duke.  Well  then,  know  all,  1  am  no  Duke. 

Ser.  No,  1*11  fwear  it. 

Long.  See,  he  wakes. 

Shat.  Where  am  I,  or  where  have  T  been  ali  this  while  ? 
Sleep  hath  not  fate  fo  found  upon  mine  Eyes, 
But  I  remember  well  that  Face  ; 
Oh  thou  too  cruel,  leave  at  length  to  fcorn 
Him  that  but  looking  on  thy  Beauty  dies, 
Either  receive  me,  or  put  out  my  Eyes. 

Love.  Deareft  Sbauillion,  fee  upon  my  Knees 
I  offer  up  my  Love,  forget  my  Wrongs. 

Sbal.  Art  thou  mine  own  ? 

Love.  By  Heav*n  I  am. 

Shat.  Then  all  the  World  is  mine. 

Love.  I've  ftranger  Things  to  tell  thee,  my  dearcfl  Love, 

Sbal.  Tell  nothing,  but  that  thou  art  now  mine  own  J 
I  do  not  care  to  know  where  I  have  been, 
Or  how  I  have  liv'd,  or  any  thing, 
But  tliat  thou  art  mine  own. 

£ew.  Well,  Wife,  though  'twere  a  Trick  that  made 
us  wed, 
We*ll  make  ourfelves  full  merry  foon  in  Bed. 

Duke.  Know  all,  I  am  no  Duke. 

fp^ife.  What  fay  ye  .'' 

Duke,  jfaques  ? 

'Jaq.  Sir. 

Duke.  I  am  a  Duke, 

Boti\ 
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Both.  Are  ye  ? 

Duke.  Yes,  faith,  yes  faith, 
But  it  muft  only  run  among  ourfelves. 
And  Jaques^  thou  fhak  be  my  Secretary  ftill. 

PFife.  Kind  Gentlemen,  lead  in  Shattillionj 
For  he  muft  needs  be  weak  and  fickly  yet. 
(43)  Now  all  my  Labours  have  as  perfc(5t  end. 
As  I  could  wilh  ;  let  all  young  fprightly  Wives 
That  have  dull  foolifh  Coxcombs  to  their  Husbands, 
Learn  here  by  me  their  Duties,  what  to  do, 
Which  is,  to  make  'em  Fools,  and  pleafe  'em  too. 

[^Exeunt. 

(43)  Noiu  of  nil  my  Labours ]  The  Copy  of  1647  knows  no  fuck 

nonlenfical  Particle  as  of,  here. 


EPILOGUE. 

THE  Monuments  of  Virtue,  and  Beferty 
Appear  more  goodly ^  when  the  glojs  of  Art 
Is  eaten  off  by  Time,  than  when  at  firjl 
Tl:)ey  were  fet  up,  not  cenfur'd  at  the  worji. 
We've  done  our  beji,  for  your  Contents,  to  fit^ 
JVith  new  Pains,  this  old  Monument  of  Wit, 
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